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When Tasmin reached for the gold leaf, he found the box empty. The glue was aready nesatly painted
onto the ornamented initia letter of the Enigma score, and it would dry into uselessness within minutes.
He spent afleeting moment wanting to curse but satisfied himsdlf by bellowing, " Jamieson!™ in atone that
was an unequivoca imprecetion.

"Master Ferrence?' The boyish face thrust around the door was wide-eyed in its most "Who, me?”
expression, and the dark blond hair fell artfully over aforehead only dightly wrinkled asthough to
indicate "I'm working very hard, now what does he want?"

Undeceived by dl this, Tasmin waved the empty box and snarled, ""One minute, Jamieson. Or less."

The acolyte evidently read Tasmin's expression correctly for he moved away in anicely assessed
pretense of panic mixed with aacrity. The gold leaf was kept in astoreroom up oneflight, and the boy
could conceivably make it within the time limit if he went at adead run.

He returned panting and, for once, silent. In gratitude, Tasmin postponed the lecture he had been
rehearsing. "Get on with what you were doing."

"It wasn't important, Master."

"If what you were doing wasn't important, then you should have checked my supplies. Only pressure of
urgent work could have excused your not doing s0.”

"| guessit wasimportant, after al," Jamieson responded, aquirk at the corner of his mouth the only
betrayd of the fact that he had been well and truly caught. He let the door shut quietly behind him and
Tasmin smiled ruefully. The boy was not called Reb Jamieson for nothing. He rebelled a everything,
including the discipline of an acolyte, dmost as amatter of conviction. If he weren't dmost consstently
right about things; if he didn't haveavoicelikeanangd ...

Tasmin cut off the thought as he placed the felt pad over the gold leaf and rubbed it, setting the gilding
onto the glue, then brushed the excess gold into the salvage pot. It was a conceit of his never to do the
initid letter on amaster copy until the rest of the score and libretto was complete. Now he could touch



up the one or two red accents that needed brightening, get himself out of hisrobesand into civilian
clothes, and make a photostat of the score for his own study at home—not at al in accordance with the
rules, but generaly winked at so long asthe score didn't leave his possession. Thefinished master
manuscript would go into aceremonid filing binder and be ddlivered to Jaconi. They would talk afew
minutes about the Master Librarian's perennid hobby horse, hislanguage theory, and then Tasmin would
borrow aquiet-car from the citadel garage and drive through the small settlement of Deepsoil Five, on his
way hometo Celcy.

Who would, asusud, greet his homecoming with sulksfor somelittletime.

"Thiswhole cdibacy thing isjust superdtition,” she pouted, as he had predicted. " Something |eft over
from old religious ideas from Erickson'stime. Weve al outgrown that. There's no reason you shouldn't
be able to come home at night even if you are copying ascore.”

The phrases were borrowed; the argument wasn't new; neither was hisrgoinder. "That may be true.
Maybe dl theritual is superstition and nonsense, Celcy love. Maybeit's only tradition, and fairly
meaningless a that, but | took an oath to observe every bit of it, and it's honorable to keep oaths.”

"Y our supid oath ismore important than | am.”

Tasmin remembered aline from a pre-dispersion poet about not being able to love haf asmuch if one
didn't love honor more, but he didn't quote it. Celcy hated being quoted at. "No, love, not more
important than you. | made some oaths about you, too, and I'm just as determined to keep those. Things
about loving and cherishing and so forth." Hetilted her head back, coaxing a smile, unhappily aware of
the implications of what he had just said but trusting her preoccupation with her own fedingsto keep her
from noticing. Sometimes, as now, he did fed he stayed with her more because of commitment than
desire, but whenever the thought came to him he reminded himself of the other Celcy, the Celcy who,
when things were secure and right, seemed magicdly to take this Celcy's place. She didn't dways act like
this. Certain thingsjust seemed to bring it out.

"l suredon't fed loved," she said sulkily. He Sighed, haf in rdief. She might not take less than aday to
forgive him for having been away for the seventeen daysit had taken to orchestrate and copy the new
Enigma score—or, more accurately, the putative Enigma score since it hadn't been tested on the Enigma
yet, and might never be—but she would come around eventually. Nothing he could do would hurry the
process. If heignored her, it would take even longer, so he set himsdlf to be pleasant, reminding himself
of her condition, trying to think of small thingsthat might please her.

"What's going on at the center? Something you'd like to see? Any good holos?’

"Nothing good. | went to anew one that Jeanne Gentrack told me about, but it was awful." She
shivered. "All about the people on the Jut, starving and trying to get out through the Jammers after their
Tripsngerswere nated by that crazy fanatic."

"Y ou know you hate things like that, Celcy. Why did you go?'

"Oh, it was something to do." She had gone aone, of course. Celcy had no women friends and was too
conventiond to go with aman, even though Tasmin wouldn't have objected. "I'd heard it was about
Tripangers, and | thought you might likeit if | went." Shewasflirting with him now, cutely petulant, lower
lip protruding, wanting to be babied and cosseted, making him be daddy. He would try to kiss her; she
would evade him. They would play this game for sometime. Tonight shewould be"too tired" asa
punishment for his neglect, and then about noon tomorrow she might show evidence of that joyoudy



gparkling girl he had falen in love with, the Celcy he had married.

He put on asympathetic smile. "It's great that you'd like to know more about my work, love, but maybe
seeing atragic movie about the Jut famine isn't the best way to go about it." Of course, she wasn't
interested in hiswork, though Tasmin hadn't redlized it until ayear or two after they were married. Five
years ago, when Celcy was eighteen, her friends had been the children of laborers and clerks, and she
had thought it was a coup to marry a Tripsinger. She had listened to him then, eyes shining, as hetold her
about thistriumph or that defeat. Now all their friends were citaddl people, and Tasmin was merely one
of the crowd, nothing specia, nothing to brag about, just aman engaged in uninteresting activities that
forced him to leave her done alot. He could even sympathize with her resentment. Some of hiswork
bored him, too.

"It'snot just that she'sbored, Tas," his mother had said, fumbling for his hand through the perpetud mists
that her blindness made of her world. "Her parents died on atrip. Her uncle took her in, but he had
children of hisown, and they wouldn't be normd if they hadn't resented her. Then, on their way to
Deepsoil Five, there was a disaster, one wagon completely lost, severa people badly maimed. Poor little
Celcy wasonly eight or nine and hardly dept for weeks after they got here. She's frightened to death of
being abandoned and of the Presences.”

He had been dumbfounded. "I never knew that! How did you?"

She had frowned, blind eyes searching for memory. "1 think Celcy's uncle told me most of it, Tas. At
your wedding."

" wonder why she never mentioned it to me?" he had mused aoud.

"Because she doesn't want to admit it or remember it," his mother had answered in that dightly
sharpened voice reserved for occasions when Tasmin, or hisfather before him, had been unusually
dense. Tasmin remembered hisfather, Miles Ferrence, asagrim, pious man who said little and expected
much, given to unexpected fits of fury toward the world and hisfamily, interspersed with equaly
unexpected pits of deep depression. Miles had goneinto peril and died at the foot of the Black Tower
the year after ... well, the year after Tasmin's older brother had ... Never mind. Tasmin had been
surprised at how difficult it was to mourn hisfather, and then had been troubled by his own surprise.

Celcy was il talking about the holodrama, her voice becoming agitated and querulous. "'l couldn't see
why they didn't build boats and just float down the shore. Why did they have to get out through the
Jammers?'

He closed his eyes, shutting out other thoughts and recollections, visualizing the map of the Jut. The far
northwest of Jubal, an areacalled New Pacifica. A peninsula of deepsoil protruding into a shallow bay.
At the continenta end of this Jut were two great crystal promontories, the Jammers—not merely
promontories but Presences. Between them led a steep, narrow pass that connected the Jut to the land
mass of New Pecificaand therest of Juba, while out in the bay, like the protruding teeth of amighty
carnivore, clustered the smaler—though il very large—offspring of the Jammers, the Jammlings.

"Jammlings," he said. " Scattered all through the water. | don't think there's a space a hundred yards wide
between them anywhere. The Juttites would have needed a Tripsinger to get through there just asthey
did to get between the Jammers.”

"Oh. Wdl, none of the characters said that in the holo. They just kept getting more and more starved
until they got desperate.” Her face was very pae and there were tiny drops of moisture on her forehead.



"Then they tried rushing past the Jam ... the Jam ... the Presences, and somebody tried to sing them
through and couldn't and everybody got squashed and ripped gpart and ... well, you know. It was
bloody and awful." Her voice was a choked gargle.

Well, of courseit was, an inner voice said. Asyou should have known, silly girl. He pulled her to him
and quelled the voice gernly, annoyed with himself. Her hysteriawas redl. She had been genuinely upset
by the drama. Sympathy was caled for rather than hisincreasingly habitua impatience. "Hey, forget it. All
past history and long gone. Now that you're pregnant, you need more cheerful influences” Witha
flourish, he produced his surprise. "Here, something | picked up.”

"Oh, Tasmin!" She dipped the ribbon to one side and tore at the paper, pulling the stuffed toy fromits
wrappings and hugging the gray-green plush of the wide-eyed little animd. "It's SO cunning. Look at that.
A viggy baby. | loveit. Thank you." She stroked the feathery antennag, planting akiss on the green
velour nose.

He suppressed the happy comments he had been about to make. The toy had been intended for the
baby, asymbol of expectation. He should have said something to that effect before she opened it. Or
perhaps not. She was more pleased with it than ababy would be.

Hetried with another gift. "Except for a preceptor trip next month, I've told the Master Generd | won't
be available for any extended duty until after the baby comes. How about that?"

"l wish it was dready next month," she went on with her own thoughts, only haf hearing him.

"Why?What's next month?"

"Lim Terréeis coming to do a concert. Less than three weeks from now. | really want to hear thet ... "

Lim Terrée.

He heard the name, then chose not to hear it. Not to have heard it.

Instead, he found himsdlf examining Celcy's smooth lindessface, saring at her full lips, her wide bright
eyes, totally unchanged by their five years of marriage. She was so tiny, he chanted to himsdf in his
privateritua, sotiny, likeadoll. Her skin was as smooth as satin. When they made love, he could cup
each of her buttocksin one of hishands, a silken mound. When they made love hisworld came apart in
wonderful fire. She was his own swest girl.

Lim Terrée.

She was pregnant now. An accident. The doctor had told them she couldn't possibly get pregnant unless
she took the hormones he gave her, but she wouldn't take the drug. Could not, she said. It made her
sck. Impossible that she could be pregnant, and yet she was. " Sometimes we're wrong," the doctor had
sad. "Sometimes these things happen.” A miracle.

Tasmin was amazed at hisown joy, astonished at his salesmanship in convincing her it would befun to
have achild of their own. Too soon for atest yet, but he hoped for ason. Celcy wouldn't mind his caring

for aboy, but shewould probably hate sharing him with alittle girl. "Fear sharing him," he told himsdif,
remembering his mother'swords. "Not hate, fear.”

He coughed, dmost choking. He couldn't just go on staring a hiswife and ignoring what she had said.



He had to respond. "When did you hear he was coming?”

"There are big posters down at the Center.'Lim Terrée. Jubal's entertainment idol. Straight from his
triumphant tour of the Deepsoil Coast.' | got hismost recent cube and it'swonderful. | don't know
why you couldn't do concert versions, Tasmin. Y our voiceisevery bit asgood as his. He sarted asa
Tripsinger, too, you know."

Helet theimplications of this pass. It wasn't thefirst time she had implied that his profession was not
very important, something that anyone could do if they were foolish enough to want to.Mere Trip-singer
wasin her toneif not in her words, betraying an ignorance shared by asignificant part of thelay
population on Juba. She waswrong about Lim, though. He hadn't been a Tripsinger, merl or otherwise.

Lim Terrée.
"I know him," he said, hisvoice sounding tight and unnaturd. "He's my brother.”

"Oh, don't make jokes," she said, the petulant expression back on her face. For amoment she had
forgotten her recent neglect. "That'saweird thing to say, Tasmin."

"l said heismy brother. Heis. My older brother. Hisred nameisLim Ferrence. He left Deepsoil Five
about fifteen years ago.”

"That'sjust when | got here! Hewas a Tripsingerhere?"

Not redly, he wanted to say. "Y ou were only aschoolchild when heleft. And yes, he did some trips out
of here"

"Did heredly do the Enigma? Everyone says he did the Enigma." She was suddenly eager, glowing.

It was hard to keep the resentment out of hisvoice. "Celcy, | don't know who ‘everyone' is. Of course
Lim didn't sing the Enigma. No one has ever got by the Enigmadive.”

She cocked her head, considering this. "Oh, people don't dwaystdll the truth about things. Tripsingers
arejedous of each other. Maybe he went with just asmall group and got through, but it was never
recorded or anything."

He made achopping, thrusting-away gesture that she hated, not redizing he had doneit until he saw her
face. "Lim Terrée did not do the Enigmatrip. So far as| remember he led two caravans east through the
Minor Mysteries, one out to Half Moon and back, and one through the Creeping Desert to Splash One
on the Deepsoil Coast and that wasit. He didn't come back from that one."

"Four trips?' She gave him askeptical ook, making amocking mouth. "Four trips? Come on, Tasmin.
Sibling rivary, I'll bet. You'rejedous of him!" Then she hadtily tried to undo some of the anger he redlized
he had let show in hisface. "Not that | can blame you. He's so good looking. I'll bet the girls mobbed
him"

Not redly, he wanted to say again. They—mogt of them, at least the ones his own age—knew him for
what hewas, aman who ... better not think about that. He wasn't even sure that it was true anymore.
Dad had screamed and hammered hisfigt, calling Lim filthy, depraved. Wasthat it? Depraved?
Something like that, but that was after Lim had gone. Tasmin had only been sixteen, seventeen when Lim
left. Lim had been five years older. Memory didn't dways cleave to the truth, particularly after someone



had gone. Perhaps none of what he thought he remembered had really happened.

"I don't remember," he equivocated. "1 wasjust akid, just getting out of basic school. But if you want to
go to hisconcert, love, I'll bet he has some tickets hed make available—for hisfamily." Which seemed to
do thetrick for she stopped sulking and talked with him, and when night came, she said she wastoo tired
but didn't ingst upon it after he kissed her.

Stll, their lovemaking was anything but satisfying. She seemed to be thinking about something else, as
though there were something she wanted to tell him or talk to him about but couldn't. It wastheway she
behaved when she'd spent money they didn't have, or was about to, or when sheflirted hersdf into a
corner she needed hishelp to get out of. He knew why she did those things, testing him, making him
provethat he loved her. If he asked what was bothering her before she was ready to tell him, it would
only lead to accusations that he didn't trust her. One of these days, they'd have to take time to work it
out. One of these days he would get professiond help for her instead of endlessly playing daddy for her
in the vain hope shed grow up. He had made himsdlf this promise before. Somehow there never seemed
to be timeto keep it—time, or the energy to get through the inevitable resentment. Looking at her
deeping face, he knew that Celcy would regard it asabetrayal.

Sighing, unableto deep, hetook hislet-down, half hogtile fedings onto the roof. It was his place for
exorcisng demons.

Virtudly every housein Degpsoil Five had adeck or small tower from which people could watch
approaching caravans or py on the Presences through telescopes. He had given Celcy afine scope three
years ago for her birthday, but she had never used it. She didn't like looking at the Presences, something
he should have redlized before he picked out the gift. Back then he was till thinking that what interested
him would interest her.

"A very masculinefailing.” His mother had laughed softly at his rueful confession. ™Y our father wasthe
sameway." And then, dmost wistfully, she added, " Give her something to make her fed treasured. Give
her jewery next time, Tas™"

He had given her jewelry since, but he'd kept the scope. Now he swung it toward the south. A scant
twenty miles away the monstrous hulk of the Enigma quivered darkly againgt the Old Moon, agreat, split
pillar guarding the wall between the interior and the southern coast. Was the new score really a password
past the Presence? Or would it be just one morefailed attempt, ending in blood and death? The Enigma
offered no comment, Smply went on quivering, visbly occulting the sars at its edge in a constant shimmer
of motion.

Heturned to the west in awide arc, ticking off the Presences dong the horizon. Enigma, Sky Hammer,
Amber Axe, Deadly Dozen, Cloud Gatherer, Black Tower, the Far Watchlings, then the western
escarpment of crowded and mostly unnamed Presences. A little south of west were the Twin Watchers.
The Watcher score was one of thefirst Passwords he had ever learned—afairly smple piece of singing,
with phonemesthat were easy to get one's tongue around. "Arndaff duh-roomavah,” he chanted softly,
"gndir dassdlam awoh,” wondering as he occasondly did if there was redlly any meaning in the sounds.
Officid doctrine taught there was not, that the sounds, when properly sung and backed up with
appropriate orchestration, merely damped the vibration in the crystalline Presences, thus allowing
caravansto get through without being crushed. Or dismembered. Or blown away by scattering shards of

crygsd.

Although ever since Erickson there had been people who bdieved implicitly in the language theory. Even
now there were afew outspoken holdouts like Chad Jaconi, the Master Librarian, who believed that the



sounds of the librettos were redlly words, and said so. Jaconi had spent the last forty years making a
dictionary of tripsong phonemes, buying new trandators from out-system, trying to establish that the
Password scores were, indeed, alanguage. Every time old Jaconi thought he'd proved something,
however, someone came along with anew libretto that contradicted it. There were sill Explorer-singers
out there with recorders and synthesizers and compuiters, crouched just outside the range of various
Presences, trying endless combinations to see what seemed to work, coming up with new stuff even after
al these years. Tasmin had actualy heard the origina cube made a hundred years ago by Ben Erickson,
the first Explorer to get past the Far Watchlings to inland Deepsoil, an amazing and utterly mysterious, if
not mystical, achievement. How could anyone possibly have arrived at the particular combination of
phonemes and orchestrd effect by trid and error! 1t seemed impossible.

"It had to be clairvoyance," Tasmin mused, not for thefirst time. "A crysta bal and afine voice."

Erickson had sung hisway past the Presences for dmost fifty years before becoming one more singer to
fdl to the Enigma. During those years he had made an immorta name for himself and founded both the
Order of Tripsingers and the Order of Explorers. Not bad accomplishments for one man. Tasmin would
have been content to do one-quarter aswell.

"Tassy?" A sad little whisper from the stairway. "I woke up and you werent there."

"Just getting alittleair, love." He went to her at the top of the stairs and gathered her into hisarms. She
nestled there, reaching up to stroke his face, whispering secret words into his ears, making his heart
thunder and his arms tighten around her as though he would never let her go. As he picked her up to
carry her downgtairs, she turned to look out at the line of Presences, jagged against the stars.

"Y ou were looking at thosethings. | hate them, Tasmin. | do.”

It wasthe first time she had ever said she hated the Presences, and his sudden burst of compassionate
undergtlanding amazed him. They made love again, tenderly, and afterward he cuddled her until she went
back to deep, still murmuring about the concert.

"Heredly isyour brother? Hell redly give ustickets?"
"I'm sure hewill."

In the morning, Tasmin wondered whether Lim might indeed make some seats available as Tasmin had
promised. To be on the safe Sde, he bought a pair, finding himself both astonished and angry at aprice
S0 high asto be dmost indecent.

The streets of Splash One were swvarming with lunch-seekers and construction workers, military types,
and bands of belligerent Crystalites, to say nothing of the chains of bewildered pilgrims, each intent on his
or her own needs, and none of them making way for anyone dse. Gretl Mechas fought her way grimly
through the crowds, wondering what in the name of good sense had made her decide to come down to
Splash One and make the payment on her loan in person. She could have sent a credit chit down from
the priory in Northwest City by messenger, by comfax, by passenger bus—why had she decided to do it
hersdf?

"Fear," aremembered voiceintoned in answer. "Debt isaterrible thing, Gretl. Never get into debt.” It
was her father's voice, preserved in memory for Gretl'slifetime.

"Easy for you to say," she snarled. Easy for anyone to say. Hard to accomplish, however, when your



only sster sent an emergency message from Heron's World telling you that shed lost anarminan
accident and couldn't pay for her own regeneration. In advance, of course. No one did regeneration
anymore unlessthey were paid in advance. And equdly, of course, if you needed regeneration, no one
would lend you any money either, except on extortionate terms that sometimes led to involuntary
servitude. The stupid little twit hadn't thought she'd need regeneration insurance. Naturaly not, when she
hed Gretl to call on.

"Shit," she said fedingly, finding her way through the bruising crowds to the door of the BDL building,
ignoring the looks that followed her. People had been looking at Gretl since she wasfive, men
particularly. Perhapsit was her skin, like dark, tawny ivory. Perhapsit was her hair, amahogany wedth
that seemed to have alife of its own. Perhapsit wasfigure, or face, or merely some expression of lively
unguenchableinterest in those wide, dark eyes. But men aways|ooked. Gretl didn't look back,
however. Her heart was with a certain man back on Heron's World, where she'd be, too, as soon asthis
contract was over.

"What was that name again,” the credit office clerk asked, mydtified. "Here, let me see your code book."

Gretl handed it over. One got used to thison Jubal. It cost so much to bring in manufactured materials
that everything on Jubal was used past the point of no return. Nothing ever worked quiteright ...

"It'sbeen paid," the clerk said with alook of knowing complicity.
"Paid?' she blurted in astonishment, only haf hearing the clerk. "What do you mean, paid?"

"Y our loan has been paid infull," the clerk said, glancing suspicioudy from under her eyelashes. ™Y ou
didn't know?'

"l sureashdl didn't. Who paid it?'

The clerk fumbled with the keys, frowning, then shaking her head.
"Wel?'

"Judtin,” the clerk whispered.

"Who?"'

"Oh, comeon, lady." The whisper was angry.

"] asked who that was. For God's sake, girl, tell me. I've only been on this planet for afew months, and
| haven'tany idea... "

The clerk nodded, atiny nod, upward and to the right. Gretl looked up. Nothing there but the
glass-enclosed offices of the Brou Digtribution Ltd., or BDL, hierarchy. In one of them, acurtain
quivered. "Him," whispered the clerk, suddenly quite pae. "Harward Justin.”

"The Planetary Manager?' Gretl fdll slent, full of asick uneasiness. She had met him. When shewas
here to arrange the loan, and only for amoment in passing. He had stopped at the desk where she was
waiting, introduced himself, asked her to have lunch with him. She had refused.

A man with no neck, sherecalled. Greasy rolls of fat from hisjaw to his shoulders. Eyesthat looked like



half frozen dush peering a her between puffy lids. A drooping, sensual mouth. Wet, she remembered. He
had licked hislips continudly.

Abruptly she asked, "Do you have an envelope?’

The clerk gave her a curious glance as she passed one over. Gretl inserted the payment she had been
about to make, scribbled afew words on the outside, then handed it to the clerk.

"l am not interested in other people paying my debts,” she said. "I'll repay my loan on thetermsi|
specified. Seethat Mr. Judtin getsthis"

She turned and strode away, the inner queasiness giving way to amazement and then anger. Wait until
Don Furz heard about this! Unbelievable! The gdl of the man!

She had almost reached the door when the hand fell on her shoulder.

Hewas atal man, an expressonless man, an uninterested man. He did not look at her as other men
usualy looked at her. It was dmost as though he did not see her asaperson at dl. He said very little, but
he did not release her ashe said it.

"My nameis Spider Geroan. | work for Harward Justin, and he'd like to see you. Now."

2

During Tasmin's orchestral effects class, it turned out that the air pump had been rigged to make farting
noises, always good for alaugh. Practice for the neophytes shuddered to ahdt while Tasmin dismantled
the ingrument.

"That particular sound isused, so far asI'm aware, only in the run through the Blind Gut," he remarked
to the class. "The only ingtructive thing about thisincident isthat there are sounds that work better when
produced instrumentally rather than by synthesizer, which iswhy we have drums, bells, pumps, and other
pargpherndia... "

"Y ou're running periloudy closeto expulsion, Jamieson,” he growled when the classwas over. "That
equipment isyour responsbility.”

"Some of the pre-trippers are kind of uptight,” the boy remarked, not at al disturbed a the threst. "I
thought alaugh might help.”

There was something in that, enough that Tasmin wasn't inclined to press the matter. Aswas often true,
Jamieson had broken the rulesto good effect. This closeto robing and first trip, many of the neophytes
did get nervous and found it hard to concentrate. " Sabotaging equipment just isn't agood idea," Tasmin
admonished in afairly mild tone. "Someidiot kid fooled around with ajammer drum once, seeing if he
could sound like some 'Soilcoast singer, and it got put into atrip wagon just asit was. Do you need me
to tdl you what happened?”

"No, sr." Slightly flushed, but so far as Tasmin was able to discern, unrepentant, Jamieson agreed. "l
remember.”

"Well, double check that air pump. Be damn sureit does what it's supposed to do before you leaveit.”



Jamieson moved to change the subject. "Are we taking any of thefirst trippers out, Master?'

"Onfirst New Moon, yes. There are only three I'm aneutra preceptor for, three | haven't had in my
own classes—let's see, James, Refnic, and that Clarin girl with the astonishing voice.... "

"Renna. Renna Clarin." Jamieson cocked his head, considering.
"Right. Anything | should know?"

"James will fade, definitely if therésaclinch, and probably anyhow. He spends hdf hislife wetting his
pants and the other haf drying himsdlf off and asking if anybody noticed. Refnic'sreliable. The tougher
things are, the more he settles. | don't know that much about Renna Clarin except she looks funny bald.
Shetransferred in.”

Tasmin ignored the impudence, as Jamieson had known he would. "Evidently female neophytes don't
have their heads shaved at Northwest, and it came as a shock to her when she got shaved down here.
She had excellent persond references. Her records from Deep-soil Seven choir school were good."”

Jamieson shrugged eloquently, a balletic gesture starting at his shoulders and ending at his fingertips,
which twitched alittle, showing their contempt for good records. Excellent choir school recommendations
might mean little except that a candidate had an acceptable voice or got dong well with the Choir

Master. Jamieson himsdlf had had terrible choir school grades and had set anew school record for
demerits, afact that Jamieson knew Tasmin waswell aware of. Again he changed the subject. "What's
the route?"

"Oh, I think well do my usud first trip loop. Past the Watchers on the easy side, down through the False
Eagers, dong Riddance Ridge to the Startles. Then down the degpsoil passto Harmony, stay overnight
there, give them agood scary look at the Tower while you and | sing them pagt, then back through the
Far Watchlings"

"If it was me," Jamieson said, grestly daring, "I'd use James on the Startles. He likes that score and he
can't do much wrong there.”

"Rig him to pass, that it? Then what happens the first time some caravan depends on him?”
"Oh, | just thought alittle more experience maybe ... " Jamieson'svoicetrailed off, embarrassed. He
obvioudy hadn't thought &t al. Now he flushed and ducked his head in ahinted apology, a courtesy he

accorded Tasmin but very few others.

"Think about it," Tasmin recommended, testing thefind adjustment of the air pump. He sat back then,
musing. "Jamieson.”

IIS' r?l
"You're of an ageto pay attention to the 'Soilcoast singers. What do you know about Lim Terrée?"

"Oh, hey, apogee. Way up in theranking. Best-sdller cubes, last three out. The girls are brou-dizzy over
him."

"What'shismusc like?"'



Jamieson gave this some thought. "Kind of hard to describe. Therésalot of Tripsinger stuff init, but he
takesway off from that. Of course, dl the'Soilcoast singers bill their stuff asbeing real Passwords, but
you couldn't get anywherewith it. | don't think you could, anyhow."

"What do you mean?' Tasmin wasredlly curious. He had so deeply resented Lim's misuses of Password
material that he had not kept up with the 'Soilcoast Singer cult, although he knew it was extensive and
bled money at every pore. "What do you mean, you couldn't get anywhere with it?"

Jamieson pursed hislips, gestured toward a chair, and Tasmin nodded permission to Sit. ™Y ou know the
score for the Watchers? Minor key intro, two horns, and atuned drum. Diddle, diddle, diddlein the
gringsin that rhythmic pattern, then the solo voice comesin with the PJ, ah the Petition and Justification,
right? Kind of asimple melody linethere, pretty straightforward, not like those key and tempo shiftsin
the Jammer sequences? Well, Lim Terrée does akind of takeoff on that. He uses the melody of the P, ah
the Petition and Jutification, but he kind of—oh, embroidersit. Trillsand little quavers and runs and
grace notes. Where you sing 'Arndaff duh-roomavah,’ it comes out
'Arn-daffa-daffa-daffa-duh-uh-uh-uh-duhroo-duhrooma-vah-ah-ah.' * It was amarvel ous, tumbling
cataract of sound.

Jamieson had agood voice. Tasmin tried briefly and without success to convince himsdf hewaslistening
to an obscenity. The phrase had been hypnotic.

"And it goeson like that?"

"The phrase 'sindir dassalam awoh' takes about three minutes with al the cadenzas and rhythmic
repetitions and stuff. If you tried that out on the Watchers ... wel, | just don't think it would get you very
far. They'd blow and you'd be gone."

"l see what you mean. What's the attraction then?”

"Wadll, it'sgreat music. Redlly. Lots of noise and what they do on stage is pretty erotic. He wears
something that looks sort of like a Tripsinger robe, only fancier, open down the front practicaly to his
downspout.” Jamieson legpt up, gestured as though unzipping himself from a spraddled stance, a once

potent and aggressive, making Tasmin see what he was talking about. "The orchestrd stuff iswild, too.
Loads of percussion and heavy power asssts." He collapsed into the chair again, legs over the arm.

"Which couldn't beused on ared trip."

"Not unless you had atrip wagon the size of a coastal broubarge to hold the power source.”

"S0, how's he going to do a concert here? He'd never get that power by the Presences. And evenif the
Presenceswould let it past, which they won't, the widest trail on Riddance Ridge barely passesa

standard brou wagon."

"Mogt of itll probably be holo. Hell be live againgt his own recorded setup with maybe one or two live
backup musiciansadong.”

"Why would he bother?1f things are so great in the Deepsoil Coast, why comeinland?'

The acolyte shrugged, aminima shoulder twitch. "I can't figureit. Too much exposure, maybe? | read
the fanstats sometimes. Thereésalot of competition among what they call the Big Six. Terreg's oh, about



number three, down from one or two ayear ago. This new kid Chantry is afavorite with the Governor's
crowd, and he's gone up like abaloon. Maybe Terrée figures hell be more of anovety after he comes
back from aninland trip."

"Tripsinger Lim Terrée" Tasmin quoted from an imaginary poster. "Back from a six-month tour of duty
leading desperate caravansin theinterior ... "

Jamieson grinned. " Something like that, yeah. Why dl the interest, Master Ferrence?!
"Oh," Tasmin fdl slent. "I knew him once, years ago. He came from around here."
"No joke! Redly?Wsdll, | guessit'll be old friends at the bar then.”

"Not redly. | didn't know him that well."

"l wonder why hedidn't et me know he was coming?' Tasmin's mother stared toward him in wonder,
though for years Thdia Ferrence had seen nothing but blurred outlines through those wide eyes.

"It ssems odd he wouldn't let me know." Her voice was aching and lost, with an agonizing resurgence of
familiar pain, made strange only by renewed intensity.

He probably didn't know you were il dive, Tasmin thought, not saying it. "Lim was probably too
embarrassed, Mother. Or, maybe he didn't know Dad was gone and thought he might not be welcome.”

"Hisfather would have forgiven him. Miles knew it was nothing that serious.”" She shook her head,
amiling. She seemed determined to reform Miles Ferrence in memory, determined to create aloving and
forgiving father where Tasmin could remember only hostility and harsh judgment.

Not only her eyesthat can't see, Tasmin reflected. Her heart can't see either. Maybe that's pan of being
awife and mother, having ablind heart. If she'sblind to Lim'sfaults, well, shesblind to mineaswel. He
tried to fed generous about her warmth to Lim but couldn't. Something about it sickened him. Sibling
rivalry? That would be Celcy's easy answer to everything. No, it was the senseless expenditure of
emotion on someone unworthy of it that offended him.

Or jedousy. It could be that. He could be jedous of Lim. It would be nice to have only onesdlf to worry
about instead of juggling three or four sets of respongbilities. Celcy. Work. His mother, whose blindness
could be helped a one of the 'Soilcoast medical centersif he could only get her there and pay the bills.
Since Miles Ferrence had died, BDL provided no more medica carefor her.

Not that she ever reproached him. ™Y our wife hasto comefirgt, Tas. Just come see me when you can. |
loveit whenyou do.”

Now she leaned forward to take his hand and strokeit. "Are you going out on atrip soon?"'

"First New Moon, Mom. First trip for some recently robed singers. Be gonetwo daysisal. | don't like
to leave Celcy donevery long, not in her condition.”

"She'snot il pregnant, isshe?”

"Why—" He had started to say "of course, sheis' and found the words sticking in histhroat. "Why did
you think she wasn't?'



"Oh, | don't know." That perceptive stare again, as though the mind saw what the eyes could not. "It just
seemed sort of unlikely. Tl her she'swelcome to stay with me while you're away.”

He patted his mother's hand, knowing that she knew he would tell Celcy and Celcy wouldn't care.
Sibling rivalry wasn't the only kind of rivary she knew abouit.

On thefirst of New Moon heled asmall caravan out of the ceremonia gate of the citadd, itchily
anticipating the trangtion from redlity to marvel. Degpsoil Five wasredity. Celcy, who had been entirely
marvelous a onetime, was mostly redlity these days. Work was entirely redlity. Though the citadel tried
to evoke a sense of exhdation and mystery, its ornamented ritualism had become increasingly
matter-of-fact over the years. Chad Jaconi called the constant ceremonies " painfully baroque" compared
to the sense of the marvelous that had permested Tripsinging when he was young. Maybe it was
something you could fed only when you were young. Tasmin didn't fed it at dl when hewasinthe
citaddl.

The marvel, the mystery—and dmost dways the exaltation—came when he | eft degpsoil. He anticipated
the moment with akind of hunger, never knowing exactly when it would happen, dways sureit would.

He led the group through the sparsely populated areato the west of the citaddl, past heavily planted
fields of euphoric brou, Jubd's only export corp. Behind them lay the citadel, the food crop fields, the
dwelings, the nondenominational chapd, the service and entertainment center. Behind them lay Deegpsoil
Five very ordinary, very red, very day-to-day ...

And dl around them lay dream country.

They stopped at the edge of abrou field to put soft shoes on the mules while Tasmin picked pods for
each of them, aprivilege that Brou Digtribution Ltd. granted only to "licensed Tripsingers going into peril .
The pomposity of the phrase never failed to amuse Tasmin. Any kid who was fast on hisfeet could pick
brou under the noses of the field guards, and often did. In thelast analysi's, however, no matter how
pompous the organization was, they al worked for BDL ; BDL who maintained the citadels and paid for
the caravans and the Tripsingersto get them through, and for the Explorersto find the way, and for the
farmersto grow thefood they all ate, and al the infrastructure that kept the whole thing moving.
Tripsingers, Explorers, mule breeders, service center employees, hundreds of thousands of them, dll
working, intheend, for BDL.

"May we achieve passage and safe return,” Tasmin intoned, cleaving to theritud, distributing the pods.

"Amen." A stuttered chorus from the first-timers amid a crisp shattering of dry pods. They chewed and
became decidedly cheerful.

Tasmin smiled, alittle cynicdly. The brou-dizzy would have worn off by the time they came near a
Presence.

Soon the planted fields gave way to uncultivated plains, doping gently upward toward the massif that
formed a sheer-sided wall between the deepsoil pocket of Five and dl the shallow soiled areas beyond.
The stubby, imported trees gave way to taller growths, mythicaly dender and feathery, lesslike trees
than like the plumes of some enormous bird. They smelled faintly spicy and resnous, the smdl of Juba
itself. Among the grasses, smdller shrubs arrayed themsalves like peacock's tails, great fans of
multicolored, downy leaves, turning dowly to face the sun. Out in the prairie, Sngly or in groups, sood
gmall Watichlets no taller than aman. They glowed like stained glass, squesking and muttering asthe



wagon passed. Tasmin noted one or two that were growing closer to the road than was safe. He had not
brought demolition equipment along on thistrip, and in any case he preferred to passthe word and leave
it to the experts. He made quick notes, sghting on the horizon.

The bdloon-tired wagon was quiet. The mules wore flexible cushioned shoes. There were no rattling
chains or squeaking leathers. More than one party had met doom because of noisy equipment—or so it
was assumed. They rode silently, Jamieson on the seat of the wagon, Tasmin and the students on their
soft-shod animals. Pan of the sense of mystery came from this gpprehensive quiet. Pan came from the
odorsthat aways seemed to heighten Tasmin's perception of the world around him. Part came from the
intrinsc unlikelihood of what they would attempt to do.

That unlikelihood became evident when they wound their way to the top of the mighty north-south
rampart and looked down at what waited there. At Tasmin's gesture, they gathered closely together, the
mules crowded sideto side.

"What you see before you, people,” Tasmin whispered, "is the so-caled easy Sde of the Watchers" He
didn't belabor the point. They needed only agood look at what loomed on either side of their path.

Before them the road dropped abruptly downward to curve to the left around the South Watcher. A few
dozen South Watchlings stood at the edge of the road, tapering monoliths of trand ucent green and blue
with fracture lines splitting the interiorsinto amaze of refracted light, the smalest among them fivetimes
Tasmin's height. Behind the Watchlings began the base of the South Waicher itsdlf, alooming tower of
emerdd and sapphire, spilling foliage from myriad ledges, crowned with flights of gyre-birdsthat roseina
whirling, smokelike cloud around the crest, five hundred feet above.

On the north sde of theroad a crowd of smaler North Watchlings shonein hues of amethyst and
smoke, and the great bulk of the North Watcher hung above them, a cliff formed of moonstone and ashy
quartz, though chemists and geologists argued that the structure of the Watcher was not precisdly either
of these. In hismind, Tasmin sad "emerdd" and "moonstone" and "sapphire.” Let the chemists argue
what they redlly were; to him whether they were Presences hundreds of feet tall, or 'lingsatenth that size,
or 'lets, smaler than aman, they were dl sheer beauty.

Between the Watchers, scattered among the Watchlings, was the wreckage of many wagonsand a
boneyard of human and animal skeletons, long since picked clean. Behind the Watchersto both north
and south extended the endlessline of named and unnamed Presences that made up the western rampart
of Deepsoil Five, cutting it off from the rest of the continent except through thisand severa similar passes
for which proven Passwords existed.

Jamieson feigned boredom by sprawling on the trip wagon seat, athough he himsdf had only been out
twice before. Refnic, James, and Clarin perched on their muleslike new hats at spring festival, so recently
accoutered by the citadel Tripmaster asto seem dmost artificia, like decorated manikins. " Put your
hoods back," Tasmin advised them quietly. "Push up your deeves and fasten them with the bands. That's
what the bands are for, and it gets your hands out in the open where you need them. | know the deeves
are fiff, but they'll soften up intime." Tasmin's own robes were silky from repeated washings and
mendings. The embroidered cuffsfdl in gentle folds from the bands, and the hood had long ago logt its
giff lining. "Put the reinsin the saddle hook to free your hands. That'sit.”

With heads and arms protruding from the Tripsingers robes, the students looked more human and more
vulnerable, their skullslooking amost fragile through the short hair that had been dlowed to grow in
anticipation of their robing but was ill only an inch or so long. They could not take their eyesfrom the
Watchers, anorma reaction. Even experienced caravaners sometimes sat for an hour or more smply



looking at a Presence as though unable to believe what they saw. Most passengerstraveled insde
screened wagons, often dosed with tranquilizersto avoid hysteriaand the resultant fatdl noise. These
students were looking on the Presences at close range for the first time. Their heads moved dowly,
scanning the mongtrous crystals, from those before them to dl the others dwindling toward the horizon.
South, at the limit of vison, amob of pillars dwarfed by distance marked the site of the Far Watchlings
with the monstrous Black Tower hulked behind them, the route by which they would return. They knew
that there, as here, the soil barely covered the crystals. Everything around them vibrated to the eager
whining, buzzing, squesking cacophony that had been becoming louder since they moved toward the
ridge.

The Watchers knew they were there.

"Presumably you've decided how you want to assign this?' Tasmin usudly let hisfirst trippers decide
who sang what, so long as everyone took equa responghbility. "All right, moveit aong. Perform or
retreet, one or the other. The Presences are getting irritated.” Tasmin controlled hisimpatience. They
could have moved alittle faster, but at least they weren't paralyzed. He had escorted more than one
group that went into atota funk at the first sght of aPresence, and at |east one during which aneophyte,
parayzed with fear, had flung himsdf a a Presence.

"Clarinwill angit, gr, if you don't mind. Jamesand | will do the orchestra effects.” Refnic wasalittle
pale but composed. Clarin seemed almost hypnotized, her dark brows drawn together in a concentrated
frown, deep hollowsin her cheeks as she sucked them in, moistening her tongue.

"Get onwith it then."

The mules hitched to the trip wagon were trained to pull at a steady pace, no matter what was going on.
Refnic climbed into the wagon and settled at the console while James crouched over the drums. Clarin
urged her animal forward, reins clipped to the saddle hook, arms out.

"Tantatara" The first horn sounds from the wagon, synthesized but not recorded. Somehow the
Presences dways knew the difference. Recorded Passwords caused amost instant retaiation. The drum
entered, adow beat, emphatic yet respectful. Duma dumaduma. Then the strings.

"Arndaff duh-roomavah,” Clarin sang in her astonishingly deep voice, bright and true asabell. " Arndaff,
duh-roomavah." With the first notes, her face had relaxed and was now given over to the music in blind
concentration.

The squesaking buzz beneath their feet dwindled gradudly to silence. The mules moved forward, dowly,
eadly on their quiet shoes, the muffled sound of their feet dmogt inaudible.

Fawlesdy, the string sounds built to a crescendo. The drum again, horns, now abell, softly, and Clarin's
voice agan. "Sindir, sndir, andir dassdam awoh."

The mules kept up their steady pace, Clarin riding with Tasmin close behind, then the wagon on its
soft-tired whedl's, and the two riderless animals following. The synthesizer made only those soundsit was
required to make. Muffled whedls and hooves were acceptable to the Presences, though any engine
sound, no matter how quiet, was not. No mechanical land or aircraft of any kind could move about on
Juba except over degpsoil where the crystalline Presences were cushioned by fifty meters or more of
soft earth from the noise going on above them. Since such pockets of soil were usudly separated from
other smilar areas by mighty cliffs of ranked Presences, there was no effective mechanica transportation
on the planet except aong coastal areas and over the sess.



"Dassdom awoh," Clarin sang asthey moved around the curveto the left. "Bondars delumin sndarlo.”
Few women could manage the vocals for the Passwords needed around Deegpsoil Five, though Tasmin
had heard there were alot of female Tripsingersin the Northwest. He gave her asmile of encouragement
and gestured her to continue, even though they were in safe territory. If there had been a caravan with
them, the Tripsingers and trip wagon would have pulled aside at this point and gone on with the Petition
and Judtification variations until every vehicle had passed. Tasmin fet she might aswell get the practice.

Clarin began thefirgt variation. If anything at al had been learned about the Presences, it was that they
became bored rather easily. The same phrases repeated more than afew times werelikely to bring a
violent reaction.

At the end of the second variation, Tasmin signaled for the concluding statement, the Expression of
Gratitude. Clarin sang it. Then there was silence. They pulled away from the Watchers, no one spesking.

A thunderous crack split the silence behind them, a shattering crash echoed from the far cliffsin
retreating volleys of echoes. Tasmin swung around in his saddle, horrified, thinking perhaps the wagon
had not come clear, but it was agood ten meters beyond the place where the smoking fragments of
crystd lay scattered. Behind them, one of the Watchlings had violently shed itstop in their genera
direction.

"Joke," muttered Jamieson. "Ha, ha."
Clarin was white-faced and shivering. "Why?" she begged, eyesfrightened. "Why?| didn't missanote!"

"Shhh." Tasmin, overwhelmed with wonder, could not speak for amoment. He took her arm to fed her
shaking under hishand, every musclerigid. Hedrew her againgt him, pulled the others close with hiseyes
and beckoning hands, whispered to her, and in doing so spoke to them dl. "Clarin, I've never heard the
Watcher score sung better. It wasn't you. What you have to remember is that the Presences—they, well,
they're unpredictable. They do strange things." He stroked the back of the girl's heed, like a baby's with
the short hair.

"Joke," murmured Jamieson again. "It was laughing at us."

"Jamieson, we can do without that anthropomorphic motif!" Tasmin grated, keeping hisvoice level and
quiet with difficulty. He didn't want to talk, didn't want to have to talk, wanted only to fed the adrendine
pulsing through him &t the shuddering marvel of the Presences. With an effort, he focused on the
frightened firgt trippers. "These are crystals, very complicated crystals. Certain sound combinations cause
them to damp their own signals and stop their own electrica activity. It's complex, it's badly understood,
but it isn't supernatural .”

" wasn't thinking supernaturd,” Jamieson objected, the everlagting rebel. "L aughter isn't supernatural!™

"Itisif acrysta mountain doesit,” Tasmin said with findity, aware of the dichotomy between what he
said and what he felt. What he said was doctrine, yes, but was it truth? He didn't know and he doubted if
any of those promulgating the position knew for sure. Still, one didn't keep awell-paid position in the
academic hierarchy by alowing unacceptable notions to be bandied about in front of firg-timers, or by
speculating openly about them onesdlf, particularly when the BDL manua laid out the officid positionin
plain language. It wasin BDL 'sinterest that the Presences be considered merely ... minera. What wasin
BDL'sinterest wasin Tasmin'sinterest. He contented himsalf with afiercelook in Jamieson's direction
that was countered with one of bland incomprehension. The trouble was that he and Jamieson



understood one another far too well.

He gave Clarin ashake and a pat, then watched with gpprova as she sat up on the mule and wiped her
face. Shewas very pale but composed. Her hair made a dark shadow on her skull, and the skin over her
high, beautifully modeled cheekbones was softly flushed. She had made aquick recovery.

"Ooh, that makes me seethe,” she grated. "I'd liketo ... "

"To demolish afew Presences, right? | know thefeding. Look at them, though, Clarin! Look down
there!"

He pointed down the long dopein front of them where the False Eagers stood. She followed his gaze.
Light scintillated from the Eagersin ringed rainbows, corruscating and glittering, arhapsodic symphony of
color, theflocks of gyre-birdstwisting around them, a swirling garment of changeable smoke.

"Would you want to destroy that?' he asked.
"No," shesad at last. "l redly wouldn't."

"To say nothing of PEC ordersto the contrary,” Jamieson remarked drily. "The Planetary Exploitation
Council gtricturesdo prohibit demolition of anything except degpsoil encroachment.”

"Littleones," shesighed. " ‘Letsor 'lings. Nothing like that."

"Nothing like that,” Tasmin agreed. "Now, I'd like you to pay some attention to the aspect of the
Watchersfrom thisdirection." He dropped into hisdry, lecture-time voice, trying to turn their attention to
something besidesthe possihility of totally arbitrary annihilation. "The scoreis different coming from the
west, of course, and it's an uphill climb, which meansalonger reach, musicdly. It's caled the ‘trouble
sde,' though the westside score is actudly smpler, both vocaly and in orchestral effects. I'd suggest we
get amove on. We have the False Eagers, the Startles, and Riddance Ridge to pass yet today beforewe
go down the degpsoil passto Harmony."

The firgt-timers took turns on the winding road beside the Eagers, arepetitive canon on one smple
theme. James started well enough, but he got worse asthe trip progressed. Refnic sang them through the
Startleswith practiced ease. As Jamieson had predicted, James froze in mid PJon Riddance Ridge
during an a capella series of phrases without any orchestral effectsto cover the quiet. Therewasa
moment of hideous silence. The ground began to tremble beneath them, but just as Tasmin opened his
mouth to pick up the voca Jamieson began Snging, missing hardly asyllable, hisvoice soaring
effortlesdy. The ground beneath them quieted. When they had come across, Tasmin stopped them and
passed hisfield glasses around, pointing out the wreckage of wagonsthat lay in awesthered tumble at
thefoot of theridge.

It was hard to make a point in awhisper, but Tasmin could not let it wait. "James, that's the result of too
little knowledge, too many assumptions, bad preparations, or Tripsingerswho freeze. There€'s nothing
wrong with being a good backup man. The orchestral effects arejust asimportant asthe vocals. If you
can't depend on yoursdlf for the vocals, for Erickson's sake, don't risk your life and those of other
people.” James was white with shame and frustration. He had been badly frightened by the explosion a
the foot of the Watchers, but so had they all. Jamieson's face was bland. He was too bright even to hint
at |-told-you-so.

After thetrip, Harmony was blessedly dull, asmall deepsoil pocket, entirdy agriculturd. Still, thefood



and beds were good, and Tasmin took half an hour to pay a condolence call on his mother's sister
Betuny, awoman not close enough to ever have been called "aunt." Her husband had died only recently,
and Tasmin brought aletter from his mother. After thisduty call, he returned to the Trip House to find
Renna Clarin on the porch waiting for him. She had wrapped a bright scarf around her head and wore a
matching robe, vividly striped. For the first time he noticed how lovely she was, athought that caught him
with its oddness. He was not accustomed to thinking of the neophytes aslovely.

"| wanted to thank you, Sir."
"For what, Clarin? Y ou did agood job out there."
"For ... for not jumping al over mewhen | got scared.”

She was standing dightly above him on the porch, atal girl with acalm and perceptive manner. Without
the Tripsinger's robe she looked thinner, more graceful, and he remembered the fed of her body against
hiswhen he had hugged her. One dways hugged students at times of peril, but he realized with aflush
that she was the first female student he had ever precepted. " So you were scared?’ he asked softly.
"Redly scared?"

"Redly scared.” Shelaughed alittle, embarrassed at the admission.

"Sowasl|. | often am. After awhileyou ... you look forward to it. When you're really scared, the whole
world seemsto ... brighten.”

She consdered this, doubtfully. "That's hard to imagine.”
"Trust me. It happens. Either it happens, or you get into some other line of work."

She flushed, thanked him again, and went down the hal to her room. In his own room, Tasmin lay
awake, conscious of the towering escarpments al around the town, gathered Presences so quiet that one
could hear choruses of viggies singing off in the hills. Echoes of that surge of emotion hitting him that
morning werewith him gtill, awelling apprehension, haf pleasurable, haf terrifying. It had sldom come
so srongly. It had seldom lasted so long. He lay there, hisbody tasting it, listening to the viggies Singing
until dmost midnight.

He had his firgt-trippers up and traveling as soon as there was enough light. They stared at the Black
Tower long enough to be impressed with the sheer impossibility of the thing while Tasmin, Jamieson close
behind him, read silently from the prayersfor the dead. The remains of Miles Ferrence lay somewherein
that welter of crystal trash at the bottom of the tower. After Miles Ferrence had died, Tasmin had gone
back to the original explorer's notes and done anew Black Tower score, dedicated to the memory of his
father. He had redlly done it to please his mother, and so far no one using it had died. Today he got them
through by singing it himsdf, with Jamieson doing backup.

After the Black Tower, the Far Watchlings seemed minor league stuff, good practice, but with nothing
very interesting about them. James asked to be excused. The sense of awe and mystery that Tasmin had
been reveing in departed as they came through the last of the Watchlings and saw Deegpsoil Five awaiting
them at the bottom of the long dope. Back to redlity again. Tasmin heaved a deep breath. He would be
homein timefor supper.

"How did your boysiesdo?' Celcy said, patting hisface and reaching up to be kissed. "Werethey in
frightfully good voice?"



"All but one, yes." Hedidn't really want to talk about James. Or, for some reason, Clarin.

"Oh, poor poopsie, did he get popped off?*

"Celcy, that's not funny. And it'sin damn poor taste.” He snapped &t her, regretting it instantly.

Her good spirits were undampened, however. "I'm sorry, Tasmin. Redlly. | just wasn't thinking. Of
course, he didn't get popped off with you there. That's what you're therefor, isn't it? To keep the boysies
safe and sound.”

"Among other things."

"I missed you. | missed you alot." She opened hisrobe and cameinsdeit, againgt him, pummeling his
ribswith her figts. "Did you hear me, did you?"

"I heard you." He laughed, suddenly joyous. "I heard you, Celcy."
"S0. Do something about it."

Hisweariness|eft him. The aftertrip letdown was postponed. She was as giddy and playful as a happy
child, eager to please him, and the evening passed in atangle of lovemaking and feasting.

"I have been cooking dinner al day," she announced at one point, pouring him athird glass of wine. "All
day long, without surcease!™

He rubbed his scomach ruefully. If he hadn't married Celcy for quite other reasons, he might have
married her for her cooking. "Y ou're very good to me."

"That's because," she said, running her hands under his shin. "Because.”

Therewas an interlude.

And then, deepily, "Tassy, swestie he cdled.”

"Who?"' He could not for the moment imagine whom she might be talking about, and then it cameto him

with ablow of amost physica force. "Lim? He's here?' He had to be on Deegpsoil Five or he couldn't
have called.

"He's up at the power station. They're camping there for aday or two to get some equipment fixed, he
said. Then they'll come on into town. He talked to me for the longest time, and he's the sweetest man!
Tasse, you never told me how wonderful heredly is. He wanted to know al about you and me and how
we met and everything.”

Therewas acold, hard lump at the base of Tasmin'sthroat. He tried to swallow it away, but it wouldn't
go.

"What else did he want?'

"To give usticketsto the show, of course. To have dinner with us after.”



"Did he ask about Mother?' It was the wrong thing to have asked. Her mood changed abruptly.

"Yes. He asked if she and your father were il living at the same place, and | told him your father died,
but shewas il there. 1t's funny he wouldn't know that, Tassy, about your father. | imagine héll cal her,
too."

Tasmin doubted it very much. When Lim had left Deepsoil Five, he had gone without aword. It wasn't
until almost four years later that they had found out he was alive and well on the Degpsoil Coast, doing
nightclub concerts of trip songs, moving young women to passionate abandon, making money with both
hands. After Tasmin'sfather died, his mother could have used some of that money, but Lim had never
offered, not even after Tasminwrote ...

Funny. In the letter, he had told Lim that Mother was in need, but he had not said his father was dead.
He had supposed Lim knew. And yet, how would he have known?

"What dsedid you tel him?'

"Oh, just that we wanted tickets. | said lots and lots, so we could bring al our friends ... "

Y our friends, he thought. Y our boyfriends and their wives. Celcy had lots of boyfriends, most of them
married. Just friends, nothing to get jealous or upset over. Just boyfriends. No girlfriends, though. All
women wererivas, no matter how young or old. Poor Celcy. Dear Celcy.

"Yousad dinner?'

"After the show, he said. Hewantsto tak to you."

Jaconi caught him at lunch, very full of his newest theory. "I'm convinced I've found arepetitive
sequence, Tas! A amilarity that crops up in over ten percent of al successful Petitions and Judtifications.”

"Don't be pedantic, Jacky. Call them PJslike everyone else does.”

The older man flushed, ran hisfingers through his gray beard as though he were combing mice out of it.
"Habit. Trying to Say dignified in front of the sudents. Hell, you were my student.”

"l remember. And you were agood teacher, too. Y ou should have stayed with it instead of taking the
library job."

"Well, it gives me time to—you know. | know you cal it my hobbyhorse, Tas, but it isn't just that.
Redlly. Somedays| think I'm that close.” He held up a pinched thumb and finger, dmost meeting. "That
close. | know we're actudly talking to the things! It dmost seems| can understand what the words are

"Until someone comes aong with anew PJ?'

"No, that's been the trouble up until now. I've been assuming dl the ... PJs should have acommon
element, right? But what if Erick-son wasright? What if it isredly language." Jaconi's voice dropped to a
conspiratorial whisper, and helooked around to be sure no one was listening. "I mean, we don't dways
say the same things under similar circumstances. Suppose | step on your toe. | could say, 'Gee, I'm
sorry,' or 'Excuse me," or That was clumsy of me,’ or 'Oh, shit," or any one of adozen other things, al

equally appropriate.”



"That'strue." Tasmin wasinterested, despite himsdf.

"Always before, | waslooking for identical eements. All thosetrandators| bought, | was dways|ooking
for words or phrases or effects that were the same and had the same effect. But if we don't always say
the same thing to convey the same emotion, then maybe the Presences don't either and what | should be
looking for isclugters. Right?"

"It soundslogica.”

"Well, so that'swhat I'm looking for now. | may even have found some. There are Smilar dementsin
about ten percent of dl PX."

"What do you mean, smilar?'
"Tone progressions of vowd sounds, mostly. With smilar orchestrals. Horns and drums. There's
percussion in ninety-five percent of the clusters and hornsin over eighty percent, and the other twenty

have organ effects that are rather like horn sounds.”

Jaconi's description had set off achain of recollection in Tasmin's mind, and he reached for it, rubbing his
forehead. "Jacky, | brought you the new Enigma score aweek or so ago.”

"You poor guy. | looked it over after you left it and it was a bitch.”

"Wll, yeah, it was complex, but not that bad, realy. The Explorer's notes were excellent; I've never
seen better. It did have along sequence at the first of the PJs, though lots of vowe progressionsin thirds
and fifths and percussion and horns.”

"Who came up withit?'

"Some explorer who normaly worksway up in the northwest. Don Furz? Doesit ring abell?"

"Furz's Rogue Tower Variations. Furz's Cregping Desert Suite. Furz's Canon for Fanglings.” He
pronounced it "Farzh."

"Oh,Farzh. | should haveredized."

"When'sit scheduled for trid?"

"Itisn't. The Master Generd wanted it on file, that'sall.”

"No volunteers?'

"That's abad joke, Jacky. Weve been trying the Enigmafor about a hundred years and what's the score
by now? Enigma, about eighty. Tripsingers, zero. Wewon't have avolunteer unless we have someone st
onsuicide

Celcy had spent the week prior to the concert creating anew dress. Degpsoil Five was hardly a hotbed
of fashion, and she often made her own clothing, copying things she saw in holos from the Coast where

the influences of the star ships coming and going from Splash One and Two kept the style changing. Her
current effort was brilliant orange, shockingly eye-catching with her black hair and brown skin,



particularly inasmuch asit lft bits of that skin barein unlikely places.

"You're beautiful,” Tasmin told her, knowing it was not entirely for him that she'd crested the outfit. She
took hisadmiration for her physical sdf for granted.

"l am, aren't 1”?" Shetwirled before the mirror, trying various bits of jewdry, settling at last on the
firestone earrings he had given her for ther fifth anniversary after saving for two yearsto do so. He ill
fdtalittle guilty every time he saw her wear them. The money would have helped alot on what he was
saving for hismother's medical trestment, but Celcy had redly wanted them, and when she got things she
wanted, she was as ecstatic as abirthday child. He loved her like that, loved the way shelooked inthe
gems. They, too, glittered with hot orange flares.

He stood behind her, assessing them as a couple, hetall, narrow faced and towhaired, like apae
candle, shetiny and glowing like adark torch. Even in the crowded concert hall after the lights went
down, she seemed to burn with aninternd light.

He had told himsdlf hewould detest the music, and he tried to hateit, particularly inasmuch ashe
recognized the Password bits, the words and phrases that had cost livesto get at, here displayed purely
for effect, used to evokethrills. Here, in a Tripsinger citade town, Lim had sense enough not to bill
anything as atripsong, not to dress as atripsinger, and to Stay away from the very familiar Suff that
anyone might be expected to know. Except for those very sensible precautions, he used what he liked,
interspersing real Password suff with lyricsin plain language. Even though Tasmin knew too much of the
materid, he il felt apulse and thrill building within him, aheghtening of awvareness, an internd
excitement that had little or nothing to do with the plagiarized materid. The music was smply good. He
hated to admit it, but it was.

Besde him, Celcy flushed and glittered as though she had been drinking or making love. When the
concert was over, her eyeswere wide and drugged looking. "Let's hurry,” she said. "'l want to meet him."

Lim had made reservations at the nicest of the local restaurants. None of them could be caled luxurious
by Deepsoil Coast standards, but the attention they received from other diners made Celcy preen and
glow. Lim greeted them as though he had never been away, as though he had seen them yesterday, as
though he knew them well, akind of easy bonhomiethat grated on Tasmin even ashe admired it.

Lim had dways made it look so easy. Everything he did, badly or well, he had done easily and with flair.
Tasmin found a possible explanation in widely dilated eyes, ahectic flush. Lim was obvioudy on
something, obvioudy keyed up. Perhaps one had to be to do the kind of concert they had just heard.
Tasmin looked down at his own hands as they ordered, surprised to find them trembling. He clenched
them, forced his body into a semblance of relaxation, and concentrated on being sociable. Celcy would
not soon forgive him if he were stiff and unplessant.

"Place hasn't changed,” Lim was saying. "Same old center. | thought they'd have built anew auditorium
by now."

Tasmin made obvious smdl talk. "Well, it'sthe same old problem, Lim. Caravans have atough enough
time bringing essentid supplies. It would be hard to get the BDL Administration interested in rebuilding a
perfectly adequate structure, even though I'll admit it does lack a certain ambience.”

"Y ou can say that again, brother. The acousticsin that place are dreadful. I'd forgotten.”

"| just can't believe you're from Deegpsoil Five," Celcy bubbled. "Y ou don't look all that much like



Tasmin, either. Areyou redly full brothers? Same parentsfor both of you?'

There was afleeting expression of pain behind Lim'seyes, gonein theingtant. "Ah, well," Lim laughed. "
got dl thelooks and Tasmin got al the good sense.” His admiring and rather too searching glance made
thisacompliment to her, which she was quick to appreciate.

"Oh, no." Celcy sparkled a him. "It takes good sense to be as successful asyou've been, Lim."
"And you must think Tasmin's pretty good looking, or you wouldn't have married him."

They were posing for one another, advance and retrest, like adance. Celcy was dways like thiswith
new men. Not exactly flirtatious, Tasmin sometimestold himsdlf, at least not meaning it that way. She
aways told him when men made advances, not denying sheliked it alittle, but not too much, sometimes
claiming to resent it even after Tasmin had seen her egging some poor soul on. Well, Lim wouldn't be
around that long, and it would give her something to remember, something to talk about endlesdy. "He
redlly liked me, didn't he, Tas. He thought | looked beautiful ... "

"Speaking of success" Tasmin said mildly, raisng aglassto attract Lim's atention. "Now that you're
very much asuccess, could you offer some help for Mother, Lim? She's not destitute, but I'd like to send
her to the coast. The doctors say her vision can be greatly improved there, but it costs morethan | can
provide done. And now with Celcy pregnant ... "

She glared at him, and he caught his breath.

"Sorry, love. Limisfamily, after dl.”

"l just don't want our private businessdiscussed in public, Tas. If you don't mind."

"Sorry." Her anger was unreasonable but explainable. As ambivaent as she felt about having a baby, of
course, shewould be equally ambivalent about being pregnant or having Lim know shewas. Tasmin
decided to ignoreit. "About Mother, Lim?Y ou are going to see her while you're here, aren't you?”

Lim was evasive, his eyes darting away and then back. "I'd redly like to, Tas. Maybe tomorrow. And
I'd like to help, too. Perhaps by the end of the season I'll be able to do something. Everyone thinksthis
kind of work mintsgold, but it's highly competitive and most of what | make goesinto equipment. If you'l
help me out with alittle request | have, though, things should break loose for me and I'll be ableto put a
good-sze chunk away for her." Hewasintent again, leaning forward, one hand extended in an attitude
Tasmin recognized al too well. The extended wrist was wrapped in a platinum chronocomp set with
seven firestones. Not the yellow orange ones, which were al Tasmin had been able to afford for Celcy,
but purple blue gems, which totaled in value about five times Tasmin'sannua sdary.

Taamin fdt thefamiliar wave of fury pour over him.Let it go, hetold himsdf.For God's sake, let it go.

"What request?’ Celcy, dl sparkle-eyed, nudging Tasmin wi' onelittle elbow, eager. "What request,
Lim?What can we do for you?'

"l understand ther€'s anew Don Furz Enigma score.”
"That'sright,” Tasmin said, warily.

"And | understand you have accesstoiit.”



"l made the master copy. So?"

Hisface was concentrated, his eyestight on Tasmin'sown. "I need an edge, Tas. Something dramatic.
Something to make the Coast fans it up and scream for more. Everyone knows the Enigmais akiller,
and everyone knows Don Furz has come up with some surprising Passwords. | want to build my new
show around the Enigma score.”

Tasmin could not answer for along moment, was smply unableto frame areply.

"Oh, that'sexciting! 1sn't that exciting, Tas? A new Lim Terrée show built about something from
Deepsoil Five. | loveit!" Celcy sipped a her wine, happier than Tasmin had seen her in weeks.

And he didn't want to spoil that mood for her. For avery long time he said nothing, trying to find away
around it, unableto do so. "I'm afraid it's out of the question.” Tasmin said at last, surprised to find his
voice pleasantly calm, though his hands were gripped tightly together to control their quivering. "Y ou
were at the citadd for atime, Lim. Y ou know that untested manuscripts are not released. It's forbidden
to circulate them."

"Oh, hell, man, | won't useit asis. It would bore the coagties to shreds. | just need it ... need enough of
it for authenticity.”

"If it isn't going to be redly authentic, you don't need it a al. Make up something."

"l can't do that and use Furz's name. Thelegd reps are firm about that. 1've got to have something in
there he came up with." Lim looked down. Tasmin, in surprise, saw atremor in hisarms, his hands.
Nerves?"That'sjust thelead in, though. There's something else” Lim gulped wine and cast that Sideways
look again, asthough he were afraid someone was listening.

"I've met someone, Tas. Someone who's put me on to something that could get usinto the history books
right up there next to Erickson. No joke, Tas. Y ou and Cels can be part of something absolutely world
shattering. Something to set Jubd onitsear ... "

"Oh, don't be tiff aout it, Tas." Celcy was pleading now, making a playful face a him. "He'sfamily and
itsdl redly exciting! Let him haveit."

"Cecy." He shook hishead heplesdy, praying she would understand. "I'm a Tripsinger. I'm licensed
under acode of ethics. Even if weignored therisk to my job, our livelihood, | swore to uphold those
ethics. They won't permit meto do what Lim wants, I'm sorry."

"Hell, | wasaTripsinger, too, brother,” Lim said in aharsh, demanding tone. "Don't you owe me alittle
professional courtesy? Not even to make abundle for old Mom, huh?' Said with that easy smile, witha
little sneer, awell-remembered sneer.

The dam broke.

"What you spent for that unit you've got on your wrist would get Mom's eyes fixed and set her up for
life)" Tasmin sad flatly. "Don't feed methat shit about putting it al into equipment because | know it'sa
lie. You were never aTripsinger. Y ou broke every rule, every oath you took. Y ou set up that ass Ran
Connd to help you fake your way through thefirst trip, then after you were licensed you led four trips,
and your backup had to bail you out on dl of them. Y ou got through school by stedling. Y ou stole tests.



Y ou stole answers. Y ou stole other people's homework including mine. Whenever anyone had anything
you wanted, you took it. And when you couldn't make it here, you stole money from Dad's friends and
then ran for the Coast. The reason | have to support Mom aswell as my own family isthat Dad spent
amogt everything he had paying off the money you took. Y ou never figured the rules gpplied to you, big
brother, and you aways got by on acharming smile and that damned marvel ous voice!™

Celcy was garing a him, her face white with shock. Lim was pale, mouth pinched.
Tasmin threw down his napkin. "I'm sorry. I'm not hungry. Celcy, would you mind if we left now?”

She gulped, turning astricken face on Lim, "Yes, | would mind. I'm starved. I'm going to have dinner
with Lim because heinvited us, and if you're too rude to let childish bygones be bygones ... " Her voice
changed, becoming angry. "I'm certainly not going to go aong with you. Go on home. Go to your
mother's. Maybe shelll sympathize with you, but | certainly don't.”

He couldn't remember leaving the restaurant. He couldn't remember anything that happened until he
found himsdlf inacubicle a the citadel dormitory, Sitting on the edge of the bed, shivering asthough he
would never stop. It had all boiled up, out of nothing, out of everything. All the suppressed, buried stuff
of fifteen years, twenty years ...

Over twenty years. When he was seven and Lim was twelve, Dad had given Tasmin aviggy for his
birthday. They wererarein captivity, and Tasmin had been speechlesswith joy. That night, Lim hed
taken it out of the cage and out into the road where it had been killed, said Lim, by apassing quiet-car.
When Tasmin was eight, he had won a school medal for music. Lim had borrowed it and lost it. When he
was sixteen, Tasmin had been desperately, hopeesdy in love with Chani Vincent. Lim, Sx years older
than she, had seduced her, got her pregnant, then left on the trip to the Deepsoil Coast from which he
had never returned. The Vincents moved to Harmony, and from there God knows where, and Dad had
been advised by severd of hisfriendsthat Lim had stolen money—quite alot of it. With Dad it had been
amatter of honor.

Honor. Twenty years.

"Oh, Lord, why didn't | just say 1'd think about it, then tell him | couldn't get access to the damn thing.”
Hedidn't redlize he had said it doud until avoice murmured from the door.

"Master?' It was Jamieson, an expression on his face that Tasmin could not quite read. Surprise,
certanly. And concern?"Can | helpyou, Sr?'

"No," he barked. "Y es. Ask the dispensary if they'd part with some kind of deeping pill, would you. I'm
having a—afamily problem.”

When he woke before dawn, it was with afuzzy head, a cottony mouth, and afedling of inadequacy that
he had thought he had |eft behind him long ago. He had ruined Celcy's big evening. She wouldn't soon let
him forget it, either. It was probably going to be one of those emotional crisesthat required monthsto
hedl, and with her pregnant, the whole thing had been unforgivable. The longer he stayed away, the
worseit would be.

"Y ou childish bastard,” he chided himsdlf in the mirror. "Clod!" The white-haired, straight-nosed face
stared back at him, itswide, narrow mouth an expressionless dit. It might be more to the point to be
angry a Celcy, he thought broodingly, but what good would it do? Being angry with Celcy had few
satisfactionsto it. "Idiot," he accused himself. Y ou can Sing your way past practicaly any Presencein



thisworld, but you can't get through one touchy socia stuation!™ His eyeswere so black they looked
bruised.

He borrowed a quiet-car from the citadel ot and drove home dowly, not relishing the thought of arrival.
When he got there, he found the door locked. Few people in Degpsoil Five locked their doors, but
Celcy dwaysdid. He had to find the spare key buried under one of the imported shrubs, running athorn
into hisfinger in the process.

She wasn't at home. Helooked in their bedroom, in the study, in the kitchen. It was only when he went
to the bathroom to bandage the thorn-stuck finger that he saw the note, taped to the mirror.

"Tasmin, you were just so rude | can't believeit to your very own brother, | gave him the score he
wanted, because | knew you'dbe ashamed of yoursalf when you had some deep and heredly needsit.
Hereally does, Tas. It waswrong what you said about his not being a Tripsinger, because what he found
out will make us famous and we're going to the Enigma so he can be sure. Y ou'll be proud of us. It would
be better with you, Lim says, but well haveto doit just oursalves.

"Y ou were mean to spail our party, after | decided to go ahead and have the baby just because you
want it even though | don't, and I'm really mad & you."

S0, that's what she hadn't been telling him. That's what she had been hiding from him. A desreto end
the pregnancy, not go through with it. The letters of the note were danted erraticaly, as though blown by
varying winds. "Drunk," he thought in awave of frozen anger and pity. "She and Lim Stayed at the
restaurant, commiserating, and they got drunk." There were drops of water gleaming on the basin. They
couldn't have left long ago.

He went to his desk to shuffle through the documents he had brought home for study. The Enigma score
wasmissng.

Surely Lim wouldn't. Surely. No amount of liquor or brou would make him do any such thing. Hewasn't
suicidal. He couldn't have forgotten his own abysmd record asa Tripsinger; he wouldn't try the Enigma.
He wastoo pleased with himsdlf. Surely. Surdly.

Tasmin ran from the house. It was possible to drive to within about three miles of the Enigma, but
deepsoil ended suddenly at that point. From there on, travelers went at their peril. With cold efficiency he
checked the gauges. The batterieswould carry him that far and back. There were standard field glasses
in the storage compartment.

He was through the foodcrop fieldsin amatter of minutes and into the endless rows of carefully tended
brou. Ten miles, fifteen. BDL land. Milesof it. BDL, who controlled everything, who would not like this
unauthorized gpproach to the Enigma.

Who would have his hideif he wrecked their car, he reminded himsdlf, focusing sharply on afive-foot
Enigmalet that had appeared from nowhere, dmost at the side of the road, miles out of itsrange.
Sometimes the damned things seemed to grow up overnight! As'lets they were easy to dispose of, and
someone should have disposed of this one. When they got to 'ling size, it was avery different and difficult

thing.

He could see the Enigma peaks clearly. The great Presence was bifurcated almost to its base, rearing
abovethe plain like abloody two-tined fork. Five miles more. At the end of it he found his own car
parked againgt the barricade. He could fed the ground tremble as he set hisfeet onit, and he hastily



removed his shoes and took the glasses from the compartment. How high would Lim have dared go?
How high would Celcy go with him, and how high would he dare go after them?

Theworld shivered under hisfeet, twitching like the hide of amule under abiting fly. It wanted him off. It
wanted him away. Moreover, it wanted those others off aswell. He bit hislip and kept on. It was three
milesto the summit from where one could actudly see the faces of the Enigmaitself, shattered plane of
glowing scarlet, fading into awall that extended east and west as far as had ever been traveled, amighty
faceted twin mountain that stood in an endlessforest of Enigmalings, looming over the plainsaong the
empty southern coast.

He climbed and stopped, scarcely breathing, climbed again. To hisleft, apillar of bloody crystal
squeaked to itsdlf, whined, then shivered into fragments. He cried out as one chunk buried itself in abank
afoot from his head. One of the smaller fragments must have hit him. He wiped blood from his eyes.
Other pillarstook up the whine. He controlled his trembling and went on. Surely Celcy wouldn't go on.
Asfrightened of the Presences as she was? She wouldn't go on. Unless she had no choice. Lim had
aways taken what he wanted. Perhaps now he was smply taking Celcy, because he wanted her.

He reached the top of a high, east-west ridge from which he could peer through agap inthe next rise. A
narrow face of scarlet crystal shoneto the left of the gap and another to the right, the twin pesaks of the
Enigma. From somewhere ahead, he heard avoice ...

Lim. Singing. He had a portable synthesizer with him, avery good one. All around Tasmin, the shivering
ceased and quiet fell. Desperately, he climbed on, scrambling up the dope, finding the faint path almost
by ingtinct. Something traveled hereto keep histrail clear. Not people, but something.

The voice was risng, more and more surely. Slence from the ground. Absolute quiet. Tasmintried to
control hisbreathing; every panting breath seemed athrest.

Then hewas at the top.

The path wound down to asmall clearing between the two faces of the Enigma. Celcy sat onastonein
the middle of it, pae but composed, her hands clasped tightly in front of her as though to keep them from
shaking, her face knitted in concentration. Lim stood at one edge, his hands darting over the synthesizer
propped before him, his head up, singing. On the music rack of the synthesizer, the Enigma score
fluttered in alight wind.

Tasmin put his head in his hands. He didn't dare interrupt. He didn't dare go on down the path. He didn't
dareto cdl or wave. He could only poise himsdlf here, waiting. Silently, he sang with Lim. The Petition
and Judtification. God, the man was taented. It should take at least three people to get those effects, and
he was doing it one, sight reading. Even if he had spent severa hours reviewing the score before coming
out here, it was till an amost miracul ous performance. He had to be taking something that quickened his
reaction time and heightened his perceptions. There was no way a man could do what he was doing
otherwise ...

"Go on down," he urged them silently. "For God's sake, go on down. Get down to the flatland. Get out
of range."

Celcy's eyes were huge, fastened upon Lim as though she werein aconcert hdl. Through the glasseshe
could see the eggshdl oval of her face, as il asthough enchanted or hypnotized. She did not look like
hersdlf, particularly around the eyes. Perhaps Lim had given her some of the drug held been taking? Go
on down thetrail, Celcy. While he's singing, go on down. Or come back up to me.



But Lim wouldn't have told her to go on. He wouldn't have thought how he wasto go on singing and
carrying the synthesizer and reading the music al at once. Perhgps she could carry the music for him. Lim
began the First Variation.

"Move," he begged them, biting hislower lip until the blood ran onto his chin. "Oh, for God's sake, Lim,
move oneway or the other." Lim's back was to him; Celcy's hands were unclenched now, lying loosely in
her 1ap. Her face was relaxing. She was breathing deeply. He could see the soft rise and fal of her

breast.

Second Variation. Lim's voice soared. And the Enigmaresponded! Unableto help himsdlf, Tasmin's
eyes|eft the tiny human figures and soared with that voice, up the Sides of the Enigma, his glance legping
from prominence to prominence, shivering with the glory that was there. He had not seen a Presence
react in thisway before. Light shattered a him from fractures within the crystal, seeming to run within the
mighty monalith like rivers of fire, quivering. Leaping.

A tiny sound brought his eyes down. Celcy had gasped, peering up at the tower above them, gasped
and risen. Tasmin barely heard the sound of that brief inhdation, but Lim reacted to it immediately. He
turned, too quickly for anormal reaction, hiseyesleaving the music. Tasmin saw Lim'sfaceashe

beamed at Celcy, hiseyeslikelanterns. Oh, yes, he was on something, something that disturbed his sense
of redity, too. Reacting to Celcy's action, Lim abandoned the Furz score and began to improvise.

Tasmin screamed, "Don't.Lim!"

The world came gpart in shattering fragments, broke itsdlf to pieces and shook itsdlf, rattling its partslike
diceinacup. Tasmin clung to the heaving soil and stopped knowing. The sound was enormous, too huge
to hear, too monstrous to believe or comprehend. The motion of the crystals beneath him and around him
was too complex for understanding. He smply clung, like atick, waiting for the endlesstimeto pass.

When he came to himsdlf again, the world was quiet. Below him, the small clearing was gone. Nothing of
it remained. Blindly, uncaring for his own safety, he sumbled down to the place he thought it had been.
Nothing. A tumble of fragments, gently glowing in the noon sun. Silence. Far off the sound of viggies
snging. At hisfeet aglowing fragment, an earring, gold and amber.

"To remember her by," he howled slently. "Joke."

He wanted to scream doud but did not. The world remained quiet. There was blood in hiseyes again;
he saw the world through a scarlet haze. Under hisfeet was only atiny tremor, asthough whatever lived
there wished him to know it was Hill dive.

"I'm going," he moaned. "I'm going." So afleamight depart agiant dog. So vermin might be encouraged
to leave amighty paace. "I'mgoing.”

Asheturned, he sumbled over something and picked it up without thinking. Lim's synthesizer.
Miraculoudy unbroken. Tasmin clutched it under one arm as he staggered over the ridge and down the
endless dopesto the place he had | eft the car. Not asingle pillar whined or shattered. "Joke," he
repested to himsdf. " Joke."

Then hewasin the car, bent over to protect the core of himsdlf from further pain, gasping for air that
would naot, did not come.
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He heard his mother's voi ce as though through water, a bubbling liquidity that gradualy becamethe
sound of hisown blood in hisears. "That acolyte of yours? Jamieson? He was worried about you, so he
called me, and we went to your house and found the note sheleft you, Tas." His mother's hand was dry
and frail, yet somehow comforting in this chill, efficient hospital where doctors moved among acolytes of
their own. "He got a search party out after you right away. They found you in the car, out near the
Enigma. Y ou'd been knocked in the head pretty badly. Y ou've got some pins and thingsin your skull.”
She had dwaystaked to him thisway, telling him the worst in acam, unfrightened voice. "Y oull be dl
right, the doctors say."

"Celcy?' held asked, dready knowing the answer.

"Son, the search party didn't go up on the Enigma. Y ou wouldn't expect that, would you? They'll get
close shots from the next satdllite pass, that's the best they can do." She was crying, her blind eyes oozing
Slent tears.

"They won' find anything."
"I don't supposethey will. Shedid go therewith Lim, didn't she?"
He nodded, awash in the wave of pain that tiny motion brought.

"l can't understand it. It isn't anything | would have thought either of them would do! Celcy? Theway
she fdlt about the Presences? And Lim! He wasn't brave, you know, Tas. He aways ran away rather
than fight. Y ou know, when hewas alittle fellow, he was so sweet. Gentle natured, and handsome!
Everyone thought he was the nicest boy. Y ou adored him. The two of you were inseparable. It waswhen
he got to be about twelve, about the time he entered choir school, he just turned rotten somehow. I've
never known why. Something happened to him, or maybe it wasjust in him, waiting to happen.”

"Y ou were right about Celcy's not wanting to have ababy," he murmured, newly sickened ashe
remembered. It wasn't only Celcy who had died. "1 thought she'd become excited about it, but sheredly
didn't want it."

"Oh, well, love, | knew that," she said sympathetically. "Y ou knew it, too. A girl like that doesn't redly
want babies. Shewas only alittle baby hersdlf. All pretty and full of hersdlf; full of terrible fears and
horrors, too. Afraid you'd leave her as her parents did. Hanging on to you. Not willing to share you with
anything or anybody. Not willing to share you with a child. She needed you dl for herself. When | read
her note, | wondered if she would have been able to go through with it after al. I'm sorry, Tas, but it's
true”

It rang true. Everything she said was true, which smply made Celcy's scribbled confession more vaiant.
"She was going to have the baby because | wanted it. She did things for me that no one ... no one ever
knew about." He breathed, |etting the pain wash over and away. "When she wasn't afraid—she wasn't a
al like the Celcy you dways saw. | wanted her not to haveto be so ... so clinging. But | loved her. | got
impatient sometimes, but so much of it was my fault. | never took the time with her | should have, the
time to make her change. | just loved her!”

It came out as astrangled pleafor understanding, and his mother answered it in the only way she could
to let him know she knew exactly what he meant, her voice filled with such an access of pain that hisown



agony was slenced beforeit.

"I know, Tasmin. | loved Lim, too."

Under the circumstances, the Master Genera was inclined to waive discipline.

"I don't want any more unauthorized removal of manuscripts, Tasmin. | know it's often done, but the rule
agang it ands. The fault wasn't proximately yours, but the responsibility was. Y ou have been punished
by the tragedy dready. Anything further would be gratuitoudy crud."

Tasmin was slent for an appropriate time. He was not yet at the point where he could fed anything. He
was sure atime would come that would demonstrate the truth of what the Master General had said about

responsibility.

"Mager."

"Yes, Tasmin."

"l was actudly on the Enigmawhen it blew."

"So I've been told. Y ou have the devil's own luck, Tasmin."

"Yes, ar. Thefactis, gr, my bro ... Lim Terrée was singing the Furz score. He had a portable
synthesizer, I'd swear it was an Explorer model, and he was good, sir. He really was good. | haven't
heard any better ... "

"If youretrying tojudtify ... "

"No, sr, you misunderstand. The score waseffective. It wasn't until he forgot himsdlf and started
improvising that the Enigmablew.”

"Effectivel"

"Yes, 9r. Therewasn't aquiver. He got through the first variation and well into the second before he
deviated from the score. If they'd been able to go on down the far side, they'd have been well away." He
choked, remembering Celcy's face as she had looked joyoudly at the singer. "Well away, sr. Well away.”
Therewasalong slence. "I'm fascinated, Tasmin. And quite frankly, I'm surprised and puzzled. |
remember Lim when he was here. | wouldn't have said thiswasin character a al. Y our wifewasavery

attractive girl. Could she have—oh, egged him on, so to spesk?"

Tasmin shook his head, "No, sir. Shewas terrified of the Presences. She wouldn't even look at them
through a'scope.”

"How do you explanit?'
"l cant, gr. | redly can't.”
"But the score was effective, areal Password.”

"Yes, gr. | think so, ar.”



"Wdl. Thank you for bringing thisto my attention, Tasmin. I'm sincerdly sorry for your loss."
"Thank you, Sr."

And then home again. Sick leave. Dizziness and nausea and a constant gray fegling. Jamieson dropping
in each evening to fill himin on what was going on. A Jamieson oddly tentetive and uncharacterigticaly

kind.
"James dropped out of Tripsinging. HE's going to specidizein orchestrals."
"Good."

"Refnic's moving to the Jut. They've still got ashortage of Tripsingersthere, even after—what isit now,
sx years? | guessmost singersare dill afraid of the Crystdlite fanatics. Anyhow, Refnic'sgoing.”

"Good for him."

"Clarin's staying in Degpsoil Five. When | finish my acolytesyear, | thought you might liketo have her.
Sheld like to work with you. Y ou know, Master Ferrence, theré'salot to her.”

It was as though Jamieson was offering him something he could not quite see. Tasmin tried to respond
but couldn't. Jamieson left it at thet.

The synthesizer lay on the table in his study where the medical team had dropped it off. There were
prints of the satellite pictures, too. The Master Generd had known he would want to see them even

though they showed nothing at al except tumbled crystdl.

The synthesizer was the best one Tasmin had ever seen, if not an Explorer mode, something close. It
hed some kind of trangpogition circuitsin it that Tasmin wasn't familiar with. He fooled with it for over an
hour before he was ableto get it into play, and then what emerged was a mishmash that must have
accumul ated over weeks or months. Lim's voice. Rehearsals. Lim'svoice again, cursing at atechnician.
"Damn you, I'vetold you twenty times| want ... " Then again, "Get it right thistime or get off thejob ...

Fragments of music. Red Tripanging, aspureasair. Lim'simprovisations. The Enigmascore. Celcy's
voice." ... Tasminwill be so proud! Everyone will know who we are, won't they? Y ou, and Tasmin, and

evenme.”

Then back to the recording sesson, Lim'svoice again. "Y ou'd think after al thistime they could say
something meaningful ... that was petulant of you ... pisses me off when they don't know wholam ... ™

And finaly great swaths of music, afull concert of it, uninterrupted hours of Lim'smusic, indomitable and
triumphant.

When it was over, Tasmin sat in the silence of the house for most of the night, staring at nothing.
"It wasn't you, Tassy. It wasn't your fault." Tasmin's mother wept, agonized by his guilt.

"Inaway it was. If the Enigma score hadn't been at the house, she couldn't have givenit to him. If he
hadn't had it, he couldn't have gone there." He reached for her hand, taking it in his, wishing she could see



him.

"Tassy, it was he who asked for it, and shewho gaveit. All youdidwas ... " Hismother stared in his
direction, intimidated by hisslence.

"All | did was break arule. Me. The one who was awaystelling her how important the caths were. The
one who aways talked about honor."

"What you did was make amistake. Not a dishonorable one. Y ou only wanted the score to studly. It
wasjust a mistake, not amatter of honor ... "

"Mother, it fedslike amatter of honor to me. | can't explainit. I know I'm not guilty of having any evil
intent. | know 1'm not guilty of anything perverse or dreadful, but | can't just let it rest. If I'd obeyed the
rules, there wouldn't have been amistake. Celcy would be dive. And Lim."

"All right," she spat at him, her decade's old resignation giving way at last to something aive and angry.
"So you did something wrong. God forbid you should ever do anything wrong. Everyone el se, but not
you. Y ou're so much above mistakes. So damn good. And now you're going to punish me because you
made amistake." She began to weep, tears running down her face in runnds from those wide, blind eyes.
"Youredl | haveleft!”

"The money | got for the house will take care of you," he said a last, unable to meet her pain with
anything but this chilly comfort. "I bought aBDL annuity, and I've written to Betuny in Harmony. She sent
word by the last caravan through. She's coming from Harmony. One of the laymen from the Citade will
look after you until she getshere.”

"We never redlly got dong.”

"Y ou will now. Shel'syour sster, and she's very grateful to have aplace since her husband died.”

"ShethinksI'mcrazy." It was hdf alaugh.

"Let her think what she likes. And | won't be gone forever.”

"l wish | understood why you havetogo a al."

Hewanted to tdll her, but it would only have confused her as much asit confused him, so he said none
of the things he had been thinking for days. Instead he murmured, "1 have to know why, Mather. | can't
go back to my own life until I know why. Right now al | can think of is questions with no answers.
Please—if you won't give me your blessing, at least tdll meit'sdl right." He did not want to weep. He
had aready wept enough.

"It'sdl right," shesaid, drying her eyeson her deeve. "It'sdl right, Tasmin. If you fed you haveto, |
guessyou haveto. | just wish you'd forgive yoursdf and let it go. We can dl blame ourselves because
peopledie. | blamed myself over your father. And over Lim."

"I know you did. Thisisjust something | haveto do."

"All right." She twisted the handkerchief in her hands, wringing it, reaching up to run it under her eyes.

"Just be sure you take warm clothes with you. And plenty of food ... " Shelaughed a herself. "1 sounded
%0 ... motherlike. We never outgrow it. Wejust go on fretting.”



"I will, Mother. I'll take everything | need.”

Hewent out to the quiet-car and sat in it, too weary to move for the moment, thinking aloud al thethings
he had wanted to say but had not.

"I've dways been your good boy, Mother. Yours and Dad's. | never asked questions. | always did what
| wastold. If | broke any rules, they were dwayslittle rules, for what | thought were good reasons. |
loved someone, even though | knew sheloved mein adifferent way. | wanted a child, and she wanted to
be my child. Stll, | redly loved her, and sometimes—oh, sometimes dl that love came back to mea
hundredfold. And | thought if | went on being good, life would be like that aways. Something bright and
singing, something terrible and wonderful would cometo me. Like my viggy Dad gave mewhen | was
seven. Likethemeda | won. Like Celcy the way she was sometimes. Something joyful.

"And ingtead there's this thing caught in my throat that won't go down. Two people dead, and | don't
know why. One loved, one | hated, or maybe loved, | don't know which. Maybe the other way
around. All thethings| thought | wanted ... | don't know about them anymore ... | thought Celcy was
everything to me, and yet | didn't ever take the time to get things growing between us. | thought | loved
her, yet right there at the end, | was thinking about the Enigmal Why? Why was| thinking about the
music instead of about her?

"What did Lim know or think that was so important to him? What was he trying to prove? What made
her gowith him?2Why did she die!”

"Cecy," he cried doud, asthough shewould answer him, forgive him. "Why, Celcy?"

The Enigma listened, then it didn't. Jamieson called what the Watchling did during our last trip a
joke. He was sure it was laughing at us. Maybe it was. Lim said he knew something, something to
knock Jubal onitsear ...

He started the car. There was amount waiting for him at the citadd. The things he was taking with him
were dready there, packed by the Tripmaster's own hands into two mule panniers and dung on Tasmin's
saddle. All the suppliesa Tripsinger needed to travel aone, ararething initsalf and onefor which the
Master Generd had been evasive about granting permission.

On the seat beside him was another bag that Tasmin had packed for himself. Hisfavorite holo of Celcy
was there, and the note she had written him, and the earring that was dl the Enigma had left him of her.

Thetoy viggy baby wasthere, too. He didn't know why he wastaking it, except that it couldn't go with
the house and he couldn't bear to throw it away.

Helad his hand on the bag. Through the heavy fabric, Lim's recording synthesizer made ahard, edgy
lump. One puzzle wasinside that lump, preserved. His brother's music. Unexpected and glorious, not
what he had thought it would be, not amusic the Lim he thought he knew could ever have created.

The other puzzle wasinsgde himsdlf, in aplace he couldn't reach, something he had to touch, could not
rest until hetouched ...

Why had she gone there? Despite her terror? What possible reason could there be?

Whose fault wasit? Why had she and the baby died at all?
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The Ron River stretched its placid length aong a gentle degpsoil valley doping down to Degpsoil Five
from the north. In the valley, deegpsoil was no more than amile wide at any point, lessthan that in most
places. There wereisolated farmsteads aong the Ron, small crofts tenanted by eremitic types, many of
them engaged in crop research for BDL. Most were doing research on brou, but some were engaged in
improving the ubiquitous and inval uable settler's brush, anative plant that had been repeatedly tinkered
with by the bioengineers, aplant on which both mule and human depended during long journeys and
which, it was said, the viggies and other local faunaate aswell.

Tasmin was greeted varioudy as he went, sometimes with friendliness and other timeswith surliness. He
returned each greeting with araised hand and distant smile. He did not want to stop and talk. There was
nothing to talk about. Certainly not about the westher or the scenery. The westher was what it dways
was on this part of Juba, sunny, virtualy rainless.

Asfor the scenery, there wasllittle enough of it. Wind sang in the power lines stretching from the
reservoir down to Deepsoil Five; the distant hydrod ectric plant squatted at the top of the visible dope
like adropped brick; the fields were nestly furrowed; each dwelling wasimpeccably maintained. Likea
st of blocks, Tasmin thought. All lines crossed at right angles. Even the Ron had had its mgjor meanders
sraightened, its banks sanitized. Few crystals. No singing. No peacock tailed trees turning toward the
sun. No trees of any kind.

A demoalition crew was working at one point on the road, lowering a heavy mesh cone over an intruding
'ling. A noise box directed aloud burst of low frequency sound at the shrouded crystal, and the pillar
exploded into athousand fragments within the mesh cone. Tasmin spent afew idle minutes watching the
crew gather up the knife-edged pieces and truck them afew thousand yards to a vacant spot of prairie,
well away from theroad. In time, every shard would seed another 'let and anew forest of crystalswould
grow. From the color of the one destroyed, Tasmin thought it might be a\Watchling, probably from the
North Watcher. That particular ashy shade was rare € sawhere. How it had come here was anyone's
guess. A piece picked up on awhed or popped into awagon, perhaps. A shiny gem thrust into a pocket
and then cardlessy thrown away. Then the dews of night had dissolved minute quantities of minerd inthe
soil, and the crystal had grown, but how it had reached 'ling size without demolition was someone's
culpable overgght. The thing had been twelve feet tall!

By evening, he had passed the hydroe ectric plant and the dam, circled the shining lake, and reached the
top of the long ridge that backed the reservoir. Here the florawas more typical of Juba, the fanshaped
treesrdaxing into their night-time fountain shapes as the sun dropped. Hislungsfilled with the faintly
spicy aroma he loved.

He had dmost decided to place his camp in asmal clearing among agrove of the plumy Jubal trees
when he heard avoice behind him.

"Master Ferrence? Camp is set up over here, Sir.”
"Jamieson? What the dissonant hell are you doing here?' He turned to see the boy standing beside an
arched tent, which was so well hidden among the trees that he had missed it on hiswak through the

grove.

"Acolyte's oath, Magter."



"Don't beridiculous! Acolyte's oath only gppliesin the citadel.”

"Not according to Master General, Magter Ferrence. He says | owe you most of ayear yet, and where
you go, | go. So says Master Generd with some vehemence." The boy was downcast over something,

not hisusud ebullient sdf.

"How did you know which way | was going?'

"Y ou and the Tripmaster discussed it. Hetold Master General and Master Generd told me. | |eft afew
hours before you planned to."

"l don't suppose it would do any good to ask you to go back and say you couldn't find me."

"Master Generd would just send me looking. He said so dready." The boy turned away, gesturing
toward the pile of wood laid by and the cookpot hung ready. "We've got some fresh mesat.”

Tasmin followed him in amood of some bewilderment. It had certainly not been hisintention to travel in
company, and had he chosen company, he would not have chosen Jamieson. Would he?"Master
Generd didn't say anything to me.”

"He didn't want to argue with you. Hetold us to make oursalves useful and not intrude on your privacy.”
llUg?l
"Meand Clarin, gr."

"Clain!"

"Yes, dr?' Thegirl came out of the tent, touched her breast in a gesture of respect, and stood silently
waiting.

"Y ou don't have acolyte's oath as areason,” he snarled, deeply dismayed. Clarin!

"Master Generd said | might have oath, Sir. If your journey takes you past Jamieson's year, Sir, then you
would be gtarting on mine."

"l didn't even say I'd take you as acolyte!
"Wdll, but you didn't say you wouldn't, sir, so Master Generdl ... "

Tasmin shook his head and said nothing more. He was too weary and too shocked to ded with the
subject. The pinsin his skull had set up atunelessthrobbing at thefirst sght of Jamieson, and he
wondered vicioudy if the Master General would have been so generous with acolytesif he knew the

effect they had on Tasmin'sinjured head. He had been peaceful, settling into the wonder of Jubal, letting
it carry him. Now ... Damn!

He sat down beside the laid fire and watched while Jamieson and Clarin moved around the camp,
making it comfortable. His acolyte seemed subdued, and Tasmin could gppreciate why. An amost
solitary trip into the wilds of Juba would hardly apped to Jamieson's gregarious nature. Though it wasn't
mere socia contact Jamieson craved. The boy would rather chase girls than eat, but held rather sing than



chase girls, and heliked an audience when he did it. The thought of Jamieson's discomfort and
unhappiness damped his own annoyance with amodicum of sympathy. Obvioudy, this hadn't been the
boy'sidea.

Clarinled Tasmin's mule off toward the patch of settler's brush just beyond the trees. The mule would
edt it now; they might be egting it later—the roots and stalks would sustain life for human travelers,
though no method of preparation did much to improve the taste. Clarin returned, leaving the mule
munching contentedly.

"Why in God'sname... " he muttered.

Clarin threw a questioning glance in Jamieson's direction. The boy avoided meeting her glance. "I believe
the Master General didn't think you should be done, Sir." She was respectful but firm.

"What did he think | was going to do? Throw myself at the foot of a Presence, like some hysterica
neophyte or crazy Crystdlite, and yodel for the end?’

Jamieson il refused to look at her. Something going on there, but Tasmin wastoo weary to dig it out.
"I don't know, gir. | think he just thought you needed company.”

Tasmin snorted. He didn't want company. He wanted to sink himself in Juba. Bregtheit. Tasteit. Lie
wallowinginit, like abantigon in amudhole. Wanted to be alone.

Which wasn't hedthy. Evenin his current frame of mind, he knew that. Well, did he need company?
Certainly it would be easier traveling with three. There were routes that were passable to asingle singer,
particularly agood singer—and Tasmin was good, his peers and his own sense of value both told him
that. However, two or three singers could do better, move faster.

"Did the Tripmaster enlighten either of you asto where |l was going to end up on thistrip?' he asked
resignedly.

"No, sr." Jamieson was heating something over thefire, till subdued.

"The Degpsoil Coast." Where Lim Terrée had lived. Where he had talked to people, left cluesto
himsdf. Lim'sterritory.

"What!" Jamieson turned, amost upsetting the pot, not seeing Clarin glaring a him as she st it upright
once more and took his place tending it. "No joke? Apogee! |'ve alwayswanted to go therel” Hisface
was suddenly alive with anticipation.

"Werealong way from there. Weeks."

"Yes, gr. | know."

"What route?" asked Clarin, stirring the pot without looking at it, the light reflecting on her hair. It had
grown into tiny ringlets, Tasmin noted, and she looked more feminine than he had remembered. In her

quiet way, she seemed to be as excited as Jamieson.

"Theonly way | could get the Master Genera to agreeto my going at al wasto offer to do some
mapping on the way. We've got some old scores he wants me to verify. Little stuff, mosily. Challenger



Canyon. The Wicked Witch of the West. The Mad Gap.”
Jamieson put on hisweighing look. "Mapping is Explorer business. Besides, nobody travelsthat way."

"Which iswhy he can't get an Explorer to do it. They have more important thingsto do. For some
reason, Master General wants the scores verified. Nobody's been that way for ten or twenty years.
Nobody's used the Mad Gap password for about fifty. | had quite a hunt to find a copy of the score, asa
matter of fact. We have no ideawhether the Passwords will still work.” 1t sounded week, evento
Tasmin, and yet Master Genera had been adamant about it. Something going on there? Tasmin would
have bet his dinner that the hierarchy of the Order was up to something.

Jamieson was unaccountably subdued again. "1t soundslikeit will take forever,” he said with
self-conscious drama.

"Not forever. A few weeks, which iswhat | said to start with. Good practice for you two."
"l suppose.” The boy growled something to himself, and Clarin muttered areply.

"Y ou don't sound overjoyed.”

Jamieson grunted. "Right at the moment—I'm sorry. | shouldn't mention persond things."

"Mention away." Tasmin stretched out on his bedroll, feding through his pack for the flask of broundy he
usudly carried.

"Right a the moment I'm mainly concerned that WWendra Gentrack will still be snglewhen | get back to
Deepsoil Five. She was madder than anybody I've ever seen when | told her ... told her | had to go.”

"Ah," Tasmin murmured. Wendra Gentrack was avery socid young lady. Daughter of Celcy'sfriend
Jeannie and of Horn Gentrack, one of BDL's Agricultural Section Managers. "Y ou have an
undergtanding?"

"l have had what | regarded as an understanding, yes. She seemsto have whatever seemsto be most
funfor her onany given day.”

"| told Jamieson he was brou-dizzy," the girl said from her place beside thefire. "Wendraisvirtudly
brain dead."

Jamieson poked the fire vicioudy, pulled the kettle off and set out three bowls. "Are you ready to eat
now?" he asked Clarin in apoisonous tone. "Would that activity possibly occupy your mouth with
something besides giving me advice | didn't ask for?!

Oh, marvelous, Tasmin thought. All | need. A juvenilefeud. Without thinking, hesaid, "There are
relationships that strike others as being inappropriate, Clarin, which are, in fact, very rewarding to those
involved."

She flushed, and he redlized with sudden shock what he had just said. He felt hisface flame, but kept his
eyeslocked on hers. "We're evidently going to be traveling together. Thereisonly oneway | can seethat
thiswill work. From this moment you both have equal acolyte status. | expect citadel courtesy between
the two of you aswell astoward me. Right?"



They nodded. He thought Clarin had an expression of relief, dthough perhapsit was more one of quiet
amusement. Amusement? At what?

Doggedly, hewent on. "And, Jamieson, | do understand how you fed about leaving 'Five just now.
Believeme, | do. | would send you back if there were any way to doit." And | will keep trying to think
of away, hetold himsdf grimly.

"Now, what have you fixed for our supper?’

They sorawled near the fire with their bowls, asavory dish of fresh vegetables and grain served with
scraps of broiled mest. A little wind came down the dope behind them, bringing the scent of Jubal and
the sound of viggiessinging. "I had aviggy once," mused Tasmin. "For afew hours."

"No joke? | didn't know anyone could catch them.”

"No, they can be caught. They just diein captivity, isdl. But thiswas ayoung one that was found with
broken legs dong the caravan route. Somebody splinted the legs and kept theviggy and it lived. Later
they sold him to my father.”

"Didit 9ng?" Clarin asked, her voice hushed.

"Not whilel had it. It might have. It ... got away."

There was along silence, interrupted only by the sound of chewing, the clatter of spoon on bowl.
"Mager?'

"Clain."

"You know | transferred in from Northwest."

"Yes. | never knew why."

"Oh." She seemed to be searching for areply that would be appropriately impersond. "My voice was
too low for alot of the scores up there. Nine out of ten of them are soprano scores, and I'm no soprano.
The Magters thought 1'd have a better chance of being steadily employed down around Five or even
Northeast, over toward Eleven. It wasn't until | got to Fivethat | ever heard much about the Crystallites.
And then you mentioned Crystdlites alittle while ago. Arethey redly set on killing off al Tripsingers, or
isthat just ahorror story?"

"Well, there was that one notorious nation on the Jut about six years ago,” Tasmin replied. "I'm
sure you've heard of that, even though you'd have been very young at the time. It was no campfiretale.
All twelve Tripsingers at thelocal chapter house were killed by aband of Crystalite fanatics. The Jut has
no food source of its own. The Jut Tripsingers made regular tripsto bring in supplies by caravan, but
there had been bad weather and food was adready short. They werekilled just as they were about to
leave on aprovisions run. There were about one hundred people there, and when they tried to get out
between the Jammers, they al died but two. We have their accounts of what happened, and some
accounts found on the Jut, written by peoplewho died ... "

"And the Crysalites?"



"They got away, clean awvay. Asfar as| know, no one has ever found out how. They had to have had
help, that's certain. Help from outside, somewhere. Anyhow, that wasredly the first occasion when
anyone heard much about Crystdlites”

"] don't undersand them!”

"They seem to have picked up Erickson's beliefs and carried them to aridiculous extreme," Tasmin said.
"Erickson believed the Presences are sentient, and by that he meant conscious, capable of understanding.
He bdieved when we do a PJwe actua ly use meaningful words, even though we don't know what the
meaning is. He started the Tripsingers as a quasi-rdigious order—the Worshipful Order of
Tripsngers—and weve il got alot of the old religious vocabulary and trappings |l eft.

"The Crystdlites picked up the belief in the sentience of Presences and built onit. Intheir religious
scheme, the Presences are not merely sentient but godlike. The Crystalites believe either that Tripsinging
isdiabolicd or that dl Tripsingers are heretics, I'm not sure which. Quite frankly, their theology doesn't
seem to be very congstent or well thought out. Sometimes| think two or three people just invented it
without bothering to do afirst draft. At any rate, they seem to consider it blagphemousfor peopleto
speak to the Presences at al. Not up close, at any rate. If we do so, we're tempting the gods who may, if
they grow sufficiently agitated, destroy everything." Tasmin smiled at her. Stated thus baldly, it sounded
slly. At the foot of the Black Tower, staring up, it often seemed quite reasonable.

"What do the Crystalliteswant usto do?'

Jamieson answered in asarcastic, Sngsong voice. "They want usto stay on the coast, build cathedrals,
burn incense, sing prayersdl day, and bring in pilgrims from the known universe. Filgrimswho dgp down
consumer chitswith both hands just to look at a Presence through a'scope and even more to get within a
few miles of one. That's about it."

"Stated with Jamieson's usua contempt for complexity,” Tasmin chided, "but essentidly true. They have
quite acommercia empire built around pilgrimage. And, sad to say, the emergence of the Crystdlites
seemsto have been what caused BDL to revise its own position on the Presences.”

Clarin thought about this. "Oh, of course! If people redly thought the Presences were sentient, and if the
Panetary Exploitation Council thought 0, too, then BDL probably couldn't have exploitation rightsto
Juba anymore. BDL might be deported, and it wouldn't like that onelittle bit. But ... if BDL definesthe
Presences as non-sentient ... "

"Notif," said Jamieson.”" Snce. BDL's been defining the Presences as nonsentient for fifty years. Even
though wedl know they are ... "

"Jamieson!”
The boy threw up his hands, saying in an argumentative tone, "Well, we do, Master Férrence. | don't
know asingle 'Singer who believes they're nonsentient. No matter what he may say on the outside, insde

he knows."

"Heor she" said Clarin in apatient tone. "There are women singers, too, you know." It was obvioudy
not thefirst time she had reminded Jamieson of this.

Tasmin sghed. Did heredly want to spend effort cleaving to the BDL line on thistrip? Did he want this
continuing tug of war with Jamieson? Jamieson, who was, Tasmin reminded himself, one of the most



talented singersit had ever been Tasmin's duty to try and whip into some kind of acceptable shape. Reb
Jamieson? The everlasting mutineer? Who sang as he sang at least partly because he believed the
Presences heard and understood what he sang? And Clarin. Clarin the what? He looked at her, but her
face was turned down and he saw only the unlined curve of her forehead and the busy working of her
hands on her bootlaces.

He chose peace. "All right, Jamieson, say what you like on thistrip. Say it to me. Say it to Clarin; she
seemsto have good sense. Say that the BDL has been trying to redefine the Presences as nonsentient for
the last fifty years so BDL won't be threstened with expulsion. Say that most of us, Tripsingers and
Explorers, don't redly believe that. Say it here by the campfire. But don't, for God's sake, say it out loud
in the citadel when we get back, or in any other citadel we may stop at. | won't flamein on you if you'll
be hafway discreet." He astonished himsdlf with an enormous yawn.

The boy nodded, hisface bright red in the fire glow. "Even though we dl know they're sentient, it's
different from being sure. | mean if anybody could proveit, the Planetary Exploitation Council might
make BDL pack up and get out, so BDL won't let that happen.”

"BDL meansyou and me, too," sghed Tasmin. "If were being honest, none of uswantsit to happen.
S0, be hafway discrest.”

"It'sakind of hypocrisy, isnt it?" Clarin asked softly.
Jamieson shook hishead a her warningly.

"It'sinteresting,” mused Clarin. "I hadn't paid much attention to al of this Crystalite business. We were
very isolated up Northwest, and it's closer there to the 'Soilcoast than it isto theinterior. Therearea
number of Crystallite temples on the 'Coast, though. | do know that.”

"Lotsof temples™ Tasmin agreed drowslly. "And lots of pilgrims coming in. Business versus busness.
Brou Didribution Limited againgt the Crysdlites.”

"Usinthemiddle," said Jamieson, nodding.

"Seep," Tasmin suggested again, rising and moving toward the tent. Insde the cloverleaf tent the packs
were distributed, each in a separate little wing, privacy curtains haf lowered. Tasmin's bedroll was
stretched out for him, the cover turned down. Clarin'stouch. Clarin? A complex person, he thought. It
took agood ded of courage to come hafway across Juba, come as a stranger to anew citadd inan
areawhere women were not aswell accepted as Tripsingers asthey were in the Northeast. Well. He
would undoubtedly get to know Clarin rather well.

Sighing, helowered himsalf onto his bedroll and dropped the curtain, thinking about the whole
BDL-Cryddlitefracas. "Usinthemiddie" he said, intoning Jamieson's sentiment as though it were some
kind of bedtime prayer rather than the invocation of atroublesome truth.

5

The Explorers Chapter House at the Priory in Splash One made up in classfor what it lacked in homey
comforts. Or so Donatella Furz had dways thought. Built in the first enthusiastic flush of planetary
exploitation—back in the time before BDL realized how limited access to Juba was actudly going to
be—it was a symphony of rare woods inlaid with Jubal cora, squat pillars of vitrified earth, and



enormous beveled glass windows looking out onto the sea and the city. Donatella's room had three such,
aprotruding roomlet facing in three directions, furnished with an egantly laid table and two comfortable
chairs. Eating breakfast in this extravagant bay window was an experience in both seeing and being seen.
Half of Splash One seemed to be aware that it had amore or less famous personage among its more
ordinary citizens, and agood number of them seemed to know where she was staying. Five or Six young
gawkers were gathered on the opposite sidewa k when she wakened that morning. They had gathered in
front of adilapidated structure, which seemed to be haf sadoon and half something else, both halvesin
danger of imminent collapse. "Looky, looky, Don Furz, the Explorer knight,” their gestures said, though
they didn't shout at her, which she appreciated. When she sat down to breakfast, the same ones or
subgtitute ones were il there, pointing and nudging one ancther.

Among whom, she warned hersdlf slently, might be one with alaser pistol or an old-fashioned garotte or
just aplain sted knife. Thelast one had had such aknife. Donatella till had it in her Explorer's case,
wrapped in abloody shirt, and she had ahaf-healed dash in her left arm to remind her of the cost of
naive enthusasm.

She finished her brou-pod tea, set the cup down with alittle click of findity, and wiped her lips. Rise,
sheingructed hersdf. Riseto the occasion. Smile at the people. Wave. Go back in the room where they
can't see you. Do not, repest, do not shut the curtains. Only someone with something to hide would shut
the curtains.

Why in heaven's name had she decided to stay at the Chapter House? She hadn't remembered it being
this public, this exposed. And why in heaven's name had they built the stupid Priory right in the middle of
town? She asked the services man this question when he came for her dishes.

"I think the town grew up around it, Maam. Some of the nearby buildings have gone up during the past
year. Sixty or seventy years ago, as | understand it, the Priory was quite secluded.” He busied himsdlf
with the table and with aquick inspection of the room. As he left, he paused by the door to say, "'l am,
by the way, indructed to ask if you have any specia wishes during your visit? Specid food or drink,
entertainment?’

She knew the man'sjob description included entertainment of severd very specific sorts, but despite his
obvious charm and intelligence, he didn't gppedl to her except as a source of information. If she needed
to avail hersdlf of a service employee sexudly, sheld stick to Zimmy.

"How about aconcert?' she asked, apparently with her usua dangeroudy naive enthusasm channeled
thistime. Used for advantage. "Chantry or Pit Paragon—one of those." She gave him an eager, expectant
look.

"It'snot consdered ... " Hefrowned, his darkly handsome face expressing disgpprova neatly mixed
with a proper degree of subservience, torso ever so dightly bent toward her, respect and good advice,
impeccably offered. Oh, he was dick, thisone.

"Oh, hdll, man, | know what it's considered. Summing, right? Undignified? Why would an Explorer
knight want to listen to some revisonary rip-off of the sacred calling?”

He grinned, and she suddenly liked him better.
"Tdl you what, what's your name?"

"Blanchet, Mdam."



"All right, Blanchet, we won't scanddize the natives by appearing in public as oursaves. Y ou shop for
metoday. Buy meawig. Let'ssee. Something red, | think." She turned to caich aglimpse of hersdf in
the mirror, smoothing the wide, short bell of golden hair with one hand. Dark blue eyes. Straight nose, a
little too long she had dwaysfdt. All that climbing about had kept her figure dim, what therewas of it.
She could get away with ared wig. "Arethey sill wearing masks a public events down here? Well, buy
me asmdl onethat'll hide my eyesand nose. And adress. | need abright blue dress.”

The man was openly laughing now. "Size, Maam?"

"One of those wraparound things with the straps that go al which aways. They only come one size, you
know what | mean? Stretch to fit? In some cases, stretch to rip?”

Henodded. "Isthat all, Maam?"

"Concert tickets. Any one of the top six will do fine, and you might keep your mouth shut about it, if
you're alowed to do that. No point in distressing your Prior or mine ... or the Explorer King."

"I can be discreet.”
"Y ou'l find me most generousif you are.”

He bowed himsalf out with the breakfast dishes, dmost certainly going to report directly to someone
from the Exploration Department. Probably the local Prior, who would want to know what the visiting
knight was up to. So, let him report: The Explorer knight had ataste for night life; the Explorer knight
wanted anew dress; the Explorer knight didn't want to be recognized. Everything on thelist dightly
agang the conventions and everything perfectly harmless. The conventionswould have had her making a
ceremonia procession of herself, dressed in tall boots and worn Explorer leathers, avoiding questionable
entertainment and signing autographswith adightly distant smile. Theoreticaly, they should suspect her
moreif she were more compliant. Surely someone on the edge of treason wouldn't be dressing up for a
'Soilcoast singer concert.

She gritted her teeth in concentration. Since someone had tried to kill her, she had to assume that
everything she did was watched, every word she said was overheard. Making contact was up to her
trusted friend. All she had to do was get hersdlf out in public whereit could be done without being
noticed. The Chapter House would be watched for the agreed-upon signa—ared wig and a blue dress.
Pray God her trusted friend had managed everything according to plan.

And pray God the arrangement had been made with Lim Terrée.

When evening came, she decided she rather liked the effect of the red wig, an amost devil-may-care
gaety, in no sense diminished by the impish half mask with the feathery eyebrows. And the blue dress,
which clung satisfactorily, was a success a so, drawing attention away from her face. Blanchet would
accompany her, of course. Explorer knights, male or female, dways had at |east one escort when in the
larger 'Soilcoast cities, if for no other reason than to keep the celebrity seekersin order. If sheand
Blanchet were lucky, they would be taken for just another couple out on the town; tourists from
Serendipity or even from out-system, perhaps; or minor BDL officiasin from a deep-soil pocket, adirt
town. They would have dinner, see the sights, attend the concert, and return to the Chapter House.
Where she either would or would not invite Blanchet to share her bed for the night. He was an attractive
enough man. But hewasn't Link. He wasn't even Zimmy.



She poured herself adrink and sat down on the couch that fronted the extravagant windows, far enough
back in the room that she could not be seen. There were a |east ten gawkers outside her window now,
al staring upward as though hypnotized. In afew minutes she would go and lean out of the window,
waveto them, cdl out "Hi, how are you? Great night, isn't it?" Watching for any movein her direction,
any wegpon. Anything that might betray another n.

Though there might not be another one. Not yet. Whoever had sent thefirst n could not know
that the would-be killer was dead. For dl the sender knew, the assassin might be dive and well and
ready to try again. She could say that phraseto herself camly, "try again,” say it dmost without fear. It
was only when shetook the thought further, "try again to kill Don Furz," that her somach clenched into a
knot and bile burned in her throat. "Try again to kill Don Furz because Don Furz knows something sheis
not supposed to know."

Not that she'd been trying to find out any such thing!

She had been gtting in the large underground library of the Chapter House, three floors below where she
was sitting right now, poring through some old papers for references to the Mad Gap. Her Prior thought
there might be some early Explorer comments that would suggest a useful method of gpproach. The Gap
was currently impassable. BDL wanted it passable. Thus, Donatella Furz, who thought she remembered
reading something about it years ago, wasimmured in dusty papers and unintelligible correspondence,
bored to tears, yawning over the ancient stacks, and longing for dinner. She was skimming the letters
between avirtualy unremembered third decade Explorer and his Prior when she came upon apagein a
completely different handwriting. The haf-stretched yawn died on her face and she sared at it in
disbdlief. She did not need to see the signature to know whose it was. Erickson! She had seen faxes of
that handwriting athousand times. She had seen the handwriting itsdlf ahundred timesin the Erickson
Library at Northwest City, alibrary that was supposed to contain every extant scrap of origina Erickson
materid.

But hereit was, aletter in the master's own hand! 1t had obvioudy been misfiled and had lain unread for
the last seventy years.

Misfiled by whom? Reading the entire letter made it very clear. Misfiled by Erickson himsdlf.

It was aletter to the future, couched in such subtle and evasive termsthat only an Explorer—and one of
aparticular turn of mind at that—uwould find it inteligible. It hinted at possibilitiesthat Donatella Furz
found stunning intheir implications. "' have further outlined this matter,” the letter concluded. "Reference
my papers on the Shivering Desert, filed with the Chapter House in the Priory of Northwes."

Northwest was her home House. When she had fruitlessdy completed the Mad Gap research, too
excited to concentrate on it any longer, she returned to Northwest City and found the papers Erickson
had referred to. They took some finding because they weren't included in the Erickson materid at al.
They were buried in the middle of an endless compilation of permutations used in the Shivering Desert, an
areathat had been totally passworded for eighty years and was, therefore, uninteresting.

"Buried in boredom,” shetold herself. "He picked two places no one would look for decades, and he
buried them there." The pertinent notes were on two pages of permapaper. Donatellafolded them and
hid them in the lining of her jacket, then spent hours poring over them in the privacy of her room.

She had taken the papers with a sense of saving them, though protocol would have required her to
report them to the Prior at once. Later she examined her motives, finding much there that disturbed her,
but coming at last to the conclusion that she thought the papers were safer with her than they would have



been with the Department of Exploration.

Even then she had had sense enough to leave other, harmless papers out in her room to explain her
study, in case anyone was watching, or wondering.

Erickson had not expected his eventual reader to believe him without proof. At the concluson hesaidin
effect, "If you want to test thistheory, do thus and thus a some unpassworded Presence. If you do it
right, you'll seewhat | mean.”

Don had chosen to try it on the Enigma. Everyone and his favorite mule had tried the Enigma, and
permission to approach it was almost impossible to obtain. It had taken six months before she had the
opportunity to get to the Enigmafrom the southern coast. She did what Erickson suggested—and more!

When she returned, it was with the recording cubes and notes for the Enigma Score, and she was dizzy
with what she knew, bubbling with it. Erickson had only known hdf of it. If he had had a synthesizer like
the current ones ... She had hugged the knowledge to hersdlf, glorying init. Only Donatella Furz knew
the whole truth, the truth about Jubal. No one else knew. No one!

Only sometime later did sheredlize that in seventy years there might have been otherswho knew or
suspected, but if they had, they had been ruthlesdy suppressed—only after someone had tried to kill her.

On her return, she had arranged for the Enigma notesto be sent to a Tripsinger citadel for transcribing
and orchestration—"Send it to that man in Deepsoil Five," she had suggested. "Tasmin Ferrence. The
onewho did that great score on the Black Tower." Then she had reported a possible breakthrough to the
Prior of her Chapter House and had done it with due modesty in language full of "perhgps' and "this
suggests.” She had made dl the proper movesin the proper order; none of them should have aroused
suspicion. If only she could have kept it at that! But no matter what motions she went through, what
modest little remarks she made when congratul ated, she could not hide her ation. Inside hersdf, she
was bubbling with what she knew, what she thought, what she wanted to prove, what she had proved.
She had not been so foolish asto blurt it out to anyone—it was obvioudy information that some people
would want to suppress—but neither had she been sensible enough to keep her obvious euphoria hidden.

Who might have observed that euphoria?

Explorers Martin and Rath, while they were out at dinner one night. "Touch me, boys, because the day
will comewhen you'll tell people, 'l knew her before she wasfamous." "

"What are you up to now, Don?" asked Martin, sounding bored. "Another new variation for the
Creegping Desert? Don't we have enough Creeping Desert variations dready?"

"Bigger than that,” she had replied with alaugh. *Much bigger.”

"Y ou've got aGemmed Rampart score that really works," suggested Ralth. "' Or afool proof way to get
through the Crazies™

"Why not?" she had giggled.
"Which?'

"Why not both. Why not everything?'



They had laughed increduloudy. They had ordered more wine. There had been laughter and arguments
among the three Explorers and congratul ations on the Enigmascore.

Well, what else had she said that night? Nothing. Nothing at all.

One bragging phrase. "Why not everything?' Had there been enough in that conversation to give
someone the ideathat Donatella Furz knew something they would rather she didn't know? Not redlly. It
could al be put down to her euphoria. Even an untested score for a Presence as famous as the Enigma
lent a certain cachet to her name. She hadn't redlly said anything at al!

Who dse had she talked to? Zimmy. A services employee. A Northwest Chapter House man. Not
unlike this Chapter House man, Blanchet, except that Zimmy belonged to Don. Hewas only hers, he
kept saying, and had been only hersfor some years now, eager to please her, intelligent in meeting her
needs for comfort and affection. Zimmy. She thought of him with both fondness and pleasure. What had
she said to Zimmy? Nothing much. "Oh, Zimmy, if you knew what | know." Something like that. He
hadn't even paid much attention.

And who e s? The woman in Northwest City who usudly cut her hair.

Don's head had been bent forward while the woman depilated the back of her neck, quite high, so that
the bottom of the wide bell of her hair would come just to the bottom of her ears. "How can you do it?"
the woman had chattered. "All done, out among the Presences. | would pee my pants, truly, lady knight,
| would."

"It isn't as dangerous as people have thought it was."

"No, itismore. | know it must be. To hear the Great Ones spegk, to attempt to pacify them. Oh, a
terror, lady knight, truly, aterror.”

The woman's use of the words "Great Ones' should have stopped Donatellain her tracks. Those were
the words used by Crydalitesto refer to the Presences, but Don simply hadn't noticed. "It won't be long
before well al be able to walk among the Presences much more safely. Not long at all.” Don had raised
her head, seeing hersdlf and the woman in the mirror.

"Oh, you think some grest discovery? Some marvel?' The woman peered at her in the mirror, her black
eyes gleaming with something acquisitive and desperate.

And at that point Don had redlized what she was saying and had drawn up sharply. "No, no discovery,
no marvel, Sophron. Simply the dow accumulation of knowledge ... "

Who else had she talked to?

Chase Random Hall, the Explorer King. Could anything she had said to him in the dining room of the
Chapter House, during the informal time of day when everyone was on afird-name basis, could anything
there have been interpreted as something threatening?

"Randy, you ever think the day may come well dl be out of work?!

"Mind your manners, silly girl. Don't be obscene.”

"No, | mean wouldn't it be terrific if we found The Password?' " The Password" was the apotheosis on



Juba and had been for ahundred years. It waslike "The Millennium” or "The Second Coming," aterrible
end said to be devoutly desired by some, the single score that would open every pass and permit free
travel everywhere.

" think it'sadisgusting thought, one | would gppreciate not having raised againin my hearing." Randy
had been effete in hisyouth and was effete till, but there was no arguing with his successes. Now he
smoothed his eegantly trimmed moustaches and smiled at her in his best mongter-eating-up-a-little-girl
amile: glittering eyesin abrown, brown face with histerribly white teeth, teeth that made one wesk even
while they made one shiver, anticipating voracious kisses. They were inevitable, those teeth, like degth.
"Do you likeliving dangeroudy, stupid child?’

"Isit that dangerous to speculate about The Password?' She had said it lightly. Surely she had said it
lightly!

"A little idle speculation here in the Chapter House, over drinks, perhaps not. Anything more than thet,
decidedly. Asamoment's thought—if you are cgpable of such—should have informed you. Think, slly
girl. If you had The Password, there are at |east twenty people | could name who would kill you to keep
itquiet.

She knew her face had changed then. Changed with horror, in memory. People who would kill! She
remembered her friend Gretl Mechas. Or rather, Gretl's body asit had been when Donatdllaidentified it.
Remembering this, she turned away. She had had enough of this conversation.

But then he had asked, "Would you like to go to bed with me, Donatdlla?!

"I am the King Explorer'sto command,” she had sad, stiffly, taking refugein aritud answer. Thiswasa
new gambit.

"Not at dl eager, areyou?"
"l ... | have other affections, Randy."

"Don't wedl know it. Y our affections are the talk of the House and most unworthy of you. Speaking of
danger then, stupid child, what's the news about the Mad Gap?' And they had talked shop as she
detailed her attemptsto find a Password through the Gap before moving on to other things. Why had he
mentioned going to bed together? Everyone knew Randy preferred men, though he would possessa
woman if hethought it useful. Had he thought she might be useful ? But not quite useful enough?Had he
dipped when he spoke of people killing other people? Was he interested in her reaction? Or wasiit
merely avery effective way to change the subject?

It had been an odd, avery odd conversation. With her well-schooled memory for exact words and
phrases, exact tones and progressions of tones, she could play it over in her head, again and again, but it
made no more sense now than it had then.

Her ruminations were interrupted by tapping at the door. Blanchet camein, dressed to the toenailsina
one-piece glitter-suit with aplumed hat and multiple chains of Juba cord around his neck. She made an
gppreciative sound. "Don't you look marvelous.”

"My poor best will be hardly good enough, Maam.” He gave her an admiring look. "The outfit becomes
you."



"Solong as| don't becomethe outfit." Shelaughed. "Having got into it, there may be some difficulty
getting out. The outfit and | may beinextricable. Y ou'd better not call me'Don'’ thisevening. That might
give our truancy away. Cal me Telia My brother dways cadled methat."

"Very wdl, Telia My nameis Fyne Iron Blanchet, and my close friends cal me Fibe. Or Fibey."
"Fynelron?'

"Family names both. | don't think my mother ever thought what it would sound like."

"W, it soundsvery ... metdlurgica .

"So I've dwaysfdt." He offered her hisarm and they went down the lift to ground level where acity car
awaited them. The gawkers were still staring up a her window. None of them seemed to notice her.
"Shdl | drive?"

"Please. Y ou know Splash Onefar better than I. It keeps growing! Every time I've been here before I've
gotten mysdlf hopdedy logt."

He suited himsdlf to her mood, not talking merely to make conversation but concentrating on hisdriving.
Splash One had grown explosively in recent months, so much so that concentration was anecessity. She
stared out at a city raw and gawky in its burgeoning adolescence.

Half the Streets were torn up, more were barricaded, though no one paid any attention to the barricades.
Stff, square-cornered new buildings of reinforced brick thrust up beside curvilinear older ones of
rammed earth, the hard burnt brown making harsh edges againgt soft gray. The older buildingswere
covered with Sgns offering bargainsin entertainment, in used equipment, in new and used clothing, new
and used furniture, apartments, rooms. Most of the staff at the military base just outside of the city had
dependents housed here in Splash One, and domiciliary space was at a premium.

The newer buildings were labded with small directories at the entrances, government offices, BDL
divison offices, purchasing agents, suppliers representatives, research labs. Every sdewak wasjammed
with people; every window had one or two persons leaning out of it, waving, talking to those in the Street.
Some of thosein the streets were engaged in trade of an unmistakable kind, and Don stared.

"Progtitutes?" she asked, breaking her preoccupied silence. There had never been prostitutes on Jubal.
At leadt, nonethat werevisible.

Blanchet nodded. " Recent imports. They say that somebody high up got paid off." He didn't need to
gpecify which somebody. The word among BDL employees was that the Governor had both hands out
for himsdlf, which was unnerving. PEC appointed governors were supposed to be unimpeachable, and it
made one wonder how high the rot had spread.

At the end of ashort Sde street abuilding loomed, gleaming like gold and culminating in ahigh, ornately
curved dome. Crowds of people passed in and out through the monstrous doors.

"What in Jubal isthat?' she asked, turning to peer over her shoulder.
"Cryddlite Temple.”

"It'shuge! "



"It's huge and there are about four more like it up and down the 'Soilcoast. Y ou don't have onein
Northwest City yet?'

"No. And | don't look forward to having one. Where do they get the money?'

"Pilgrims. Contributions. If you haven't seen some of the evangdica cubesthe Crydtdlite hierarchy sends
out, you've missed something. Very dick, Telia The money poursin asthough it were piped. The people
at thetop aren't like the ones you see running around on the streets. The ns, fanatics, and
insurgents are ascruffy lot, but thosein charge of the temples are something else again. Very smooth.

Y ou ought to seethem.” His mouth compressed into agrim line,

"Wadl, let's. Were not in any hurry, are we?"'

He gave her asurprised look, but obediently brought the car to a halt and walked with her back toward
the Temple yard. The paved areawas scattered with small groups of pilgrims, each wearing aknot of
orange ribbon to identify his status, each group led by a soberly robed guide. Blanchet inconspicuoudy
attached himsdlf and Donatellato the rear of one straggling group as they followed the orange ribboned
ones into the enormous structure.

Donatdlaonly with difficulty kept herself from exclaming. Around them were towering pillars, vaulted
ceilings high above, dazzling fountains of light and smoke. "Where do they get dl thisl" shedemandedina
whisper. "How could they get thiskind of equipment when were till short of medical suppliesand smple
thingslike computersor lift machinery?’

Blanchet kissed his pam in aderisory gesture and she subsided. Obvioudy someone had been paid off.
Andwhy did it surprise her? She turned as Blanchet nudged her, pointing unobtrusively at three figures
that had just come onto an eevated platform at the top of abroad flight of stairs. Two men, one woman.
The men could have been brothers, both with extravagant manes of white hair, both tall and well built,
robed in glittering, verticaly striped garments and wearing high domed crowns. The combination made
them appear to be about twelve feet tal. The woman, on the other hand, glittered in quite another way.
Her breasts were exposed under sparkling necklaces of gems, and her draped skirt seemed to be woven
of gold thread, the extensive train dithering behind her like the body of a heavy snake. She, too, was
crowned and plumed.

"Chantiforth Binsand Myrony Clospocket,” Blanchet whispered. "Half brothers, | understand, with a
long, dippery history. Now Supreme Pontiff and High Priest. And the High Priestess, Aphrodite Sdlls.
Thethree of them are the redl power behind al the Crystalites on Jubal.”

"Arethey the power behind the assassinations, too? And the terrorism?”

"They clam not. Though they say they 'understand the frustration that leads their followersto commit
such acts.”

On the high platform the glittering woman called out ashort phrase, which brought the congregation to
immediate slence. She had avoice like aknife, as cutting asashard of crysal.

Don watched for a short time as the three sparkling figures began aritud that was obvioudy familiar to
most of those in the audience who were cheerfully bellowing the responses. "I've seen enough,” she
murmured. "L et's get out of here.”



They returned to the car, unspeaking, and continued the interrupted trip, passing the farmer's market, a
bustling enclave of trucks, mule wagons, booths stacked high with produce, milling vendors, customers,
and sghtseers, dl in one swirling, noisy throng. Across from the market were the fish stdls, along line of
booths fronting the enclosed ponds of the loca fish farms, smelling richly of the sea. Beyond the ponds
stood thetilting masts of the merchant fleet. Don remarked at the number of ships. "There are more
private boats than BDL has!"

Blanche! nodded solemnly. "BDL isn't the sole power in Splash One and Two anymore. At least that's
theinsde word. Morethan haf thetraffic last year was noncommercid. Military, alot of it. Plusall the
pilgrimsthe Crystalites bring in. And they've added some gt&ff to the Governor's office.”

Don gtarted to say, "That's silly, he doesn't do anything,” then thought better of it. Her friend Link had
been attached to the Governor's office. She contented herself by asking, "Why?"

"Because of the Jut Massacre.”
"That was Sx yearsago!"
"Well, you know how long it takes the Planetary Exploitation Council to move."

"l wasn't aware that the PEC moved at dl. | thought they merely existed, like the Core Stars.” It was
safeto say that, shethought. Lots of people said things like that.

"The story isthat the Jut Massacre moved them. Somebody up there had ason or grandson among the
dain, and it made them take the Crystalites serioudy. Y ou know they're reopening the question of native
sentience.”

It was safer for her to say nothing a all. "L ook at that building,” she marveled. "It'sdl of six storiestall.
It'safortressl" The huge gray structure looked like a monolith, dmost windowless, surrounded by high,
crendated walls.

"You've seen it before, but probably not from thisangle. It used to have an open squarein front of it,
right at the eastern edge of town. It'sthe BDL Headquarters. Behind it isthe Tripsingers citadel, and the
Governor's officid resdenceis adjacent, there." He indicated apaatid, terraced edifice set among
gardens. "The reason they've added to the Governor's s&ff isto take care of this upcoming PEC inquiry.
And they've beefed up the military in case of further threats from the Crystalite rank and file, though what
earthly use we have for this many troopersis anybody's guess. In the process they've made Juba the
garrison planet for the entire system. Everyone assumes someone bribed someone, because the base on
Serendipity has been closed and transferred here. And the military have brought their spouses and kids
and intimate friends. All of whom need housing and services and food. Thetown isamess.”

"It certainly is" she agreed.

"Splash Two isn't any better, from what | hear. Nor are any of the smaler cities. Population of the
'Soilcoast citiesis supposed to be in excess of two million. Since we haven't the resources to build up,
we're spreading out. I'm told at thisrate of growth, deepsoil space will run out in afew years. The
farmers are already screaming at the cost of land, and we need al the farmlands to feed the people. The
whole thing doesn't make sense.”

"Amazing," she murmured, shaking her head. "Simply amazing. | think of Northwest City asfairly urban
until I come down here. We'reredlly cushioned from al this growth up there, and | can't say I'm not glad.



What's that ruckus down there?"

"Hmm. TherésaCrydalite street demonstration going on. Well, you've seen the temple. Might aswell
seethe other Sde of it. Hear the Snging?"

She heard the tunelesswailing, not something that either an Explorer or Tripsinger would have
considered singing. "What arethey up to?"

"I'll drive dowly enough that you can see, but put your mask in your lap and don't Stare a them. These
are the shock troops, and they aren't averseto civil disorder. They throw things at people who look like
they might be enjoying themselves. Asfar asthey're concerned, anyone enjoying himsalf on Jubdl is
bound to be a heretic!" The car moved smoothly down the avenue, and Don watched the mob from the
corners of her eyes.

Half adozen cadaverousfigures clad only in loin cloths and sandals were haranguing a scanty and fluid
crowd of sghtseers. Don caught the words, "'blasphemous impertinence”’ and "the day of punishment is
coming,” and "we cannot be moved!" Asthe car came even with the crowd, one of the chanting figureslit
atorch, hdd it high for amoment, then threw it down. Behind the crowd, flameslegpt up in ablue hot
cone,

People screamed and fled, and Don stared in disbelief at the cross-legged figure burning on the
sdewalk, itswide white eyes shining in ultimate agony through the flames. "My God," she said, retching.
"My God. They're burning a person!™

"Animmolation?' Blanche! asked, mouth drawn into arictus of distaste and horror. He speeded the car
to move them away. " Sorry. It's been amoon or more since they did one of those herein the city. Are
the soldiers on top of it?’

She looked back. Uniformed figures were moving purposefully through the crowd, one with afire
extinguisher.

"Soldiers are there. Why do they burn themselves?'

"To show the authoritiesthey aren't afraid of death, or pain, or torture, or imprisonment. To show they
can't be controlled by police methods. We've got asmall scale holy war on our hands. It'sjust that no
onein government seemsto redlize it yet. People are taking bets on whether the Governor has been paid
not to act. And these public immolations are bad enough. The secret, ritud killingsareworse ... "

"Ritud killings?' shefatered, afraid of what he was going to say to her.

"Killings by torture. Women carved up ... "

"Blanchet, don't. Please don't. One of them was afriend of mine. Gretl Mechas. She was cut to ribbons.
They said it took hoursfor her to die. | had to identify her body and | couldn't identify anything except
her clothes. Oh, Lord, no onein Northwest called it aritud killing."

"Maybeit wasn't. Sorry, Telia Y our friend wasn't the only one. There have been others. Always women
or young boys."

The horrible sght of the immolation, the hideous memory of her friend, aswell as Blanchet's comments
on the current political scene had ruined Don's desire for dinner or entertainment. Oh, Gretl! Lovely,



warm, friendly Gretl. Why! And she couldn't take time to grieve over Gretl tonight. She had to remind
hersdlf that there were other, urgent reasonsfor her to be abroad in the city.

"Where are we going for dinner?" she asked, keeping her voice flatly matter of fact and not caring what
the answer might be.

"TheMagic Viggy," hetold her, shaking his head. "I'd planned it as an appropriate place to take
someone with red hair and avery bluedress. I'm afraid it will seem rather trivia, now."

It did seem trivial. They ateimported food at extortionate prices. They drank, abeit abstemioudy.
Blanchet would have been quite happy tofill her glass more often, but Don let it Sit three-quartersfull
during mogt of dinner. She didn't need to be more depressed, which the wine would eventually do. They
chatted. Though Blanchet was awdl-informed and interesting companion, she had trouble later recaling
what they had discussed. Magicians and clowns moved about, playing tricks, distributing favors. A
neighboring table was occupied by anoisy crowd of ederly sightseers. Therewasalot of clutter. When
they were ready to leave, Don missed her bag and found it on the floor, half buried under a bouquet of
flowersthat amagician had pulled from her hair.

"Likeacircus" shesad. "Likeacarniva."

"The most popular placein town,” he agreed. "Now, | have ticketsto Chantry."

"Not Lim Terrée?" she asked, cocking her head. "I redly liked him last time | was here.”

"Oh, hadn't you heard?" he asked. "It was on the news here afew daysago. Lim Terréeisdead.”

She made an appropriate expression of dismay without |etting the shock show on her face. Shefelt
hersdf go pale and cold, but the flickering lightsin the restaurant hid that. By the time they reached the
street, she was in command of herself once more, able to sit through Chantry's concert and pretend to
enjoy it. When it was over, she asked to return to the Chapter House, and once there, claimed weariness
and was | eft done, though Blanchet expressed regret for that decision as she amiled hersdlf away from
him. How desirableto be alone! Except, she reminded herself, for whatever listening and watching
devices were undoubtedly placed here and there in her rooms.

Sherummaged in her bag, asthough for her handkerchief, her fingers encountering something that
crackled crisply. She pamed it in the handkerchief, wiped her nose, then thrust the note under her pillow
as sheturned down the bed. Nightly ritua, shetold herself. The whole bedtime score with dl variations.
Shower. Teeth brushed. Hair brushed. Nightgown. Emergency kit on the bedside table. No Explorer
would ever go to deep without the emergency kit within reach. Then, pick up the new exploration digest,
delivered to her door in her absence, and read the professiona newsfor awhile. A new theory of
variation. Which wasn't new. Yawn. Let the eyesfal closed. Rouse alittle. Put out the lights.

Shelet alittletime go by, then slently brought the emergency kit under the covers and turned on its
narrow beamed light. The note she had put in her purse before leaving, informing her friend that someone
had tried to kill her, was gone. Inits place were two others. The letters were minuscule, hard to read.

"Terréeinformed and supplied as per our plans. Heis obtaining Enigma scorein Five. Took him some
time to set up tour. Should return at end of Old Moon.”

Thiswas dated weeks previoudy and was on atiny sheet of paper, no larger than one-quarter the palm
of her hand. Folded insde it was another sheet, even smaller, dated afew days prior.



"Word received two days ago, Lim Terrée dead on Enigma. Trying to find out what happened. Make
contact.”

Both were sgned with atwisted line that returned upon itsalf to make three links of a chain. She put out
the light, replaced the kit on the bedside table, then methodicaly tore the two notesinto tiny pieces and

aethem.

In the office of the Prior, Fyne Blanchet finished his report with ayawning comment. "I don't know what
al thefussisabout. She'sal right. | talked about the things you wanted me to, but she didn't say anything
much. Therée's no evidence of her knowing anything | don't. She didn't gripe about corruption or say she
was going to murder the governor or anything, just afew snide remarks, the same as anyone."

"Shedidn't ask you to stay.”

"A lot of them don't. Hell, shé'sgot it on with that guy at the Northwest Chapter. Five years? What's his
name, Zimble? So, she's monogamous. Lots of women are. Besides, she was redlly upset over that
burning. She saw the whole thing. She didn't eat much, and she was pae dl through the concert.”

The Prior grunted, thought. After atime, he said, " She has some people she usualy sees herein Splash
One"

"y
" S0, shewould normaly want to vist them.”

N

"If she doesn't visit them or any one of them, it might mean something.”

Blanchet yawned. He fdt the Prior was clutching at straws. Donatella Furz was nothing to worry abot.
And what was the Prior so worried about? Blanchet, who kept his curiosity srictly in check when it was
profitable to do so, told himsdf heredly didn't know. Or care.

"Fibey," she said the next morning over her breskfast fish, "I've got three old friends herein town. I'd like
to seethem while I'm here. Could you arrange that for me?”

"Certainly, Maam. Any particular order? Lunch dates? Dinner dates?"

"No. Nothing in particular. Whatever's convenient for them. There'san old family friend, actudly sort of
acousin of my mother's. Name's Cynda Prince, and last time | was here shelived over in that
development south of town, aong the bay. Then thereés Link Emert. HEs ill with BDL, but he's recently
been attached to the Governor's office. Liaison of somekind. And then theré's my niece, Fabian Furz."

"Y our brother's daughter?'

"One and only. Ban died about five years ago, one of those wasting diseases no onein theinterior
knows anything about, and by the time he got to the'Soilcoast, it wastoo late to do anything. Y ou'd think
by now they'd have improved the medica system in the Degpsoil towns, wouldn't you?”

"l think it'samateriel question, Maam."



"Oh, | know, | know. No way to ship the big diagnostic machinesin. No way to takein the life support
systems. Shit. They takein anything ese that suitsthem, initty bitty pieces, if necessary, with awhole
troop of mechanicsto put it together again. Oh, well, no reason to fuss about it now. Bart'slong gone,
and my bitching won't bring him back. Anyhow, if you could get hold of those people and set up dates
for me, this afternoon or tomorrow morning, I'd appreciateit. I'll call you just before noon, if that's
convenient.”

"Y ou have other plansfor thismorning?'

"1, Blanchet, am going to have my annual medical checkup. That'swhy I'm here. Ordersfrom up top.”
There was no shortage of diagnostic machines at the Splash One medica center. No shortage of
technicians either, Don thought, as she was prodded, poked, bled, and otherwise sampled for the tenth
timein asmany minutes. "Thisisthelast one," the anonymous white-coated person said with at least a
semblance of sympathy. "Y ou can get dressed now."

The physician, who appeared harried and abstracted, leafed through the chart twice before looking up at
Don with afurrowed brow. "Y ou didn't have that wound on your arm last time. No record of it in your
history. Wéll, there wouldn't be. It's obvioudy fresh.”

"Yes, it'sarecent injury.”

"When?How?"'

"Oh, about ten days ago. A fdl. A 'ling blew itstop when | wason anarrow trail, and | fell against a
sharp edge. | reported it to the Prior when | got back to the Chapter House. It should be in the record
update.”

"Oh, | seeit. Yes. Wdll, just checking. Hedling clean, isit?'

"Seemsto be heding well, yes."

"Do you want the scar removed?’

"Perhaps later. It still takestwo or three weeks of regeneration treatment to take scars off, doesn't it?"
"With the smdl machines, whichisdl we have avalable, yes. About that.”

"Well, | don't havetime right now. I've got severd explorationsto do for BDL before Old Moon's ot.
I've got some leave coming up next Dead Moon, though. Maybe I'll do it then.”

"Suit yoursdlf. If you want it done in Northwest City, don't go to the BDL medical center there. Word to
the wise, right? Go to thiswoman. Y ou'll haveto pay for it, but you'll be better satisfied.” The physician
handed over anotewith anameonit.

Don made an gppreciative noise, both for the information and because she had been afraid there would
be close questioning about the injury. Not that it wasn't very much like adozen crysta cuts sheld had
over theyears. It could have been acrystal cut.

But it wasn't.



Shortly after she had returned to Northwest from the Enigma, she had calmed down and begun to redize
how dangerous her position might be. This redlization was followed by a period of indecison during
which she had found an excuse to make a quick trip to Splash One, ostensibly only to attend a
government house reception. During the reception, she had managed to get lost on the way to the
women's convenience long enough to hold alengthy whispered conversation in adark and supposedly
vacant office, guaranteed by her friend to be free of earsor eyes.

"l don't suppose it would do any good to suggest you just forget the whole thing?* her friend had
murmured.

"I've explained why that won't work," she had said. "Thisinformation hasto get out. It hasto be made
public." They both knew it. Don's friend had worked for an intelligence agency at onetime and was well
aware that thiswasthe kind of information that had to be publicized. As public information, it wasa
danger to no one. As a secret, it was adeath trap. And the consequences to the planet if the information
was kept quiet were too terrible for either of them to contemplate.

"BDL isntgoingtolikeit."

"That'swhy | can't doit,” Don had whispered. "They pretty well control me. | know damned well my
Priory reportswhere | go, what | do. Not just me. All Explorers. No. It's got to be someone else who
doesit. Someone BDL doesn't control.”

Together they had crafted a hasty plan, every step of which made the danger more and more clear.
When they parted, it was as co-conspirators. Wheelswere in motion, very secret whedls. Donatella
returned to Northwest with a sense of mixed relief and gpprehension, taking refugein routine duties,
everyday activities. Behind her in Splash One, her friend would move things aong.

There had been one loose end. She had had to fill out a"lost or stolen equipment” report to cover the
synthesizer that she had taken to Splash One and returned without. But after that, nothing had happened.
For weeks, nothing at all.

Until ten days ago when she had been sent out on a routine two-day trip to explore a pocket of deepsoil
behind an offshoot ridge of the Redfang Range. It had seemed an odd assgnment, even a thetime. The
offshoat, Little Redfang, was only half aday'stravel from Northwest. The Passwordsto agood part of
the range were Donatella's own work, and most of them had been part of the repertory for dmost a
decade. All that was wanted thistime was some minor variation that would get wagons through the
Fanglingsin adightly different direction from that taken formerly—aroute that Don could see no sensble
judtification for—and virtudly any apprentice Explorer could have done the job.

Still, an assignment approved by one's Prior was an assignment not to be argued with. She remembered
being preoccupied with her persond problem, worrying at it relentlesdy as sherode. The plan was
dependent on so many variables, so many little things she couldn't control. She was having second
thoughts, trying to decide if she should make another trip to Splash One or whether it wastoo late a this
point to do anything but ride it out. Indecision was not an ordinary thing with Donatellg; it irritated her.
Explorers couldn't be indecisive. Those that were didn't last long. The morning's trip made the matter no
clearer, moreover, and by noon she reached the peril-point and had to force hersalf to set the subject
asde. Shetold hersdf shewould think about it again that night, over her campfire.

It took mogt of the afternoon working with synthesizer and computer, trying permutations of afew
phrases that seemed likely, to come up with anew score on the music box that quieted things down very



nicely. It was afairly smple variation of ascore she knew well, one shefelt competent to usein singing
hersdlf through the range—just asatest, and certainly not something that was required of an
Explore—and it was early evening when she sarted.

The way she chose was a narrow ledge along a towering face and above a sheer drop into agorge of
living crystd. The gorge gleamed with amber and hot orange lights through its generdly winey mass. All
the Redfang Range was bloody, as evil looking initsway as the Enigma, though awhole lot Smpler to get
through. Her narrow ledge wouldn't do asatrip-trail, but it would serve to get her into the deepsoil
pocket, after which she would find some way out that wagons could travel. As she sang her way dong
theledge, shetold hersdlf that hell must ook much like the gorge below her. The lower the sun dropped,
the more it looked asthough it were on fire,

Shedidn't hurry during the trangt. Afterward sherealized it was entirely likely that someone had
followed her from the peril-point. Certainly that someone knew something about Tripsinging, for the
attack came at precisaly that moment when she moved out of peril. A black clad, black masked form,
barely visblein the dusk, came from dightly to one Sde and behind her.

If it hadn't been that she turned just at that moment in response to sometiny sound; if it hadn't been that
the sun glinted on the knife blade as she turned, she would not have seen her attacker &t all.

Asit was, she dropped without thought, rolled, pulled up her legsto protect her belly and her arm to
protect her throat, felt amoment's searing pain along the arm, kicked up and out with both legs, and saw
thefigure soar over her into the air above the gorge. She had reacted without thought, reacted as she had
been taught, as she had practiced a thousand timesin the self-defense courses that, since the Jut
Massacre, al Explorers had had to take over and over again.

The weapon clattered onto the ledge, but the attacker fell endlessy, without asound.

For ashort time after that, Don was so0 busy applying emergency care to her gashed arm that she had no
time to wonder about the attacker. When the bleeding was stanched, she huddled over atiny fire,
terrified that the assassin might not have been adone. Then, when no further assault came, she began to
wonder why she had been attacked at all.

At firg light she had attempted to climb to the place the body lay, so far below asto bevirtudly invisble.
If she could find out who, she might find out the reason.

After an hour or two, she gave up. Someone might get into the gorge with a parachute or a balloon.
They would not get out again.

Sincethen it had remained amystery. Someone had tried to kill her. She didn't know who, and she
wasn't surewhy. Not atorture killing like Gretl's; nothing weird about it; just a straightforward attempt at
murder!

A Crydalite n? That'swhy Explorers studied self-defense, after dl, because of the threat posed
by fanatics. It could have been. In which case, theintended victim might not have been Don Furz
particularly, but smply any Explorer. However, Crystalite assassnswere said to scream religious
dogans during attacks. Certainly they had done so during the Jut Massacre and in severd other
assassinations since. This person, mae or female, had been silent.

Was it someone who knew what Don had found out? One of those twenty the Explorer King had
mentioned? Then how had he or shefound out? What did they know?



Wasit someonefrom BDL?

What would her trusted friend think about it? She had been unable to pass the word aong until
yesterday.

Now she redlized the doctor was looking at her oddly, obvioudy wondering at her long preoccupation.
"l was just trying to figure out some way to have the scar removed now," she said to explain her
abgtraction. "But it can't be done. Therejust isn't time. Other than the scar, how am 17

"Y ou'rethirty-three years old, in perfect hedlth, in beautiful shape, with no evidence of any disease
whatsoever. Y ou've got the muscles of astevedore and the reaction time of aprime jetbdl ace. What
elsecan | tell you? Hereé's a copy of the report. The duplicate will be placed in your record.” He cocked
his head and looked at her quizzically.

Don grinned. No matter how often she told hersdlf it was foolish, she dways approached the annua
medica exam with the suspicion it would find her in some lingering illness. Each time, the report relieved
her anxiety, and she took the copy now with a sense of reprieve.

She called Fyne Blanchet from a booth in the [obby of the medica building.

"I made alunch date for you with your elderly relative,” he said. "She'salittle hard of hearing, so | hope
shegot it draight.”

"When and where, Blanchet?"

"Thirteen hundred at the Fish House on Bayside Street. She told me, among many other things, that she
doesn't eat red meat.”

"Who can afford red meet? | can't." Pasture land was strictly limited on Jubal, and red meat was the
epitome of luxury. Fowl was more usud. Fish, more common yet.

"I'm waiting for acall back from your niece, and Link Emert would love to have cocktails with you after
work. He says seventeen hundred at the 'Ling Lounge, just down the block from his office."

"Fine. I'll check back with you after lunch.”

Lunch at the Fish House was as predictable as any meal with Cynda. Close ingpection of the menu to
determine whether there was anything on it she could not eat. Each such item read aloud. Querulous
inquiry into the morals of anyonewho would eet said item. Further finicky attention given to ordering
copioudy from among itemsthat she could egt. And, finaly, greedy consumption of said items, right
down to the polish on the plate, while discourang upon the flavor of every mouthful.

If anyone had an ear trained on Cyndal, Don hoped they enjoyed the experience.

"Very nice, Donatdlla. Very generous of you. What do you hear from your dear mother?"

"Just theusud, Cousin Cyndd. She's<till grestly involved with the local gardening group therein
Deepsoil Twelve. She asked to be remembered to you.”

"Such alovely woman, your mother.”



Donatella, who had quite another view of her parent, smiled and said nothing. When she left the
restaurant, the waiter came running after her with her bag, which she, asusud, had forgotten.

"Blanchet? Did you get hold of Fabian?'
"Dinner tonight or breakfast tomorrow, whichever you prefer.”

"Oh, makeit dinner tonight. Then I'll have the morning to deep in and luxuriate before starting back to
Northwest. Tell her—tell her to pick aplace and I'll meet her there at twenty hundred. I'm going to do
some shopping before | meet Link Emert. Thanks, Blanchet.”

When she arrived at the'Ling Lounge, she found Link aready ensconced behind atable, hismobile chair
hidden by it. Link usudly arrived early in order to make his disability less apparent.

"Donatellal" He haf rose, pushing up with hisarmsto give the gppearance of someone with legs that
worked, then seated himself again to reach out for her hand. She did not lean down to kiss him. He had
been very explicit about the pain that caused him, so she didn't do it. Also, her hair was flattened and
drawn back severely and she was wearing anot very becoming suit that made her legs and torso

shapeless.

"I don't want to want you anymore," he had said to her once, the words hissing out between clenched
teeth. "Don't you understand, Don! It hurtsto want you. It hurtsto want anything!"

S0, she looked as unwantable as possible, within the bounds of what might be acceptable in a place with
the effrontery to call itself the'Ling Lounge. Predictably, it was decorated with phoney 'lings, plastic
crystasthat reached from floor to ceiling. Variations on Tripsinger themes pounded from speskers.
"Interesting place," she said, gesturing with disdain. "How long hasthis been here?"

"Oh, lessthan ayear. It'san appaling tourist trap, plain and simple, but the drinks are good.”
"Tourists! Lord. That'saword I'd read about but never thought to hear in Jubal, Link. Tourigts!"

"More of them al thetime, Don. There's even some guy down in Bay City who advertisesinterior trips
for tourists, with Tripsingers and the whole score.”

"He's out of hismind!"

"No. Hetakes them out by the Deadheads, sings them through with some mish mash, then givesthem a
look at the Crazies, "accidentally' blows up a Crazeling or two, and brings the tourists back al agog.
They think they've beenin peril."

"And he makesit with both hands."

"So | hear. What are you drinking, Donatella, my love? It's been dmost year since I've seen you, you
know that?' He said "my love' casudly, asthough it didn't matter, but her heart turned over at the words,
asit dways had. He wasthinner. His eyes were sunken. That once glowing face looked pdlid. Even his
lips were colorless. She shook herself and smiled, pretending not to see.

They ordered drinks. They taked. Little things. Inconsequentialities. Recent explorations. Link'swork as
Explorer liaison to the Governor's office. The recent announcement that the CHASE Commission was



coming to Jubd.
"What the hdll isthe CHASE Commission?' she asked.

"The Planetary Exploitation Council has set up anew commission to decide once and for al whether
thereis sentient native life on Jubd."

"Oh, | did know about it. | just didn't remember the name. The services man talked about it [ast night.
And somebody mentioned it at that reception | came down for, last time | was hereintown.” Donatella's
real reason for coming to Splash One had occupied her mind to such an extent that she had been barely
ableto focuson socid rituds. "As| recdl on that occasion | forgot who the Governor's wife was and
introduced her to someone as Gereny Vox."

"Donatellal" He sounded genuinely shocked. By no stretch of resemblance could the well-known mule
breeder be compared in either face or figure to Honeypeach Thonks. Gereny was acompletely genuine,
if rough-edged, person of considerable charm. Lady Honeypeach was a slf-created and ominous
device.

"It wasjust adip of thetongue. | knew right away 1'd got it wrong, and | apologized al over the place.
She was very sweet about it, in apoisonousway." Don laughed unconvincingly. It had been ahorrible
gaffe, one she'd heard about later from the Explorer King and one that, in its way, had perhaps helped to
obscure what else she might have been doing in Splash One. "Well, how are they going to go about
deciding the sentience question?”

"They're going to hold hearingsin afew weeks, just asthey did fifty years ago, what €l se?"
"Remind mewhat CHASE standsfor."
"The Commission on Humans and Alien Sentience: Exploitation.”

"Arethey going to try to prove human sentience first?" She choked with laughter. "I've had some
question about that recently. | have afew nomineesfor no sentience a dl, starting with the Governor.”

"Hush, child. Y ou make treasonous utterance. The Governor's stepson is chairman of the commission.
Y mries Fedder. He named the commission, | understand.”

"Oh, yes. Honeypeach's son." It seemed appropriate to say nothing more, and she contented herself with
quirking one eyebrow at Link. He quirked back and she sighed. Asaways, they understood each other
precisaly. Asaways, she ached to hold him. Asaways, she mourned for him, longed for him. And as
aways, she kept a cheerful face and et none of it show. He had been in that chair for five years, ever
since the trip on which an unexplored Presence blew with Link directly in theway. He should have died,
would have died except for Don. Afterward he had accused her of sentencing him to life imprisonment,
and she had offered to help him out of it. No Explorer could do less, no lover more. The offer still stood.
He had not taken her up on it yet. Thank God.

And as dways when she saw him, her mind went frantic, trying to think of away for arather minor
employee of the Department of Exploration to lay hands on something like a hundred thousand chits.
Whichisroughly what it would cost to get Link to Serendipity and pay for regeneration of hislegs. Half
that amount would import a set of bio-prostheses, which would at least let him walk!

No sense thinking about it. She'd thought about it before. Ten years sdlary. Damn BDL and their



priorities Brou firgt, everything else second. And the Explorer Kings, who should be fighting for medical
care as part of the contract, seemed content to piddle around with the amenities package. She kept her
facecdm, crying insde.

Two hours went by and she looked at the comp on her wrist. "Got to run, Link. In one hour I've got a
date with my niece, remember her? Fabian? With the Planetary Welfare Office.”

"l saw Fabian just last week. She came into the Governor's office for something or other ... what was
it? Oh, | remember. She'sworking on a settlement plan for the fringe people who get |eft behind when
various military personnd are transferred out-system.”

"Fringe peopl€?"

"Ah ... what shall we say. Unofficial dependents. Uncontracted spouses. The troopers bring themiin.
Then when they ship out, they decide for one reason or another to go unencumbered.”

"Unofficid divorce”
"In amanner of speaking. Kids, too, of course.”

"Bagtards," she said, with fedling. "Link. Thanksfor the drinks." Shetook his hand in her own, casudly,
squeezed it, only for amoment, smiled and rose.

"Donatellal" He caled her back. "Y ou forgot your bag."

Shereturned to the Chapter House to shower and change her clothes, entering by the back door and
dipping up the stairs when no one was wetching, not furtively, smply asthough in ahurry. She had no
particular wish to explain her unattractive garb to anyone, least of dl Blanchet. By thetime he arrived
with the drink she ordered, she was showered and dressed for dinner, abeit less spectacularly than on
the previous night.

"Did you have good vigtswith your friends?'

"Cousin Cyndd isnot redly afriend,” she confessed with every semblance of candor. "Cousin Cyndd is
apain in the downspout. However, if | don't see her when I'm here, my mother doesn't let meforget it.
Seeing Link Emert isaso apain, of adifferent kind. | kegp remembering him the way he was before the
accident.”

"Ah." Blanchet was sympethetic. "Well, you'll enjoy the evening more, perhaps.”
"Oh, Lord," shereplied, "I hope so. It's dways good to see Fabian. She'sfun.”

And Fabian was. Shetold stories of the "fringe peopl€”’ that made Don dternately laugh and cry; made
outrageous conversation with the waiters who ddlivered their crigp cooked vegetables, wonderfully
flavored with strips of broiled fish and fowl; and ended the evening in reminiscences and generd
conversation. Asthey left the restaurant, Don said, "Damn, | forgot my bag again,” and Fabian laughed.
"Y ou dways have, every time I've ever been with you, so | picked it up for you. Here."

And back to her room again, duty done. Same procedure with the purse aslast night. It wasthefirst
chance she had had.



The note was in the bag. Under the bedcovers she read the tiny |etters.

"Note received. Terree's brother, Tasmin Ferrence, said to be on way to 'Soilcoast. Has music box. |
will contact. Careful

And the curvy line that made the signature. Chain, or CHAIN, if one wanted to be accurate. The
investigative and enforcement arm of the PEC, that was CHAIN. Donatella spent afutile moment wishing
that CHAIN was indeed present on Jubd, in force, rather than merely represented by onefairly
powerless former employee.

Back to the note. Careful. What did that mean? Careful . Of course she was careful.

Stll, the single word gppended to the note made her uneasy. Instead of faling immediately adeep asshe
usually did—asdl Explorersdid if they wished to be properly concentrated on each day's task—she
squirmed restlesdy in the noisy dark, staring at the lights from the sal oon-cum-amusement park across
the street. Refracted through the beveled glass of her windows, the lights made red-purple lines across
her bed. There were the sounds of a crowd outside, little muffled by the closed windows. The bustle of
people moving aong the avenue, shouts of revelry and of annoyance, replies, laughing or threatening or
haranguing. Like those fanatics. She remembered the burning Crystdlite, eyebals crisping through a
curtain of fire, and sat the thought aside with a shudder. Think of something else. Think of Link. Link with
hisface so carefully controlled. No accusations. Not for years. And yet she would be lying to hersdf if
she thought he had adapted.

Of course he hadn't. He was still the same Link; trapped, trapped forever, and she as trapped without
him.

If only. If only she had a hundred thousand chits. If only she could get a hundred thousand chits. He
deserved it. BDL owed it to him.

She could not rest. She was not even deepy. If she had been even drowsy, she might not have heard the
sound, so tiny anoise, aclick whereaclick didn't belong.

At the window in the bathroom. Opening on an airshaft, as she recalled. Three stories up.

She did not wait for the click to be repeated. Explorers did not wait. Those who waited, died. Instead,
sherolled out of the bed, heaping the coversinto avaguely body-shaped roll behind her, and stood
behind the open bathroom door. She had no wegpon. A menta inventory of the room yielded nothing of
use. The bathroom now, yes. There were ussful thingsthere. Spray flasks of various things: dry-wash,
anti perspirant, depilatory. She visualized where she had |eft them, the dry-wash on the edge of the bath,
set aside, not useful herein Splash One where there was plenty of water. The antiperspirant wasin the
cabinet. The depilatory was on the back of the convenience, where she had sat to do her legsand the
back of her neck. An amost full bottle.

The dlick was repeated, thistime with asolidly chunking sound as though something had given way. The
latch on the bathroom window, no doubt. She began to breathe quietly, deeply. Whoever was breaking
inwould listen for that. Deeply. Regularly. Bresthe.

Thefigure came through the bathroom door so slently that she dmaost missed it. Only the movement
acrossthe bars of light betrayed it. On feet as silent, she dipped around the door and into the bathroom,
feding for the flask, the barest touch, not wanting to make asound. She picked it up carefully, her face
turned toward the room, trying to seein the intermittent flares of livid light.



Thefigurewas at the bed. It leaned forward, reaching. No knife thistime. Something else. A growl,
amogt like an animal asit redized she wasn't there. It turned toward the switch, and suddenly the room
was flooded with light. The hooded figure spun around, saw her, lunged toward her, and she sprayed the
depilatory full initseyes, fdling Sdeways as she did so.

It made no sound except agagging spit. It kept coming, blindly, reaching for the place she had moved
toward. Bigger than she. Stronger, too, most likely. It was like adeadly game of fedy-find. The cregture
couldn't see, but it could hear her. She went across the bed in awild scramble, then out the door into the
hall, leaving it open. The stairwell was directly ahead of her. She breathed, "No, no, don't,”" just loudly
enough to be heard, then stepped sideways and knelt by thewall. As the maddened figure rushed toward
her voice, she stuck out her foot, and the careening shape plunged over it, headfirst down the sairs. Don
darted back into her room and shut the door.

The crashing sound brought colleagues and visitors out into the hall. Don joined them, deepily tying the
belt of her robe. "What was that noise? Did you hear it? What happened?’ V oices from below were
raised in incredul ous excitement.

A man. Must have fallen down the stairs. No, a man's body. He's dead.
What was he doing in the Chapter House? Did anyone know him?

Why was he dressed that way?

A thief? Who would rob a Chapter House? Explorers didn't carry valuables.

The excited interchange bubbled on while Don haf hung across the bannister, staring at the black lump
on the floor below. Someone had removed the mask, and a blankly anonymous face stared up at her
with dead and ruined eyes. Someone who had known where she was. Someone who had known she
was alone. How fortuitous for someone that the intruder had broken his neck. Now no one could ask
him who had sent him.

6

Three mule riders approaching Splash One early one morning from the direction of the Mad Gap would
have been enough to attract the atention of the locals. Three muleridersfollowed by asmall swarm of
Crygdlites, dl of whom were hooting, cursing, and throwing mud, was enough not only to attract
attention but to bring the nearest military detachment into overwhelming action. The Crysaliteswere
promptly face down in the mud they had been using as ammunition, their hands and feet locked behind
them, and tranquilizer guns were being applied ungtintingly to various exposed portions of their anatomies.

"Sorry about that," the Captain in command of the group said to Tasmin, offering him a clean towe from
the riot wagon. "They're getting worse dl thetime. If the Governor doesn't act soon, our commanding
officer, Colonel Lang, probably will. Hope it won't betoo late.”

"How late would it have to beto betoo late?' asked Clarin in abitter voice, trying to get the mud out of
her curly hair with scant success. "That last mud ball had arock init." A red lump the size of ahen'segg
wasrising on her forehead, and she looked as disheveled as she did angry. "Our Master, here, preferred
we not use our whips on them.”



"l saw your troop coming,” Tasmin said to the officer in amild voice. "I thought we could outrun them
until you arrived.”

Jamieson was regarding the prone figures vindictively, running his quirt through his hands. Tripsinger
muleswere so wdll trained it would be unthinkable to use quirts on them; the device was merely costume.
Despitethis, Jamieson'sintent could beread in hisface.

"They'd loveit if you took thewhip to "em," the Captain said, gesturing his permission. "Do, if itll make
you fed better. They consider that quite amark of holiness, being beaten on. That's why we usethe
trank-guns. They hate that. Keep 'em tranked up for ten days or o, force feed ‘em, then turn 'em loose
fatter than they were. They just hateit.” He spat reflectively, as Jamieson unobtrusively put the quirt out
of sight. The officer held out his hand. "Name's Jines Verbold.”

Tasmin took the proffered hand. "It's good to meet you, Captain Verbold. I'm Tripsinger Tasmin
Ferrence. These are my two acolytes, Reb Jamieson and Renna Clarin.”

The Captain nodded to each of them. "Did | misread something, Master Ferrence, or did you three just
come down the hillsfrom the Mad Gap?"

"Wedid. Isthere something wrong with that?"
"I didn't know anybody could get through the Gap."

Tasmin expressed amazement. "'l used an old, old Password, Captain. | suppose it could have been log,
though that's hard to believe. It's been in my library since my father'stime, maybe even hisfather's. | think
it'san origind Erickson. It never occurred to meit wasn't generally known."

"Well, that'll be newsto please some people | know of. They've had people trying the Gap, trottin' up
there and then trottin' down again, for about the last year."

"It'sthose crazy key shiftsin the PJ" said Clarin thoughtfully as she rummaged in one pocket. Something
moved benegth her fingers, and she scratched it affectionatdly. "And those high trumpet sounds. They
aren't anything you'd think of, normally."

"And how Erickson thought of them, God knows," laughed Tasmin. Hefelt arush of sudden ation.
Despite the mudflinging fanatics, the incident was an omen, afavorable omen. Things were going to go
right in Splash One. He was going to find out everything he needed to know. The weight of mystery
would be lifted. There would be no more questions. He turned to the acolytes, wondering if they felt as
euphoric as he did to be at the end of the journey.

Jamieson evidently felt something. The boy's face shone with interest as he looked down onto the city.
During their travel s, he seemed to have become less preoccupied with the girl he had | eft behind and
increasngly interested in where they were going and what they were doing. Or perhapsit wasthe girl
who was with them, athough Tasmin had not seen him make any obvious movein her direction. Still ...
propinquity. An excellent remedy for absent friends, propinquity—although it would be hard to know
whether Jamieson had been encouraged or not, Clarin being so sdf-contained. She was an inveterate
pettifier—Tasmin would have bet she had acrysta mousein her pocket right now, one shed caught
gtedling food from the camp. She was friendly and aways thoughtful, but cool. Tasmin had cometo
gppreciate her during thistrip. He gpproved of her restrained manner, her calm and undemanding
demeanor, though he did so without ever consdering what that approva implied.



"l said,” the officer repeated, breaking in on Tasmin'sthoughts, "1 said, where are you staying?'

"The citadel," he replied, dmost without thinking. Where ese would a Tripsinger stay but there, among
hisown kind?"If they have room for us."

"Do you know your way there?"

"Not redlly. I've been in Splash One before, but it was years ago, when | did alot of tripsto the Coast.”
Thiscity looked nothing like the smalish town he remembered. This city swarmed, bubbled, erupted with
ebbs and flows of citizenry, trembled with noise. "Thank God for one hundred meters of Deepsoil,” he
murmured only half-aoud, intercepting Clarin's empathetic glance.

"It'samazing, isn't it?" she agreed. "l saw it two years ago on my way down from Northwest to Deepsoil
Five. | think it'sdoubled in Sze Snce then.”

"WEell, it's enough changed that I'm going to send aman with you asaguide," the Captain told them.
"There are Crydtdlitesin the city, too, and they consider anyonein Tripsinger robes as targets of
opportunity. I'm in charge of a stockade of troublemakers, awhole disciplinary barracks full, and | swear
they're less trouble than these damn fanatics. | suggest you leave the mulesin the citadd stables after this
and wear civilian clothesin town. It's not fool proof protection, since they may recognize your faces, but
itll help.”

"What are we alowed to do," Jamieson asked, "to protect ourselves?

"Anything you bloody well can,” Verbold replied. "Up to and including killin' afew of ‘em. Likel sad,
once the Governor gets off hisrounded end, well have aclearance order on 'em and that'll put an end to
it"

"Clearance order?' Clarin asked.

"For the maintenance of public safety, yes, Maam. The relocation camp's already built, down the Coast
about ten miles. Power shielded and pretty much escape proof. Put 'em in there and let 'em have at each
other if they have to have at somebody. Everyone knows it hasto be done. What's keeping his
excdlency isbeyond us—al of us. Somethin' devious no doubt." He pulled aface, begging ther
complicity. It had not been apalitically astute thing to say.

"Any rumors about the delay?' Jamieson demanded.

"Oh, theresdwaysrumors," the Captain said, turning away brusquely. He had said too much. Besides,
they knew what the rumors were: The Governor was being given a share of the pilgrimage money; he
was being paid off by the fanatics.

Tasmin shook his head at Jamieson, and he subsided. Tasmin did not want to discuss planetary politics
or the Planetary Exploitation Council here on the public way, surrounded by soldiers who might repeat
anything that was said, in or out of context, accurately or not. What the Captain choseto say wasthe
Captain's own business, but Tasmin had alifdlong habit of caution. He leaned from the saddle to take the
officer's hand once more. "Thank you, Captain. I'll tell the Master Genera of the citadel how helpful
you've been." The Master Genera of the Splash One Citadd was a so the Grand Magter of the
Tripsinger Order, Thyle Vowe. Favorable mention to Vowe was not an inconsiderable favor, and the
Captain grinned as he stepped back and sduted them on their way.



They reached the citadel without further incident, were welcomed, then lauded when it became known
that Tasmin had come down from the Mad Gap with along lost Password. There was good-natured
teasing of the citadel librarian, some not so good-natured responses from that officid, followed by room
assgnmentsfor the travelers, provision for cleaning the clothes they had with them, and obtaining more
anonymous garments to be worn in town. Grand Master Thyle VVowe, it seemed, was at the Northwest
Citadel and would not return for some days. Tasmin wrote anote, including some laudatory words about
Captain Verbold—including his probable politica sympathies—and l€eft it for him. It was|ate afternoon
before al the detail s were taken care of and Tasmin could get away.

The two acolytes were lounging in the courtyard, obvioudy waiting for him, Clarin, predictably, with a
gray-furred crystal mouse—so called because its norma habitat was among the crystal
presences—running back and forth on her shoulder.

"Private busness," Tasmin sad, trying to be more annoyed than he actualy was. Now that the time had
come, hewas having afit of nerves, and the false hodtility in his voice grated even upon hisown ears.

"No, sr," said Clarin, apparently unmoved as she pocketed the mouse. "Y ou'vetold us all about it, and
we need to go with you. We can help you find Lim Terreg's manager or agent or whatever heis." She
was saying no more than the truth. In the long evenings over the campfire, they had learned more about
one another than any of them would have shared in the sratified society of the citaddl. They were dmost
family—with the responsibility thet entailed.

Tasmin, suddenly aware of that respongbility, found that it made him irritable. "I can do that done."
Could he? Did he want to?

"Y ou might be set upon, Master. Welve inquired. It's best for Tripsingersto go in company, so the
Master Generd of thiscitadd has ordered.” Jamieson wasfactud, alittle brusque, avoiding Tasmin's
eyes. With sudden ingght, Tasmin realized the boy was not speaking out of mere duty and would be
wounded if he were rebuffed.

Hetook refuge in brusgueness of hisown. "1 hope you two haven't been chirping.”

"Master Ferrence!” The boy was hurt at being accused of being loose mouthed.

Jamieson's pain shamed Tasmin for hislack of courtesy, and he gritted histeeth. "Did you get acar?'
"Yes, gr. That greenish one over there.”

"Lookswell used, doesn't it?" The vehicle appeared to have been used to haul hay, or perhapsfarm
animals, it sagged; the bubble top was scratched into gray opacity.

"W, there were only two to choose from, and the other onewas pink." Jamieson gave him asidelong
glance, assaying asmile of complicity, till with that expresson of strain.

Tasmin flushed. Did he have the right to reject friendship when it was offered? Was he so determined
upon his hurt he would hurt others to maintain the appearance of grief? He reached out to lay hishand on
Jamieson's shoulder, including Clarinin hisglance. "'If you're so damned set on being helpful ... " Tasmin
hed already made afew calsfrom hisroom, locating one of the backup men Lim had had with himin
Deepsoil Five and obtaining from him the name of Lim's agent. "We're looking for aman named Larry
Porsent, and we're supposed to find him in the Bedlowe Building, Eleventh Street and Jubilation
Boulevard." Under his hand, Jamieson relaxed.



The streets were scarred with new and half-hedled trenches; the building they sought was under
congiruction with the first two floors occupied even while dl the turmoil of fabrication went on above.
They dodged hod carriers and bricklayers and representatives of half adozen other construction
specidties asthey climbed the stairsto the second floor.

"When do you suppose they'll start putting liftsin these buildings," Jamieson complained. "'I've done
nothing inthiscity yet but climb sars. They've got Clarin and mein dormitoriesfive flightsup.”

"They'll put in liftswhen lift mechanisms are defined as essentid,” Tasmin sad indifferently. He had been
given apleasant suite on the second floor of the citadd, overlooking awalled garden. "Or when there
getsto be enough demand to fabricate them locally. Right now, it takes tenth place behind alot of other
needed supplies like medical equipment and farm machinery and computers. There'sthe office."

The name was painted in lopsided |etters on araw, new door. Inside they found the tenant crouched on
thefloor, trying to assemble adesk. He was a short, plump man with a polished pink face that gleamed
with swesat and annoyance as hetried to fit a part into adot that obvioudy would not hold it. "Larry
Porsent," heintroduced himself, clambering to hisfeet with some difficulty. "What can | do for you."

"I'm Tasmin Ferrence.”
"Y es." There was no indication the man recognized the name.
"I'm Lim Terreg's brother.”

The man scowled. "I'll be damned. Redlly? | didn't know he had a brother. Didn't know he had any kin
at al. Except hiswife, of course, and the kid.”

"Wife"

"Well, sure. Y ou mean you didn't know? Well, of course you didn't know or you wouldn't be surprised,
right. I'm kind of dow on the launch today. Not my day. Not my season, if you want the truth. Perigee
time. Lim'sdeath just about finished me off."

"Hewasamgor client?'

"He was damn near my only client. Hewanted dl my time, and | gave it to him. Would've worked out
fine, too, if he hadn't gone crazy. | mean, since you're his brother and kin and al—these your kids? Nice
lookin' kids. Why in the name of good sense would aman take every credit he's saved up in ten years
and spend everything he's got settin’ up atour of the dirt towns! Y ou can't make that pay. Everybody
knowsyou can't makeit pay. | told him. | told hiswife, Vivian, and shetold him." He ran both hands
through histhinning hair, then thrust them out as though to beg understanding. "Why would aman do
thet?'

"Y ou mean, the tour to Deepsoil Five wasn't afinancid success?’

"Hell, man, no tour to the dirt townsisafinancia success! They're dwaysadead loss. Only timewe do
‘em, ever, isif BDL banks'emfor us. | mean, any of us, any agent, any performer. BDL paysit out every
now and then, just for the goodwill, but there's no audience there. How much can you make, stacked up
aganst what it coststo get there?'



Jamieson asked, "Y ou'retdling usthat Lim Terrée used his own money to pay for thetrip?’

"Everything he had. Down to the house and hiskid's savings fund. And since you're his brother, | can
show you afew hillsthat didn't get paid if you're interested in clearing his good name.”

Tasmin shook his head, dizzied by this spate of unexpected information. "Lim had avery expensve
comp on hiswrist when | saw him lat.”

"Hedid, indeed. And | wish | had it now. That was a gift, that was. Guess who from? Honeypeach
hersdf. The Governor's lady."

He spat the word. "Poor old Lim couldn't sell it or he was dead. He couldn't loseit or he was dead. Al
he could do was wear it and try to stay out of her bed. People that upset Honeypeach end up buried.
She'sacrydd-rat, that one. Teeth like a Jammling, and she wanted to eat him.”

"Taregswife" Clarin said, sympeatheticaly aware of Tasmin's confusion. "Wherewould we find her?"

"Youll find her & home, such asit is, over the fish market, down at the south end. Or you'll find her in
the market, guttin' and scalin'. She and the kid haveto est, and Lim sure |eft her without the wherewithal.
She left aregistered job with the Exploration records office to have Lim's kid, and they surewon't take
her back ... "

"I may have some other questions,” Tasmin said, shaking his head. "Right now I'm too confused by al
thisto know. We can find you here daytimes?"

"If I can make it through the next few days, you can. I've got afew comerslined up. One of ‘em’s bound
to bresk orbit. None of 'em are Lim Terrée, though, 'l tell you that. He was agenius. A damned genius.
He could do more with amusic box than any other three people. If you find out what made him crazy, |
wish you'd let me know." He dropped to his knees and began working on the assembly once more,
obliviousto their departure.

In the car there was a careful silence. Tasmin wastrying to fit what he had just learned into the Structure
he had postulated, and it did not fit. A pennylessLim Terrée. A man who had told the truth when he said
he hadn't the funds to help Tasmin with their mother's needs. Why?

"Do you know where the fish market is, Reb?’

The boy flushed with pleasure. Tasmin seldom addressed him by his sobriquet. "Clarin and | Sudied the
city mgp for awhile. | think | canfindit."

Hedid find it, after severd faseturns, dthough finding a place to put the car was another thing. The
market was long and narrow, extending across the length of the fish farms and the fleet moorings. The
wares on display included both native and farmed out-system fish, finned and shelled and naked skinned.
Though Jubd had apaucity of land life—afew smdl animaslike viggies, afew birdlike and insect-like
creatures—its shallow oceans burgeoned with species, and the rainbow harvest made up most of the
protein needs of the human inhabitants. They struggled through the crowd toward the south end of the
market, asking asthey went for Vivian Terrée.

Tasmin knew her as soon as he saw her. Shewas so like old pictures of his mother that she could have
been related by blood. That same triangular face, the same deeply curved and oddly shaped mouth in
which the lower lip appeared to be only haf aslong asthe upper one, giving her acurioudy exotic



gppearance. That same long, silvery hair—though Vivian woreit braided and pinned to keep it out of her
way. Lim must have been attracted by that unbelievable resemblance.

"Vivian?' Taamin asked.

She pushed awisp of hair from her forehead with one wrist, keeping the bloody fingers extended. Her
other hand held a curved knife. Y es?"

"I'd like to talk with you, if you have aminute.

"l don't have aminute. | don't have any time at dl. They don't like us having conversationswhile we're
supposed to be working." Her face and voice were so full of worry and pain there was no room for
curiogity.

"l canwait until after work. My name's Tasmin Ferrence. I'm Lim's brother.”
She gared a him, her eyes gradudly filling with tears. The knife hand trembled, as though it wanted to

make some other and more forceful gesture. "Damn you," she said in agrating whisper. "Damn you to
hel."

In his shock, Tasmin could not move. Clarin stepped between them as though she had rehearsed the
movement. "Don't say that, Vivian. | don't know why you would say that. Tasmin was only aboy when
his brother |eft home, and he doesn't know any reason for you to say anything like that. See. Look at his
face. He doesn't know. Whatever it is, he doesn't know."

The woman was crying, her shoulders heaving. Tasmin straightened, looked around to meet the eyes of
an officious and beefy personage stalking in his direction. He moved to meet thisthreet. "Are you the
supervisor here?"

The man began to bluster. Tasmin drew himself up. "I am Tripsinger Tasmin Ferrence. | am on officid
businessfor the citadd. | need to talk to thiswoman, Vivian Terrée, and | intend to do so. Y ou can either
cooperate or | can report your lack of cooperation to the citaddl. The choiceis entirely up to you."

The blugter changed to awhine, the whineto adobber. Tasmin left himin midcringe. "Clarin, find out
wherewe cantalk.”

Vivian led them out of the market and around to the rear where aflight of rickety stairstook them to the
second floor. Thetiny gpartment was as splintery and dil gpidated as the stairs, with narrow windows that
did nothing to ventilate the scantily furnished two rooms or amdliorate the overwhelming stench of fish.

The baby was playing quietly inacrib. A boy child, about two or alittle older. He turned to look at them
curioudy asthey entered, holding up hisarmsto his mother. "D'ink."

"Lim'sson?"
"Lim's. Of course." Shefilled acup and held it to the baby's lips. "Little Miles.”
The name came as ashock. Named after their father? Lim's and Tasmin's father?

"Limdidnt live here?' Taaminfumbled.



"Wedidn't live here. We had a house, a nice house, on the rocks over the bay. Therewas alittle beach
for Milesto play on. Lim borrowed againgt it."

Miles?"Youlog it?!

"l guess| never redly had it." Sheturned on him, glaring. "Wewould haveit if he hadn't done that crazy
thing. He borrowed againgt the house. Againgt everything we had. A hundred-day note. Due and payable
at the Old Moon. Hewas dead by then." She leaned over the child, weeping.

Tasmin looked a Clarin, pleadingly.

"L et metake the baby out on the gairs," she said to Vivian. Y ou and Tasmin need to talk." She went
out with Jamieson, and he could hear them playing arhyme game on the landing while the sea birds
ghrieked overhead.

"Vivian. | dont ... | don't know why Lim did that. His agent told me about it. | don't understand it."

"He had to get to you."

"Tome? | hadn't even seen him in fifteen years! | wroteto him and he didn't even answer!™

"Y ou wrote to ask him for money. Why should he send money to you!™
Tasmin bit back the obvious answer, controlled himself.

"Vivian, | don't know why. Mother wasin need; | thought Lim was making it with both hands."

"Let your damned father take care of her!"

"Hedied. Yearsago. Not long after Lim |eft." After Lim had left, Miles Ferrence had almost seemed to
court disagter.

She was shaking. "Dead?" She got up, moved into the next room. Tasmin could hear water running. Ina
moment she returned. Her hands and face were wet. She had washed off the fish blood. "Dead?’ she
asked again.

"Why doesit matter?'

"| supposeit doesn't, now. Everything he went through. Trying to prove himsdf to that rotten old man!™

"Y ou didn't even know him!*"

"I know about him." She began to weep again. "Hewas ... hewasterrible. Oh, God, he hurt Lim so."

"Well, Lim hurt him."

"Later. Later Lim hurt him. Later Lim tried to. To get even alittle. Because it didn't seem to matter. Poor
Lim."

"] don't understand.”



"How old are you?"' she asked suddenly, eyesflashing.
"“Thirty-two."

She counted, shaking her head. "Lim was thirty-seven, amogt thirty-eight. He was only twelve when it
happened. So, you were only seven. Maybe you didn't know. | guessyou didn't.” She bent forward,
weeping again.

"Vivian, please. Talk to me. | don't know what happened. | don't know what you're saying. Y es, my
father was a very unpleasant person sometimes. Yes, | think he was harder on Lim than he was on me
because Lim was older.”

"Hard! | could forgiveit if hed just been hard.”

"l don't know what you're talking about. 1'd like to understand, but | don't. | just don't."

"You redly don't know?"'

"I redly don't know."

She got up, wiping her eyes, and wandered around the room, picking things up, putting them down
again. Shewent to the door and looked out at the child, sitting on Jamieson's lap being party-caked by
Clarin. The mouse was on her shoulder once more, and the baby couldn't decide what to look at,
Clarin'shands or thelittleanima.

"When Limwastwelve," Vivian sad, "he went to choir school.”

Tasmin nodded. All Tripsingers and would-be Tripsingers went to choir school.

"There was this man, the assstant choir master. Lim told me his name was Jobson. Martin Jobson. "

"The name doesn't mean anything to me, Vivian."

"He was probably long gone by thetimeyou ... Well, he was one of those men—what do you call it?"
She paused, her face very pale. "A man who screws little boys?’

Tasmin ran histongue around asuddenly dry mouth. ™Y ou mean a pedophile?"
"HedidittoLim."
"Oh, Lord. How awful ... "

"He could have gotten over that | think. He redlly could. He said he could have gotten over that, and |
believe him. But Lim went home and told hisfather, your father."

Tasmin shut hiseyes, visudizing that confrontation. She did not need to go on. He knew what she would
sy.

"Your father told him it must have been hisfault, Lim's. Y our father said he must have asked for it.
Invited it. Seduced the man, somehow. Y our father told him hewas ruined. Debauched. That's the word
Lim aways said, debauched. Hetold Lim he wasfilthy. Perverted. That he couldn't love him anymore.”



"No," Tasmin murmured, knowing it wastrue. "Oh, no."

"Y our father had this viggy he was going to give Lim, and he gave it to you instead. Because you were a
good boy. Pure, hesaid.”

"Myviggy ..."

"Limlet it loose. If he couldn't haveit, hewouldn' et you haveit either. He went crazy, he said. He
heard the viggy singing to him, words he could understand, like adream. He had delusions. After thet ...

after that it didn't matter what he did. He was dready ruined. That'swhat hethought ... "

"Sowhenheranaway ..."

"Hewasjust getting even. A little."

"Ah." It was agrunt. Asthough he had been kicked in the ssomach. He got up and went to the door,
moved outside it onto the narrow porch, and bent over the railing. The blue-purple of the bay stretched

away to the headlands on ether side, and beyond the bay, the ocean. At thelimit of hisvision he could
see the towering buoys of the Splash site. Star ships came down there. Ships whose thunder was
cushioned from the planet by an enormous depth of ocean. Things came and went, but the foundations of

the world remained unshaken.

Unlike the men whose foundations trembled when new things came upon them. Unlike brothers, when
they learned the loved and despised was not despised at al and had not been loved enough.

"God," hesaid. It was aprayer.
"Magter?' Jamieson stood beside him, his hand out, hisface intent with concern.

“I'mdl right." He moved back into the shabby room. "Vivian. I'll help. I'll helpyou dl | can. You and the

"How?'

"I don't know. Not just yet. But | will help. Would you go to Deegpsoil Five? My mother would make
you very welcomethere ... no! Don't look like that. She didn't know. | swear to you, she did not know.
My father ... hewasacrud manin many ways, Vivian, but neither she nor | knew anything about what

you'vetold me. Lim never told us." He put hisarms around her.

"He dill loved hisfather,” she said, weeping. "And he was ashamed.”

Clarin camein with containers of hot tea, obtained from avendor down in the bustle. Jamieson went out

and returned with crisply fried chunks of fish, the chortling baby high on his shoulders, exclaming, "Hiss,
‘ot fiss." Both the acolytesingpected Tasmin asthough for signs of illness or damage, and he made an

attempt at a smile to reassure them. They were not reassured.

They sat without spesking for atime. Eventudly, Vivian said something about the baby, her face
softening asshe sadit.

Tasmin asked, "Do you know what Lim was doing, Vivian? Why hedid it?’



"He had to get toyou," shereplied. "That'sal | redly know. He needed something by Don Furz, and
you had it. And hetold meif he could get that, weld be wedthy. Hisfamily would be proud of him, and
we'd be wedthy.”

"Nothing ds=? Only that?'

"That'sdl. It was asecret, he said. A terrible secret.”

She knew nothing more. They |eft her there, promising to return. Tasmin gave her what money he had
with him, enough to last afew days. "Don't go back to the market,” he told her. "Y ou don't need to do
that.”

On the way to the car he fished in his pocket, bringing Celcy's earclip out at last. He stood by the car,
garing at it for along moment. All he had left of her. All.

"Jamieson.”

IIS' r?l

"You'reaclever fellow, Reb. Somewherein dl this mess there will be someone who buysgems. | paid
four hundred for apair of these. Firestones are more valuable here than they arein theinterior. You
ought to be able to get at least a hundred for this one clip, just on the value of the stones. That's enough
to buy passage for awoman and achild, isn't it?"

It was Clarinwho replied. "Y es, Sr. More than enough.” There was an achein her voice, but Tasmin
did not notice it. She wasfighting herself not to put her arms around him, but he did not notice that either.
Hisface was so tired and bleak, she would have done anything at al to comfort him. The best she could
do was do nothing.

"Can you do that, too?" Tasmin asked. "Get passage. Earliest possible trip with someonereliable. On
the Southern Route, | think. It'slonger, but there hasn't been afatdity on that route for quite awhile.”

"Yes, Sr." Jamieson and Clarin shared what Tasmin had cometo identify as"alook."

"I'mdl right. Y ou heard the whole thing from the airs, | know. It's ... well, it'sashock to find someone
youve—"

"Hated?' Clarin tilted her head to one side, examining him through compassionate eyes.
"l guess. It'sashock to find someone you've hated didn't deserveit. It turnsthe blame inward.”

"No more your fault than his" said Clarin, blinking rapidly. "Excuse me, Sir, but your father must have
been abastard.”

"Hewas." Tasmin sghed. "In many ways hewas, Clarin, hewas."
"And then what?" asked Jamieson. "Shal we go back on the sametrip?”

"Go back?' he shook his head, for amoment wondering what the boy was taking about. "To Degpsoil
Five? Of course not, Jamieson. The mystery isgtill there, isn'tit?1 still don't know what Lim was doing. |



gill don't know why Celcy died!™
"Where next, Sr?'
"To Don Furz. That'sthe only cluewe have left."

Donatella Furz returned to the Chapter House at Northwest |ate in the afternoon of the agreed-upon
day, having come up the coast in asmal BDL transport ship and inland from there in a provisions truck.
Zimmy would be expecting her, undoubtedly with something specid set up by way of dinner and
amusement. She needed him, needed to talk to him. Events of the past three days had been as confusing
asthey werefrightening. She kept thinking of Gretl, even though what was happening to her was nothing
like what had happened to Gretl except in its atmosphere of obdurate menace. At the moment of peril
she had had no time to be frightened. Only afterward, considering it, thinking how close to desth she had
come both times, did the cold sweat come on her and her sscomach knot.

Now she had to confide in someone. Someone close. Who else could it be but Zimmy? She found
hersdlf rehearsing the conversation she would have with him, his exclamations of concern. He aready
knew about Gretl—everyone at the Priory knew about Gretl—he'd understand her fear. Even thinking of
telling him made her fed better, asthough the very fact she could share her troubles and dangers
somehow lessened them. If she could trust anyone, she could trust him. Even though she hadn't told him
anything yet, she would now. She had to be able to talk to someone!

Zimmy, however, was not waiting for her.

She didn't want to make an undignified spectacle of herself over the man—he was a services employee,
after dl, and the Explorer King had said enough on that score aready—so she showered and changed
and went down to the common room for adrink and the odd bit of chitchat. Chase Random Hall wasin
hisusua place, a high backed chair with the unmistakable air of athrone. She nodded in hisdirection and
received anod in return.

"All well, Don?" he cdlled, bringing every eyein the room to rest on her.

Damn the man. "All well, Randy," she returned with abrilliant smile. "The doctor says|'ll live" She
circulated, exchanging the gossip of Splash Onefor the gossip of Northwest. The evening med was
announced, and still no Zimmy. Now she began to worry, just alittle. Had he forgotten the date of her
return? He would be full of apologies and congternation if that was the case, busy taking little digs at
himsdlf. Or had something happened to him? She turned away from the thought. 1t was enough that
people weretrying to kill her; surely there was no reason for anyoneto try to kill Zimmy. Of course,
there were dways accidents.

"] don't see Zimble around,” she said to her dinner mate.

"Zimmy? Oh, hewent out. Let's see, | saw him go out the little gate about midafternoon. Shopping, he
sad, and then an amateur show with friends."

"Ah." She kept her voice carefully casual. "After what | saw in Splash One, | grow concerned about any
absent face." The conversation switched to Gretl Mechas, and she quickly changed the subject. They
talked of Crystdlites, suspected and proven, and she remained puzzled. He must have forgotten. Though
Zimmy usualy didn't forget. Not anything. He was the kind of man who remembered every word of
conversations held years before; the kind of man who sent greetings on obscure anniversaries, the kind of
man who kept gift shopsin business. He had alittle notebook full of peoplée's birthdays. This minor talent,



or vice, would have made him merely a sycophantic niggler wereit not for his humor and charm. No, she
could not imagine Zimmy forgetting.

Shewasin the lounge at acorner table, haf hidden by her table mates, when he returned. She saw him
in the halway, checking the message board. Rath was hafway through acomplicated story that she
chose not to interrupt, so she did not call out or make any gesture, but merely noticed Zimmy from under
her lowered lids. Zimmy turned, his mobile face twisted into alaughing response to someone's remark.

And saw her.

Don let her lids drop closed, frightened at what she had surprised in hisface. Shock. Shock and
astonishment. He had not expected to see her here. He had not expected to see her anywhere. She
gasped and put ahand to her throat, not looking up. Something hard pressed up. She gulped.

"Don? What's the matter?' Rath waslooking at her with concern.

"I swallowed the wrong way. Got so intrigued by your story, | forgot to bresthe." She laughed and
looked up. There hewas. Zimmy. Now he was beaming at her. Waving. If she hadn't seen him for that
split second, she would have believed in his apparent pleasure at the sight of her. She waved back, as
though she hadn't acarein the world.

Inside, apart of her screamed.

If he had not expected to see her at al, then he had expected her not to be here. Not to be anywhere.
To be dead.

Zimmy. So. Wdll and yes, Donatella He is a Chapter House man. A hired man. Here for your comfort.
Did you think love would change al that? Did you think heloved you just because he said s0? A hired
man isahired man, that is, aman who worksfor money, lovesfor money.

Who had paid him?

Rath's story concluded to general and amused disbelief. She excused hersalf and went to greet Zimmy,
hiding her inner turmoail, pretending. "Zimmy! Lord, it's good to be back. Splash Oneisamadhouse.” Her
throat wastight, but her voice sounded normal.

"Youlook al paearound the eyes, lovely. Why don't you go up and get into something more
comfortable and I'll give you anice backrub.” He gave her ady, sdeways glance, code for something
erotic. No, oh, no.

"Comeon up,” shesaid. "Just for afew minutes, though. I'm dead to the world. Couldn't deep down
therein Splash One. Too noisy." She was going on past him, waking up the sairs, dtill talking. "Zimmy,
do you know what | saw?' She described the Crystallite immolation, shuddering drameticaly. Oncein
the room, she sat on achair and took her shoes off, motioning him to the other chair.

"Don't you want anice backrub? Y ou'd deep better.”

"Zimmy, old friend, | will tell you the exact truth. There was aman at the Splash One Chapter House
you wouldn't believe." She described Blanchet, focusing on certain attributes of histhat were only
conjecturd, hinted at surfeit of dl things sexud, and concluded, "So | redly just want to fal into bed.
Alone”



His chin was actudly quivering. Tearswere hanging in the corners of his eyes. God, the man should be
awarded aprize for drama. Donatella made herself ean forward, made hersdlf pat him on the knee. "Oh,
Zimmy. Come on now. It didn't mean anything. It wasn't like us. But | am tired. Run on, now. Don't let
Randy see you being all upset or hell give you apublic lecture.” She yawned, opened the door for him
despite his pretty protestations, and locked it when he was out of earshot.

God. He was good. She had amost believed him. If it hadn't been for that one, split second ...

She would bet anything she owned that if he was not directly responsible for the attempts on her life, he
was deeply involved.

Who did he work for? In this house, he worked for the manager of services. The manager of services
worked for the Prior. The Prior worked for the head of the BDL Department of Exploration—what was

that man's name, anew man. Bard Jimbit. Bard Jmbit worked for Harward Justin, Planetary Manager.
All of them worked for BDL.

Or perhaps he worked for the Explorer King, unofficialy, for Randy's position was one of honor, not
actua authority. He had risen to that position, one of three or four current Explorersin various parts of
Jubal to do 0, through dection by his peers. The Kings were eected to represent the Explorersin
dealingswith BDL, to conduct contract negotiations and resolve disputes. Kings were supposed to be
nonpolitical, though everyone knew that avery palitical favor-trading process led to eection. It was part
of the wholeritua nonsense the order had been saddled with by Erickson. Theoreticaly, Don owed
fedty to the King, fedlty being anything from giving up her segt at dinner to going to bed with himiif he
demanded it. Chase Random Hall wastoo clever to causeill feding by demanding anything. He got what
he wanted without demanding. Did he also want her dead?

Who did want her dead? How had Lim Terrée actudly died? In an accident? Or had he fallen to some
black-hooded figure coming out of the night? She got up and checked the lock on the door, then
wandered around the room, casudly examining the walls and ceiling. Listening devices? Werethere
listening devicesin the wals? Were there eyes? Had someone watched her in this room as she pored
over Erickson's notes? Were those notes safe where she had hidden them in the clost, in thelining of her
boots? It was an odd, unsettling feeling to search for spies herein Northwest. She had expected there to
be eyes and earsin Splash One; she had not red ly thought there would be any here.

And why not?

Because thiswas home.

Who, here a home, had paid Zimmy?

Who, here at home, wanted her dead?

It was dmost dawn before shefell adeep.

In the luxurious Executive Suite of the BDL building in Splash One, Chase Random Hall was the dinner
guest of Harward Jugtin, Planetary Manager for BDL. They were not known to be friends, but Justin
sometimes commented that he found the Explorer King awitty and amusing companion, whose views on

the needs and desires of the Explorers were va uable to management.

At least, such was the oven reason Justin gave for their occasiona get-togethers. The covert basisfor



their red relationship was one of mutua sdf-interest. Just now they were discussing the upcoming
contract negotiaionsfor the Explorers Guild.

"Well start meeting next week on the new contract,” Randy said, sniffing at his broundy glass. "l
suppose you want me to go through the motions.”

"I've heard the usua nonsense that the Explorerswill demand increased medicd care” Justin said in his

heavy, humorless voice. Justin was a bulky, powerful-looking man of sinister cam. He never alowed
himsdlf to do anything that threatened that appearance in public, though his private pleasureswere less
restrained. His pleasures were indulged in by himsdf, but his angers were attended to by others, usualy

by hisagent, Spider Geroan. "Very expensve medica care.”

The Explorer King sought consultation from the bottom of hisglass. "They're getting serious about it,
Judin.”

"Whois?'

"A good many of them. Our little friend Don Furz, for one. Her lover's till in that chair, you know. Five
years now."

"She's only one person.”

"There are others."

"Not many. Reprogram them onto the amenitiesissue again. It'sahdl of alot chegper to pay for afew
additional services employeesthan it isto ship peopleto Serendipity and pay for regeneration. Tell them
about the progress we've dready made. There's minor regeneration already available here on Jubal.”

"We have machines only for thingslike eyes, fingers, wiping off scars. Doesn't mean much if you're
missng alegor anarm.”

Justin scowled. "The Explorer contract is not going to make adamned bit of difference, Hall! Go through
themotions." Thethreat in hisvoice was patent. " Torn them onto amenities and don't worry about it."

"So it won't make any difference” the King said. "Whichmeans ... "
"Which means you should ask very few questions, Hall, and engage in no speculation at al.”

Justin's voice was oily with maice, but the King chose not to hear it. "The Governor isleaving it
periloudy lae"

"Moving againg the Crystdlites, you mean?' Justin made acynica smirk. The Governor was doing what
Jugtin had told him to do. "He may want amajor incident.”

"Hell getit. It'sinevitable.”

"He may fed that he must have something irrefutable, unarguable. A notorious assassination, perhaps.
Something to justify the forceful use of troops.” Justin tilted the glass and drank the last drop of broundy,
then touched the button that would summon one of the mute and deaf waiters who served the Executive

Suite



"Presumably the CHASE group can't sart hearings until the Crystalites have been moved into the
relocation camp?’

"They'll be moved intime, just before CHASE is ready to meet. The Governor's stepson, Y mries
Fedder, will be chairman.” Justin was not quite happy about this, but there had been some necessary
favor trading in theivory halls of PEC. Governor Wuyllum Thonks had friends there, though Justin could

not imaginewhy.

The King mused, "'l presume the findings are dready determined. The commission will find thereisno
reason to believe any sentience existsin the Presences ... "

"After which event,” Judtin said with achilly and ruthless smile, "I think we would find we have more
economical accessto the interior than we've had heretofore.”

There was an gppreciative silence. "The Tripsingers are going to be very upset,” said the King. "To say
nothing of the Explorers.”

"Doyou redly care?' Justin asked carelesdly.

"Eachtime| check the balance in my account on Serendipity, | careless.” He made circles on thetable
with hisglass. Hall felt broundy was an overrated drink. The effect was pleasant, but the taste [eft much

to be desired. He preferred fruit-based liquors, imported ones. " The account comesto avery nice sum.
For which | should continue to give my best efforts. And that brings me back to Donatella Furz."

"Y ou've brought her up before. What are you suggesting, Randy? That she has uncovered some cache
of secrets? That she has discovered The Password? That she had arrived at some fundamentd truth that
has eluded the rest of us?" Justin shook his head and leaned back in his chair, accepting afull glassfroma
blank-faced servitor.

"Oh, unload it, Jugtin. Y ou understand well enough what I'm worried about. If she has|learned something
basic to do with language, with sentience, we're dashed off. You, me, dl of BDL."

Harward lifted anostril. Foolish man to think hislittle worries had not been anticipated by those both
moreintelligent and more powerful than he. Foalish little man. Still, he made his voice sympathetic ashe
sad, "Has she said anything to indicate that istrue?’

The King thought for atime, then shook his head reluctantly. "No. | have aman very closeto her, and he
says she's got something, but she's been chary. He has no proof of what it is, not yet.”

"Well then?' Harward alowed himsdlf atiny sneer.

" She waswounded afew trips ago. A bad dash on her arm.”

"Not an unheard-of occurrence for an Explorer. Broken crystals are like knives, | understand.”
"I'd wager it was aknife. Somebody tried to get rid of her."

"Ah. And this makes you suspicious?’

"Wouldn't it you?"



"It would make me ask you, Randy, why you take such an interest?"

Randy snarled. "The Enigmahas been tried and tried again. She didn't just go out there and solveit al by
hersdlf with her little music box.”

"Ericksondid."
"Not the Enigmal”

"I mean that Erickson solved various passwords dl by himsdlf with hislittle music box. Why are you so
determined that Furz did not?"

"l know her. | know how her mind works. Sheisn't capable of that. She's bright, but she's not
Erickson.”

Which was pure jed ousy taking, Jugtin thought. Chase Random Hall was one of the most politically
astute Explorers on Jubd, but he was not one of the most talented. "Well, asfar asthat goes, the score
may not work. | understand it isn't even scheduled for testing. It may be acomplete boggle.”

The King shook his head, ahungry snarl at the corner of his mouth, € egantly shaped brows curving
upward in an expression of disagreement. "It'sno boggle. The Prior over at our Chapter House had a
communique from the Master Generd of the citadel in Deepsoil Five. Thething works."

II&?I
"Just now would be abad time for Donatellato come up with something linguistic, wouldn't it?"

"A very bad time. If it got out. On the other hand, Hall, it would also be a bad time for anything
awkward to happen to her. It'simportant that the CHASE report not be subject to question later on.
Don Furzisvery high on thelist of witnessesto be caled. A questionable accident might arouse agood
dedl of suspicion, and we don't want that.”

"l just thought ... "

"Don't. Don't think, Randy." Justin wanted no underling working at cross purposes. He would make his
own find arrangement regarding Donatella Furz. One that would forward his plans. The Explorer knight
was very well known. Her assassination would indeed be notorious. He regarded Hall with asneer. "You
didike her, don't you?'

"Donatella?" Randy laughed, abrittle cackle with no mirth init. "How can you say such athing? She'sa
charming woman. Very lovely. Bright. Dedicated.”

"Y ou didike her, don't you?' the Planetary Manager said again, still amused.

"My dear Judtin,”" Hall sneered. "However did you guess?'

Harward Justin showed histeeth, an expression that the Explorer King knew far too well. When he
spoke again, it was with ominous softness. "Don't let your didike override your good sense, Hall. I've

explained that | don't want anything awvkward happening to her just now. Spider Geroan till works for
me. Y ou wouldn't want to forget that."



The Explorer King smiled. It took every ounce of salf-control he had to create that smile. He had met
Spider Geroan only once, had seen Spider Geroan's handiwork only once. He never, never wanted to
seedther again.

v

His excelency Governor Wuyllum Thonkswas a ease with hiswife and child in the little retiring room of
Government House, having dined well and drunk better yet.

"Wully," Lady Honeypeach Thonks addressed him, tapping the table with her jeweled nail protectors
while perusing aprinted ligt, "do | haveto invite that awful Vox woman to the soiree? She smdllslike
horses”

"It wouldn't be politic to leave her out,” said aquiet voice from across the room where Maybelle Thonks
looked up from her book to continue the admonition. "Not if you'reinviting al the rest of the BDL higher
echeon.”

"Therest of them don't smell. And it'sredlly none of your business, Mayzy. Y ou usualy don't even show
up.”

"I wish you wouldn't cal me Mayzy, Peachy. | redly hateit." Maybelle frowned and returned to the
printed page. Twitting Honeypeach, her so-called stepmother, was a dangerous occupation, and
Maybelle kept resolving not to do it. Still, shedid it. It was like ascab she had to pick at. Damn the
woman!

Her stepmother raised onefoot and did not answer. The foot was being groomed by a knedling servitor,
and its condition seemed to be of paramount interest. I don't like that color polish, girl. Try the pinky
one." She bent forward to stroke the outer edge of abig toe. "Still atiny bit of calusthere. Rub it abit
more." Shereturned to thelist. "I'veinvited Colonel RofflesLang for you, Mayzy."

"He'sat leadt fifty. Why not one of the younger officers, if it'sfor me?' Actudly, Maybelle had dready
made arrangements for an escort, dthough it would be extremely dangerousto say so.

"l haveto invite him anyhow."

And you want the younger ones for yourself, Maybelle thought, returning to her book. Some people
said that Maybelle€s father, the Governor, was an expert in masterly inaction, which was code for being
well paid to do nothing. Certainly in the case of hiswife hisinaction waslegendary. Maybelle wondered if
it were masterly. Perhaps he enjoyed watching Honeypeach lying in wait for her quarry? Or did he enjoy
it when shefindly caught them?Was he there, watching, at the kill? Maybelle shuddered and tried to
bury hersdf inThe History of the Jubal System, Chapter Two, " Serendipity and Jubd, the Sister
Panets™

"Would you like meto invite some of the Explorer knights, Wully?*
"That pretty one from Northwest," he grunted. "Y ou know."

"DonatdlaFurz?' Honeypeach smiled sweetly, again examining her foot and giving gpprova of the color
varnish being applied to her nails. "Anybody but, love. She killed my sweet Limmie, that one did.”



"Oh, honestly." Maybelle put down the book and roseto the bait. "She did not. Lim Terrée died on the
Enigma, Snging anew score that Don came up with, that'sall. He wasn't a Tripsinger, for God's sake. He
should never havetried it. He was drugged up and he got himsdlf killed. Don had nothing to do withiit. |
know her, and she'sgresat.”

"Wheredid you get dl that?" her father asked, something threatening in his unexpected attention, as
though some mighty and dumbrous reptile had come angrily awake. "All that about Terrée? That was
private information from the Grand Master's office to mine. | didn't release that information.”

"Widl, your whole staff wastalking about it," Maybelle replied, refusing to be cowed. "They were
naturaly interested. All of them know that Lim Terrée was one of Honey's proteges.”

Whichis, she concluded to hersdlf, aeuphemism to end al euphemisms. Though, cometo think of it,
Terrée had seemed to keep his distance. Unlike some others. Chantry, for example. Chantry was going
to be eaten dive. Therewould be nothing left of him but histeeth. Men that strolled into Honeypeach's
lair came out as carrion.

The Lady Honeypeach noted the wordpr otege and made amentd tally in her get-even book. Maybelle
had quite anumber of such talies after her name. But then, so did others. Donatella Furz among them. "I
won't ask Furz," shetold Wuyllum. "I don't like her. She killed my Limmie and she wasrude to me e the
PEC reception. But | will ask those new people. The ones who had the Mad Gap password.”

"If you mean the Tripsinger and acolytes from Degpsoil Five, you'retoo late," murmured Maybelle.
"They'releaving for Northwest today."

Honeypeach made aface. From the Governor's palace, she often used the scope to look right into the
courtyard of the citadel. The blond Tripsinger had looked alot like her poor Limmie. All that mass of
slvery hair, that narrow, esthetic looking face, and those long, straight legs. Very edible. Very, very
edible.

8

Tasmin and the acolytes decided to transport their mules to Northwest. Riding the animals was not
sensible. It would take six to ten daysfor the journey, during which Don Furz could be sent amost
anywhere. A truck towing amuletrailer could makeit in one or two, depending on the ferry schedule.

"We can borrow mules at Northwest Citadd," Tasmin reminded them for the third time. "We don't have
to take our own."

"I like Jessica,” said Clarin. "l like her alot, and I'd just as soon not leave her hereif you don't mind."

Hedidn't argue. The trust between Tripsinger and mount had to be absolute. Gentle, unflappable,
sensble—Tripsinger muleswere dl of these, aswell as being sterile, which PEC rules demanded. The
mares and jacks were kept at widely separated sites on the 'Soilcoast and breeding was by artificia
insemination. Similar precautions were used in breeding foreign fish and fowl. Until therewasafind
declaration on the question of sentience, no imported crestures were alowed to breed freely on planets
under PEC control.

Except people of course. The assumption had been that if it was necessary to evacuate the planet, every
human would be deported. Mogt livestock, fowls, and fish would be daughtered before the humans |l ft.



The muleswould not be—it was generally accepted that the Tripsingers smply wouldn't stand for
that—but in one generation they would be dead. The imported trees and shrubs were Serile. The
vegetable crops would be killed except for settler's brush, which was a native species with only dight
improvements. If the new commission they had been hearing about was to declare there was native
sentience on Jubal and rulefor disinvolvement, Jubal could beleft asit had been before humans came.

Except that BDL wouldn't et that happen.

"Take Jessica," Tasmin said. "Take your own mule, Clarin. | confessto afondnessfor Blondine, as
wdl."

"Not mine," growled Jamieson, fondling hisanimd's ears. "This old long-ear hasn't got adrop of sense.”
The mule turned and gave him a severe and searching look, which the boy repaid with apam full of
chopped fruit. "I'll seewhat | can round up in theway of trangportation.”

"Clarinand | will get the equipment packed,” Tasmin said. They had aready made arrangementsfor
Vivian to travel to Degpsoil Fivein awagon train leaving amost at once. Tasmin had sent amessage
ahead of his mother, though he knew it might not reach her before Vivian did. Messages were sent by
heliographic relay between widely separated parts of the planet, but the signal posts were only
sporadicaly manned. Satellite relay worked if the transmitter was directly above the target receiver, but
except on the coast or over water, both transmitters and receivers often burned out mysterioudy. The
Presences smply did not tolerate el ectromagnetic activity within a considerable distance, as anumber of
pilots had learned to their fatdl dismay in the early years.

Clarin asssted Tasmin in repacking their equipment, checking each item asthey went. Y ou didn't leave
thisbox likethis, did you?' she asked, pointing to Lim's synthes zer, standing open on thetable.

"Servants," he mouthed softly. "They pokeinto everything. The story isthat BDL paysfor dl kinds of
information. Probably nine out of ten servantsin the citadd are selling bits and piecesto BDL informers

for drinking money."

She flushed. "Someone told me that before. I'd forgotten. It seems so silly. We dl work for the same
people.”

"Not redly,” hesaid, ill softly. "If you ask mewhom | work for, I'll tell you | work for the Master
Genera of my citaddl, and ultimately for the Grand Master of the Order. Explorerswork for their
priories. | know BDL paysfor dl of it ultimately, but | don't think of myself asworking for BDL. Maybe
that's self-serving. Theresalot about BDL | just can't somach.”

She seemed thoughtful, and he waited for the question he knew was coming, wondering what it would
be thistime. She had displayed a sustained though delicately phrased curiosity about Tasmin'slife, but
they had pretty well covered his history by now.

"Why do they cal him Reb?" she asked.

"Who?' Hewas surprised into blankness.

"Jamieson. Why do they call him Reb?"

"Because heisone. Hewas arebd in choir school. HE's been arebe in the citadd. HEs been in trouble
more than he's been out of it." Tasmin smiled a afew private memories.



She sat on the bed and fumbled in her pocket, taking out her green-gray crystal mouse, which sniffed at
her fingerswith along, expressve nose asit inflated its song-sack to give amuffled chirp. "Y ou know
Jamieson wasn't sent after you by the Master Generd."

"Hewan't?'

""He demanded to come. Because he thought you needed him."

Tasmin was dumbfounded. "What was dl that about the girl he left behind?"

"So much smoke. We rehearsed it. So you wouldn't think it was hisidea. He thought you'd send us back
if itwashisidea."

Tasmin dropped to a chair, astonished. "How did you get dragged in?"

"That was the Master Generd. He said if Jamieson was right, if you needed someone, you needed

someone besides Jamieson because a steady diet of Jamieson was too much for anyone." Her mouth
quirked as she petted the mouse, curled now in one palm, cleaning itself.

Tasmin stared at her. That kid. That boy. That ... hiseyesfilled.

Seeing this she turned, going back to the former subject. "Why did they let him stay in the Order if he
was so much trouble?”’

"Because more often than not he's been right. And because heé'safine musician, of course.” And
because he loves Jubal, Tasmin thought. Maybe as much as| do.

"Isheright about ... about the Presences?’ Thiswas obvioudy the question she had redlly wanted to
ak inthefirg place.

"What do you think?"

"Itisntwhat | think.| feel he'sright. | guessinsde somewhere, | know he'sright. But if he'sright, that
mekeseverythingdse... "

"Hypocritica ?" he suggested. "Y ou used that word before, | think." He sat down, looking at her closdly.
Her eyesweretight on his. The matter was important to her. He decided to giveit hisfull atention.

"Well, | supposeit ishypocriticd. | guess we—we Tripsingers—we go adong with what BDL demands
because it makes it possible for usto go on doing what we love to do. On the surface, in public, we
pretend the Presences aren't sentient because that statement allows us to move around on Jubal.
Undernesth, we believe they are sentient, and that belief iswhat makes moving around on Jubal
worthwhile! We assent to hypocrisy, because it doesn't seem to make that much difference. | guessit's
because we don't see anything consequential happening just because we give lip service to nonsentience.
It doesn't change anything. We still go through the motions Erickson laid down for us, the quas-religious,
very respectful stuff he ordained, so while we say they're not sentient, we act as though they are sentient.
We haveto. Otherwise we might lose Jubal, and Jubd'sin our blood.”

She sat down opposite him, her face eager. "I'vefdt that, you know. What isit like, for you?'



Helowered himsdlf onto the bed, dangling a sock from one hand, thinking. What wasit like for him?

"It'slike going into paradise," he said. "We say going into peril, but I've dways thought paradise must be
very perilous. Anything beautiful, anything that takes hold of your heart and shakes it—that's perilous.

"The peril takes hold of you even before you leave, sometimes. Y ou see the ceremonid gate opening.
Everything indde you gets very 4ill. Y ou start to ride, the fields flowing by, dowly changing to Juba
lands. Y ou smdll the Jubd trees, and as you go up thetrail, they turn, dmost as though they're following
you, watching you. The ground beginsto shiver, only alittle, then more. Something is speaking in the
ground, something enormous ... "

"I know," she whispered. "Y ou go on and the words being spoken in the ground get bigger and bigger
until they fill your head. Until yousee the Presence before you, glittering. Light comes out of it like
daggers, like swords. They pierce you, and you beginto sing ... It'slike bleeding music instead of
blood.”

He nodded. She knew. Oh, yes. She knew.
"Andif you doit right, quiet comes," he concluded for her. " Something listens.”

There was an aching understanding between them, asympathy that was dmost agony. He flushed and
dropped his eyes, awash with an emotion he would not alow himsdf to fedl. When she had spoken, he
had felt her in hisarms, as she had been there on the trail below the Watchers, trembling in hisarms. He
gritted histeeth, pushing the feding away. It made him fed didoya to the memory of Cecy eachtimehe
had one of these flegting fedings.

After atime she pocketed the mouse and said, "Logicdly, if something listens, something should reply.”

He shook his head, smiling ruefully. "That's what Chad Jaconi says. He's spent forty yearstrying to make
sense out of Password scores. | don't know how many so-called universal trandator setups he's bought
from out-system.”

"Did he ever get anything?"
"Nothing sensble”
"What about the other side of the conversation? The Presence side?”

"Gibberish. For decades, people have recorded the sounds the Presences make. They'vetried every
known trand ator device. All they get issome kind of noise, Chad says. White noise or brown noise or
something. Squesks, howls, snores, gurgles. Nothing useful. Nothing with meaning.”

"What about the viggies? They sing. Maybe they're sentient.”

"A lot of peopletried to establish that. There were anumber of viggies captured in the early years, well
treated so far as anyone could tell, and they dmost dl died—overnight sometimes. A very rare few were
said to have lived in captivity. The one| had, the one Lim let loose, was supposed to say afew words,
"pretty viggy" and "viggy wants acooky," but theré's no record of any of the thingsthe PEC looksfor in
determining sentience. No toolmaking. No proof of language. No buria of the dead. And, of course,
theres smply no way to go amnong them and study them as our naturdists would like to do. They're
nocturndl, lusive, die when captured, and they don't talk. So much for viggy sentience.... "



Therewas atap at the door and Jamieson thrust his head in. "I've found an empty brou truck that's
leaving for Northwest in haf an hour.”

"Right," Tasmin agreed, risng. "Let this stuff go, Clarin. I'll finish packing here. Y ou two get your own

Therewas abrief delay while the truck was fitted with a proper hitch to pull the trailer Tasmin had
borrowed from the mule farm. Since there was only space in the truck turret for two passengers,
Jamieson choseto ride with the mules. They set out early in the afternoon.

Firgt camethe city outskirts, mud houses, mud stores, untidy gardens, these separated from similar
dretches by great swatches of hard surfaced road, with more of it building. "Military congtruction,”
bellowed the driver over the noise of their travel. "Somebody decided they needed better roads to move
the military around. That's why bricks are so short. They've got dl the solar furnaces out here surfacin'
road."

They passed severd of the furnaces, huge mirrors hung on complicated frameworks that both tracked
the sun and focused the resultant beam. Behind the furnaces, road surface smoked hotly, fading from red
to black.

Once past the construction, though the road was narrow and bumpy, they made better time. They were
traveling through fields of grain and narrower strips lined with root crops. Occasiondly they could see
pens of fowl or small meat animals, chigs or bantigons, omnivores native to Serendipity. Tasmin's mouth
watered. He had an insatiable hunger for grilled bantigon. Fried bantigon. Bantigon pie. On this
megt-poor planet, Tasmin was an unregenerate carnivore. Clarin, watching him sdivate, gave him a
sympathetic look. She, too, enjoyed fresh mest.

They reached awide, shalow river and wereferried across. They passed asmdll town on their right,
then more fields and farms, and another smal town on their |eft. They were bending away from the seq,
toward the uplands. Ahead of them were the only deepsoil hills yet discovered on Jubal, great sandy
dunes pushed up by the seawinds and overgrown with settler's brush and feathery trees. They wound
among the hills, gartling tiny native animaswho fled across the road, once surprising agroup of viggies
who fled whooping asthe truck came near, turning their heads backward to peer behind them with
enormous pupilless eyes, ears wagging and festhery antennae pointing at the truck. At thetop of thehill,
thelargest viggy inflated his songsack and boomed reproachfully at them before the group fled out of
gght.

"l had no ideaithey camethis near cultivated lands," Tasmin said as he stared at the retreating gray-green
forms. Indl histrips he had actudly seen viggies only five or six times, though he had heard them amost
nightly dl hislife.

"See'em dl thetime aong the coast,” said the driver. "Six, eight at atime. Had engine trouble ong here
once. Had to stop and spend the night on the road. Heard 'em singing real close by. Must've gone on dl
night. Lots of other critters around here, too. Onesyou don't see very often.”

When they came out of the hills, the sun was behind them, fdling dowly into the sea. "WEell spend the
night in Barrville" the driver advised. "TherésaBDL agri-gation there. Imagine they'll put you up.”

Sandy Chiwle, the local manager, did indeed put them up, glad of the company and eager to show
someone what was being done with the ubiquitous brou. She insisted that seeds from this batch be tested



againgt seeds from that batch, and by the time supper was put before them, none of them cared if they
ate or not. The night passed in a chearful haze.

L aden with reportsto be delivered to Jem Middleton, head of the BDL Agriculturd Division, they left
early in the morning, somewhat headachey and lower in spirits. The driver dosed them with hot teafrom
athermosflask, and they rumbled dong endlessfields of brou, the pale green-gray of newly planted
fidds aternating with the dark gray-green of mature crops, passing lines of loaded trucks headed the
other way. They cameinto Northwest City alittle after noon.

They unloaded the mules and then inquired at the neighboring BDL center for Jem Middleton. They
found him in the bowel s of the building in aremote room in which there was awelter gamein progress.
At least there were cards and stacks of consumer chits on the table, though the open document cases on
the sde table argued that something &se might have been going on. To Tasmin's surprise, perhapsto his
dismay, one of those present was the Grand Master of the Tripsinger Order, Thyle Vowe.

"Tasmin Ferrence! Asl liveand sing, if it isn't the wonder of Deepsoil Five! And your acolytes, too.
Wédll, thisisasurprise. | heard you were coming to Splash One, but | didn't think we'd see you up here.
Heard about that Mad Gap thing. Makes mefed like an absolute fool. Should have checked the old files
on it someplace besides Splash One, but | never thought of it. Let's see, you'd be Jamieson, wouldn't
you? Heard alot about you." And the white-haired Master knuckled Jamieson sharply on the upper arm,
grinning & him expangvey. "And you'd be Clarin, thelittle gal with the astonishin' bassvoice, right?
Heard about you, too. Word isthat Tasmin Ferrence always gets the mean ones—bright but mean.”

Clarin submitted to the Grand Master's fatherly caress with what Tasmin regarded as commendable
patience. It was dmost as though she knew him, or knew of him.

"Tasmin, come meet some people! Y ou know Gereny Vox, don't you? Best mule breeder welve ever
had and I've lived through six of "em." The plain faced, gray-haired woman reached ahand acrossthe
table, nodding as Tasmin took it and murmured greetings. The Grand Magter went on. "This hereés Jem
Middleton. Jem's the head of the Agri Division for BDL, heck of anice guy, good welter player, too.

Y ou want to watch himif you ever get into agame, boy. And this other fellais Rheme Gentry. Rheme's
new on the Governor's staff from off-world and still sufferin’ from Juba shock. Good lookin' fella, isn't
he? Lord, if I'd had teeth and hair like that, I'd of cut me a swath through the ladies. Not Rheme. Very
seriousfdla Rheme”

The lean and darkly handsome man he referred to shook his head in dismay at thisintroduction,
acknowledging Tasmin's greetings with arueful nod.

"Now, want to st in on the game? What about somethin' to eat? What can | get you to drink?"

Tasmin could not keep himsalf from grinning. The Grand Master had that effect on people. "Thank you,
no, Sir. I'm only hereto deliver some papersto Jem Middleton from his manager out a Barrville"

"Damnthat girl," Middleton growled, drawing greet furry browstogether in asolid line across his
massive and furrowed forehead. " Always gettin' her damn reportsin on time. Now I'll haveto get to
work."

"But sinceyou're here in Northwest, Sir," Tasmin said to the Grand Master, " perhaps you could arrange
an introduction for me. To an Explorer knight named Don Furz.”

Therewas aglencein the room, only abrief one, not one of those gppalling silences that sometimes



occurred during socia gatherings following some gaffe, but enough of a pause that Tasmin wondered
whether he had put afoot wrong. His prearranged excuse could do no harm. "l wanted to express my
admiration for the workmanlike way the Enigma notes were prepared. | had the honor of doing the
master copy of thescore... "

Theslencebroke. Thyle Vowe wasdl affability once more. "Ever met Don Furz?'
"No, 5r. | haven't had that pleasure.”
"Widl, why don't we find out where you can maybe find Don Furz. Gereny, would you mind?*

Theroughly clad, gray-haired woman gave him aquizzical look and went to the wallcom. After afew
muttered phrases, she returned, a puzzled, haf angry expression on her face.

"Don's been sent on ashort trip up to the Redfang Range and is expected to return tonight. Something
about an dternate route?" She exchanged a quick look with both Vowe and Middleton.

Thyle Vowe seemed very thoughtful at this, turning to rummage among the papers on the nearby table.
"Tdl you what, Tasmin. The Redfang's only afew hoursfrom here. Why don't you and your young
friends ride up that way and meet Don? I'll give you amap so you won't go astray.” He rummaged a
moment more, then handed Tasmin asmdl chart, pointing at it with aplump, impeccably manicured
finger. "Take the road back of the citadel, ride straight east for about half amile, then take thisturning
north. Stay on thet road, and it'll deliver you right at the foot of the Redfang canyon by thetimeit gets
dark, if you don't run into Don on the road. Better get aquick start.” He was moving them toward the
door.

Jem Middleton interrupted. "Just a minute, Ferrence. | wouldn't want you to run into any trouble up that
way you couldn't handle. Rarest thing on Jubal, next to red mest, iscrystal bears, but darned if | didn't
get word there's been acrystal bear sighted up toward Redfang. Y ou'd better take astun rifle along, just
inca=" And hewason hisfest, pulling arifle out of atal cupboard and thrugting it into Tasmin's hands.
"Y ou can return it whenever you get back." Then they were in the corridor once more with the door shut
firmly behind them.

"What does he think he's playing at?"' Jamieson demanded, outraged. "Crysta bears! Nobody's seen a
crystd bear for fifty years.”

"Shhhh," Clarin demanded. " Something's going on here, Reb. Keep your mouth shut and your eyes
open. Do you trust the Grand Master, Master Ferrence?’

Tasmin gave her agrateful ook of concurrence. Something was indeed going on here. "Trugting the
Grand Magter would be my inclination,” Tasmin replied, alittle tentatively. The four peoplein the room
behind them might have been playing welter, but those open, paper-stuffed cases argued they had been
doing something else. Asdid the fact that some of the face-down hands had had four cards while others
had had Sx. Asfor therifle, Tasmin had only fired astun rifle during the annua proficiency shoots. Rifles
were not even routingly supplied to caravans any longer, though they had been standard issue some
twenty years ago. The story about crystal bears was nonsense. No one had seen acrystal bear for
decades. There was some question as to whether anyone had ever seen acrystal bear or whether they
were entirdly mythical, and everyone in that room knew it. Unless—one were to substituteCrystallite for
crystd bear. In which case they had been tdling him something without telling him anything ... ™

"Yes'" hesadinagrimdecison. "l trugt him."



"W, then let'strust him. Let's do what he suggested.” Clarin looked at the rifle with dismay. "We don't
want to walk around carrying that."

"Put it under your robe, Clarin. Yoursis stiffer than mine. Y ou can wait at the gate while Jamieson and |
bring the mules." Tasmin shook his head at himsdlf as he hurried away across the compound, turning
back to see Clarin lounging casualy againgt onewall, therifle tucked behind her.

The muleswere eager to travel after their haf day in thetrailer. When they had ridden far enough from
the city that therifle would not occasion comment, Tasmin fastened it to therings of his saddle, trying
twice before he got it right. Lord, no one except the military used riflesanymore.

"Crysta bears," mumbled Jamieson, still seething. "Who does he think you are, Master? Everts of the
Dawn Patrol?' Thiswas afavorite holodrama of Jubd's children. "When wasthe last time anyone saw a
crysta bear?"

"There's some doubt anyone ever did, actudly,” said Tasmin drily. "Fairy tae Suff. Early explorers
clamedtofind alot of things back in crystal country. Crystal bears were just one of the menagerie. Some
of the earliest explorers said viggies could talk and mice could Sng.”

"Well, they can," Clarin objected, patting her pocket. A muffled chirp followed the pat. "At least sort of.
Why would Jem Middleton have had arifleright therein hisoffice?' Clarin asked.

"Exactly," Tasminreplied. "Why?"

They rode through ascending lands, scattered fields of human crops giving way to Juba country, the
ramparts of the Redfang rising before them as the sun sank behind their |eft shoulders and the road grew
narrower and dimmer. After the last of the farmsthey passed no one.

"No Don Furz," said Jamieson, giving voiceto the obvious.

"Do you get the idea that maybe the Grand Master and the others were afraid of that?' Clarin asked.

"The road topsaridge just ahead,” Tasmin answered, hisvoice carefully unemotiond. "Well probably
get alook down into Redfang canyon from there.”

From the ridge top, the road dropped into a basin surrounded on three sides by mixed stony
outcroppings and the 'lings and 'lets of the Redfang, then curved to the right around aflat-topped pillar of
stone,

There was someone on the pillar!

A gray clad figure scurried back and forth, toppling stones down the precipitous Sdes. Even from this
distance they could hear the grunts of effort, the shattering rattle of stone on stone.

At thefoot of the pillar, haf a dozen shadowy figures were attempting to scale the rocky walls. The
intent of the attackers was clear, and there was desperation in the movement atop the rock. Asthey
watched, one of the plummeting stones tore a climber loose and carried him onto the shattered stones at
the foot of the amost vertical face. Other climbers redoubled their efforts to reach the embattied one.

Without a moment's hesitation, Jamieson yodeed "brother, brother, brother,” the recognition called



gathering strength from the echoes that cascaded in itswake, shattering the silence of the canyon,
demanding that any Explorersor Tripsingerswithin hearing identify themsaves. An answering cry came
from the pillar top, telling them which side they were on.

Tasmin did off hismule, dragging therifle from its scabbard and throwing himsalf down behind a
convenient looking rock. His best rifle scores had aways been from the prone position, and he settled
into the earth with awriggle, flicking on the power switch and putting his eyesto the goggle scopeadl in
one motion, tracking the lighted dot across the face of the butte. When it did across one of the climbing
figures he squeezed once, twice, then began tracking once more. One pull would drop a man. Two
would keep him dropped for awhile. He tracked and pulled again.

Jamieson and Clarin were clattering down thetrail toward the pillar a areckless gdlop, the unshod
hooves of the mules creating a cataract of echoes, a continuous thunder. The "brother, brother, brother,"
yodel, legping the octavesto stir a threatening vibration from the surrounding 'lings, added to the
cumulative rumble of avalanching sound that gave the effect of amounted troop. At the base of the pillar
the attackers broke and ran.

Tasmin tracked afleeing shape, pulled, tracked another, and pulled again before the remaining attackers
were lost behind aforest of crystd pillars. Crystallites? They were very quiet for Crysalites. By thetime
Jamieson and Clarin reached the pillar, al the attackers had disappeared. Tasmin stood up, brushing
gravel from his chest and belly, and restored the rifle to its scabbard, noting with angry but somehow
detached astonishment that the intengity dia was set to "kill." He hadn't set it there. He hadn't touched it.
Regulation satting was"stun." Always.

At the foot of the dope, three people moved among the falen. Clarin, Jamieson, and the shadow figure
from the top of the bluff who had come down to join the acolytes. Tasmin mounted and rodeto join
them. As Tasmin drew nearer, he saw it was awoman who was turning one of the fallen bodiesface
down with agesture of anger or dismay. She came toward him, golden hair fluttering in the light breeze,
dark blue eyesfixed angrily on hisown.

"l wish to hdll you hadn't felt you had to kill them al!" she announced.

Then, with surprise, Y ou're Tasmin Ferrence, aren't you? Y our acolyte said 'Ferrence, but | didn't
make the connection.” And then, surprisingly. "I hopeto hdll you've got my music box."

Tasmin was gaping at her when Jamieson said "Madter,” in the tone of an adult interrupting the play of
children. He was peering over their headsin the direction the fleeing attackers had gone. "'l hateto bring it
up, but the noise back in those 'lings indicates they haven't gone away. There were at least ten of them,
Sir, and with due respect, you only dropped four."

"Y ou think they're coming back?*
"l don't think al that hollering presagesimminent departure.”

"The Explorer expresses her thanks, Tripsinger,” the woman said. "My mule's over behind that rock, and
the best placefor usisback in the range, quickly.” She ran toward the mule, and they followed her,
hearing the noise building behind them as they went. "Those bastards caught up with meright after | came
out of therange," she shouted over the noise. "There were only four of them at first, but then they seemed
to drop out of the rockslike gyre-birds off a'ling. I only had timeto get up on that pillar. Two minutes
later, they'd have had me. Or, if you'd been two minutes |ater, they'd have had me anyhow!"



Only when they were hafway to the range did Tasmin notice the typical Explorer outfitting of both beast
and rider and redize who shewas. "Y ou're Don Furz?' he exclamed.

She gave him aquick look. "Who did you think?"
"I didn't know Don Furz was awoman."

"l won't be anything long if we don't get back into the range. Y our mules aren't soft-shod. Well stop just
ingde." Shekicked her animd into arun, and they trailed after her, entering the range between two
bloody towers that hummed and whispered ominoudly. "Pay no attention to them," Don shouted. "They
won't blow if we hurry!" She galloped on, making aquick turn to theright, then to theleft, pullingupina
shower of gravel.

"Get your mules shod, quick,” she said, pulling the cover from her Explorer's box and unfolding the
panels around her waist and across her thighs. "We're going down that canyon to the eft. The Password
isnew. | just came up with it this afternoon.”

"Then they can't follow us," Jamieson said with satisfaction as he stretched soft shoes over mule hooves.

"They may try," Clarin contradicted. " They weren't making any noise before, but they're certainly making
it now." A cacophony of shouts, chants, and religious dogans echoed in the canyon behind them.

"There weren't any witnesses before," Don said. "Now there's the possibility we may get away and talk
about this. They want usto believe they're Crystallites.”

"Y ou don't think they redly are?’

"Those bodies weren't dressed like Crystdlites, and they weren't half starved like the Crystdlites|'ve
seen,” Don commented impatiently. " Finished? Good, come aong behind and I'll get usthrough.”

She rode toward a branching canyon, stroking the music box as she went. Her voice was good, not up
to Tripsingers standards, of course, but then it didn't need to be. Explorersrarely sang their way past the
Presences, and in any caseit didn't take agreat dedl to get asingle person and mule through most places.
Tasmin noted with amusement that Clarin was taking notes on her own machine as she rode. He watched
her expression, fascinated. The music wasthere, on her face. Her eyes moved, opened, shut, swung one
way and then another as though she saw the notes. Her mouth pursed, opened, widened, pursed once
more asit tasted the music. Her hand snapped up and to one side, then back again, al unconscioudy. It
was like watching someone struggling—perhaps struggling to give birth? Or to conquer something,
possess something. Or to be possessed by something! That was probably closer, and Tasmin wondered
what his own face |ooked like when he sang.

Wadll, if Don Furz didn't sng them out, Clarin could. And Jamieson could, of course, without notes,
having heard it only once, though hisface showed none of what went on insde.

The score was effective enough, alittle thin in places. There were several smdl tremors, nothing serious.
Tasmin saw Clarin rescoring on her box, making lightning decisions as to what effects were needed to
flesh out the notes and make them hold for Tripsinging purposes. She was faster a orchestration than
Jamieson was. Not that they would ever need such a score. This canyon looked very much likea
dead-end to nowhere.

Above them loomed the bloody pillars of the range, dmost black in the dusk, with the jagged tooth of



Redfang itself behind them. These were not Fanglings they went among. They were far too large for that,
and Tasmin wondered briefly if they had been individualy named and whether the same basic Password
worked for them all.

The sounds of pursuit faded behind them. They came out of peril, down from the crystdl passtofind a
pocket of deepsoil, a hundred square yards of Jubal trees and shrubs gathered around atiny spring,
which filled arock cup with reflected garlight.

They dismounted wesarily, making no effort to set up camp. "How safe are we here?" Tasmin asked.

Don wiped her forehead with an aready dirty deeve. "Well, if they can get asinger or two to help them,
they might comein after us after afew hours work. Morelikely, they'll use the standard route and come
in east of us, then work thisway. If they have accessto a set of satellite charts of thisares, it won't take
them long to figureit out." She stared back the way they had come, her back and shouldersrigid.

"We shouldn't stay herethen.”

"Just long enough to rest the animals and get some food for oursaves™” Shewas il standing, still rigidly
daring.

Tasmin put hishand on her arm. Sheturned dowly, glaring a him with angry, despairing eyes.
"Thisisthethird timethey'vetried," she said. "Thethird time. They amost killed me twice before.” She
shook hishand away. "That is my synthesizer you've got. Lim gaveit to you, didn't he? Y oure his
brother. | didn't know that ... " Her voice was ragged, jerky with half suppressed emotion.

"Hush," Tasmin said firmly. "Get hold of yoursdlf, Explorer. Clarin'saready brewing tea. | suggest we Sit
down quietly, have a cup together while you explain what dl thisis about."

She shook her head, an unconscious gesture of negation.

"Wedid saveyour life," drawled Jamieson, looking up from his position by the fire where he was
blowing strips of dried settler's brush into reluctant flame, his face speckled with soot. "1 know you don't
trust anyone. Probably don't know who's coming at you next, but we are the good guys, redly."

Don laughed, adightly hysterica laugh. "I keep escaping by the narrowest margins. Asthough | had a
dightly incompetent guardian angel. Why in heaven's name did you show up when you did?’

"| believe someone thought you might bein trouble," Tasmin told her, digging in his pocket for the
message the Grand Master had sent and explaining briefly how they had happened to seek her out near
Redfang. "They gave ustheriflejust before we left.”

"On avery transparent pretext,” Jamieson commented.

"And it was set on kill," Tasmin concluded. "It was irresponsible of me not to have checked it before
firing, but ... "

"But wewerein abit of ahurry," Jamieson concluded, irrepressibly.

"Jamieson!" Clarin said patiently. "Sash it off."



"You dont redly act like assassins." Donatella sighed as she opened the message. "But then, Zimmy
didn't either.” She sank to the ground near thefire. "I don't know what this means."

"Whét doesit say?"

She spread the small sheet of paper on arock by the fire and read its contents aoud.

"The Grand Master is aware.What does that mean?"

"He's cartainly being careful, isn't he?' said Taamin. "I think he'stelling us he knows something, but he's
not putting anything on paper that would prove anything against him. Let's get back to you, Explorer
Furz. Y ou've been attacked, but you've escaped. Y ou're still dive. On the other hand, my brother is
dead. My wifeisdead ... "

"Y our wife! What did she have to do with—"

"Leavethat asde for the moment. Evidently the reason they're dead has something to do with you.
That'swhy I'm here. The acolytes are here because one of them is presumptuous and the other got
dragged in by the ears.” Jamieson flushed, and Tasmin went on. "l suggest that now's avery good timeto
find out wherewedl stand.”

"l don't know whereto start,” she said hopelessly.

"At the beginning," suggested Clarin. "Where did it dl gart?'

"Inthelibrary of the Priory a Splash One," Don said quietly. "When | found aletter Erickson had
written ... "

Half an hour later, shefdl slent, the others fill staring at her. There were things missing from her story.
She knew it and they knew it. Still, they had the generd outline.

"Let meseeif | undergand this" Clarin said. "Y ou found documents of Erickson'sthat indicated a
method of proving that the Presences are sentient.”

Don nodded.

"Y ou took some steps, asyet unspecified, to verify thisinformation. As aconsequence of this
verification, you came up with the notesfor the Enigma score.”

Don nodded again, dowly.
"And at that point, you decided you had to tell someone what you knew."

"No," Don sighed. "At that point | just bubbled around like boiling sugar for atime, while everyone
patted me on the head. Then | got some sense and | decided to keep my mouth shut.”

"You didn't say that! " Jamieson complained, while Tasmin gave him asidelong look.
"It was aflegting decison,” she explained. "Figureit out for yoursdf, acolyte. If | come up with proof of

sentience, somebody will have to do something about it. The Planetary Exploitation Council hasto teke
some action, don't they? | think everyone assumes that once sentienceis established, on any planet, not



just Juba, humans haveto get out.”
"Not everywhere. Not dways," Tasmin said.

"No, not everywhere, not dways, but those are the rare exceptions. So, why should | want to tip the
tripwagon? | earn my living here, just the way you do. My friends are here. My livelihood is here.
Besides—it's Juba! It'shome! | don't want to leave here. So after | came down out of the clouds, the
first thing | decided to do was keep my stupid mouth shut. Of course, that was after | went giggling
around for severd days like adamned fool. Anybody who looked at me probably knew 1'd found
something." She sighed again, rubbing grubby hands up the Sdes of her face, leaving long smears of soil.

Clarin passed cups of steaming teaand commented, " Presumably you decided differently after awhile.”
"After I'd had achanceto think, yes. We dl know the CHASE Commission is due to meet here very
soon. And everyone knowsit'srigged. Lord, the chairman of the commission isthe Governor's own
stepson, and everyone knowsthat BDL owns the Governor. So, it's pretty sure the results of the
commission hearings are prearranged. And we al know what BDL wants those to be. Nonsentient. So
then | got to thinking about what will happen after the CHASE Commission reports.”

"And," Jamieson said impatiently.

"And what will happenisthat BDL won't go on paying Explorers and Tripsingers when they don't have
to."

Jamieson gave her apuzzled look. "I don't understand.”

Tasmin nodded. What she said reinforced some suspicions of hisown. "If the CHASE Commission
reports nonsentience, the PEC gtrictures will be removed. They're the usual stricturesimposed by the
PEC on any planet where indigenous sentience isa question.”

"Nondestruction of habitat," quoted Clarin. " Something like that."

"Exactly likethat,” Tasmin nodded.

Jamieson il ooked puzzled.

"If the dricturesare removed,” Clarin explained to him, "then BDL can destroy whatever they like."
Jamieson's mouth fell open. "They wouldn't! The Presences are absolutely unique!”

"It's never stopped humans before," Tasmin said, thinking of the histories he had read in the citaddl.
Riversturned into sawers. Mountainsleveled into rubble. All for the profit of the great agglomerates.
"Not where profit is concerned. Think how profits could beincreased if BDL didn't haveto use

Explorers or Tripsingers or wagon trains. Think how much brou could be moved if they could fly the
cargoinand out.”

"It ginks," said Clarin with feding.
"It ginks," agreed Donatdlla. "But it's obvious once you start thinking about it. So, quite selfishly I'd

decided to keep my mouth shut, but then | redized it wouldn't make any difference. Mogt likely | was
going to be out of work and off-planet no matter what happened, and so was everyone else | knew. At



that point, | decided to do what | should have decided in thefirst place. For Jubd's sake, not mine.”

"To get theword out,” Clarin continued. "However, you suspected that if you smply spoke out, you
would probably be silenced.”

"| think it was areasonable assumption,” Don said, gesturing back the way they had come. ™Y ou saw
them.”

Clarin leaned back on one arm and continued her recapitulation. "At this point the story getsalittle
confusing for me. Y ou contacted afriend, whom you do not identify tous ... "

"For that friend's own protection,” Don assented, half angrily. ™Y ou say you're the good guys, but how
the hell do | know."

"All right. I'll pay chitsfor that. So, you contact thisfriend, and you and the friend work up thisplan. You
decide to get one of the Top Six 'Soilcoast Singersto get the word out for you. Y ou're going to feed this
snger certain information, which will then be used asthe basisfor ashow.”

"Part of the information was in the Enigmascore, and | was the only onewho had it at that point. We
tried to figure out away the singer could get the score without tracing it back to me. Then my friend told
me Lim Terrée could get the score from his brother in Deepsoil Five, Tripsinger Tasmin Ferrence,
because I'd dready sent it to you for scoring ... " Her voicetrailed away. "I hadn't known you were his
brother. Getting it from you seemed less culpable. | didn't think anyone would be surprised if he got it
from someonein hisown family. It wouldn't ssemlike ... "

"Likeaconspiracy,” Tasmin finished for her. "It wouldn't make BDL suspicious.”

She nodded gratefully. "1 thought not. Our plan wasthat by the time anyone a BDL smartened to what
was going on, everyone on Juba would be talking about the show. Oh, people would doubt that what
wasin the show wasredl information, but it would still be widespread by then. Too widespread to stop.
And the talk alone would make the PEC pay attention, whether they believed it or not. Then, too, thered
be holo cubes made and distributed. 1t wouldn't be controllable. Too many people would know."

Clarin asked, "It wasn't part of your plan that Lim Terrée would go up on the Enigma?"

"Lord, no! Hewasn't a Tripsinger. It wasn't even a proven score yet. He was just supposed to get the
score from his brother in away that would seem natural and unthreatening and then bring it back to
Splash One.™

"And it wasn't your intention that he should pauperize himself getting to Degpsoil Five? He did, you
know. Hiswife and child are destitute.” Clarin sipped at the last of her tea, watching Don's face.

"l didn't know." Don leaned forward, burying her head in her hands. "Nothing went right, did it?1 had no
idea hed done that. My friend arranged the whole thing. | should never have ... "

"Never mind, Don," Tasmin said gently. "It wasn't your fault. Not any more than it was mine or my
father'sor Lim's own. He was trying desperately to prove himsdf. He put everything he had into
this—more than he had. Y our friend's only mistake was to count too heavily on someone whose own
demonswere riding him. There's more than enough guilt to go around, but you don't deserve much of it."

"Meantime," Clarin said, going on with her precis, "two attempts were made on your life. One hereinthe



Redfang Range, one sometime later in the Chapter House at Splash One. But you say you do not know
who isatempting to kill you."

"It'strue. | don't. I've been over and over everything | said to anyone from the beginning. Asl said, | did
bubble around alittle bit, right at thefirst, but | never actualy said anything. Maybe someone could
suspect that | know something | shouldn't, but no one can know, not for sure.”

"For some people, suspicion isenough,” Tasmin commented. "More than enough. Crystalites, for
example. Though | should think they would welcome proof of sentience." He waited for acomment from
Don but heard none. " Surdly you must suspect someone.”

"Someone with BDL, obvioudy," she said uncomfortably. "We dl know how unscrupulousthey are. He
is"

"Hebeing?'
"Justin. The more profit out of Jubal, the more goesin his own pockets. At least, so I've heard.”
"In his pockets, and the Governor's. Some say it even goesto the PEC."

"I don't liketo believethat,” Don said wearily. "The point is, what an | going to do now?" She stood up
and walked around thelittlefire, swinging her arms, rotating her head, working the kinks out. "I don't
know whereto go, what to do. All | can think of isto use the com network to send information to
everyone | can think of and hope it gets generally disseminated before they catch up to me."

"I doubt they're going to let us out of herelong enough for you to do that," Clarin remarked. "Were
bottled up."

"Oh, we can get out,” Don said. "'l know this Range well. Even if they comein after us, thereare dl
kinds of little side canyons and dots you can't even see from the satellite charts. But if we get out, what?"

"I'm 4till trying to figure out what's going to happen,” Jamieson said in apuzzled voice. "There are some
piecesthat don't seem to fit."

"What do you mean?"

"Wdl, we met an officer when we were coming into Splash One, and hetold us dl the Crystdliteswould
be rounded up pretty soon for the sake of public order. They make alot of noise, the Crystalites, but
there aren't dl that many of them. Then when we were coming up to Northwest, the driver talked about
the military and the roads. They've closed the base on Serendipity and moved the sector garrison here.
The Deepsoil Coast isaready overcrowded. Jubal can hardly feed its population now, while Serendipity
has surpluses dl over the place. It doesn't make any economic sense at al. And what I'm wondering is,
what are they going to use dl those troopersfor?'

"It'sdmogt asthough they expected genera disorder, in't it?" asked Tasmin in adeceptively mild voice.
He had been staring out over the ranges while suspicions gradualy solidified within him.

"What kind of general disorder? Who are those troopers going to be used against”?'

"Wdl, consdering that BDL will probably start destroying Presences shortly after the CHASE
Commission deiversitsreport, | would judge the troops are to be used againgt us," Tasmin said.



llUgll

"Tripsngers. Explorers. All the dependents and ancillary services. All those who earn their living from us,
the storekeepers, farmers, and mule breeders. Thousands of us, Reb. If we see the destruction of afew
Presences, most of uswill forget lipserviceto BDL. We might get violent.”

"Damn it, wewould get violent," the boy asserted.

"I think BDL knowsthat. If | were Harward Justin, I'd be planning to destroy alot of Presences within
minutes of the CHA SE report. Before there could be any generd uprising. Then I'd use the troopsto
keep order.”

"So what do we do?' Don asked again. "Sit here and die? Try to get out? To do what?"

"Figure something out,” said Clarin definitely. "Well figure something out, Don. But it would help agreat
ded if youwould start by trusting us more than you have."

Donatella shook her head as though she did not understand.

"Oh, come on, Don. Y ou've talked around and around it, for hours. Y ou've told us you found this proof.
Y ou'vetold usyou checked the proof. Y ou'vetold us you have red, factud information. Y ou'vetold us
everything—except what the process was and what the information is. | don't see how we can help you if
we don't know."

The Explorer knight rose, stalked away from the fire and stood at some distance from it, her back to
them, asrigid aswhen they had first arrived at the quiet pocket. Thefire threw flickering lights dong her
back, glimmering in her pale hair. "If anyonefindsout, they'll kill me" shesaid.

"They'retrying to kill you anyhow. We didn't bring the threat with us. It'saready here. | don't think
they'll try any harder if they know what the redl informationis.”

Don returned to thefire, rather wild-eyed, like somefera, dirty-faced creature bent over aprimordia
atar, her face haggard in the legping light. Y ou won't believeit,” shesaid at last. "I didn't.”

"Try us," suggested Jamieson.

"| talked to the Enigma," she said. "And it talked back."

Deed, dishdieving Slence.

"You'rejoking! " Jamieson said, choking.

"| told you you wouldn't believe me."

"Taked?In words?'

"Inwords. Real words. And the Enigma talked back. In words."

Silence again. Silence that stretched into moments, each staring at the other, uncertain, unable to believe



At last Tasmin'svoice. "That was atrandator inthe box!"
"A new one," she answered softly. "Very powerful. My friend got it for me. | took the label off."
"| thought it was atransposition program.”

"No reason you should have known it was atrand ator. But the trand ation is there, in the box. An actua
conversation between aperson and a Presence. A conversation that makes akind of sense, too, whichis
remarkable considering that it'safirst of itskind. That'swhat we were giving Lim Terrée. That'swhy he
went to such lengths to get the score from you, Ferrence. He knew what we had.”

"God!" Shocked silence once more.

"S0, you see," she sad, "we have to do something. And al | can think of iswhat | said before. Spread
the word as widdly as possible, assuming we could even get access to the com-net, and then hide out
until thefdloutisover.”

"That wouldn't work," said Jamieson.

"l don't understand.”

"It doesn't matter that you know the Presences are sentient. Y ou have no witness. Theinformation
you've got could have been faked. So long asthe CHASE Commissionisrigged to give areport of
non-sentience, BDL can depend on the military to enforce that ruling, no matter what the truthis. The

troopers don't care. Even if you told people and some of them believed you, it wouldn't do any good.
BDL would stiflethem.”

"Maybe not," said Clarin.
Jamieson gave her achdlenging look.

"No, redly Reb. You haven't takenit adl in yet. Listen to what the woman said! Shetaked to the
Enigma. It taked back. If we can actudly understand the words of the Presences, there are some very
greet voices here on Jubal that smply can't be Stifled!”

9

Bird-cloud, Silver-seam, Sun-bright, Star of the Mountain, Blue Glory Child of the Twelfth Generation,
ligening inthe quiet of theevening ...

To: Bondri Gesel the Wide-eared, Messenger of the Presences.

Bondri singing, along with histroupe in four part harmony, to the outer Silver-seam, the skin, asit were,
of the great Presence: "Peace, calm of wind, flow of water, gentleness of tree-frond turning, joy of
sunlight, contentment of moonlight and Sar.”

Which did not serve. Silver-seam, Bird-cloud, Star of the Mountain, and so forth returned the song ina
series of aching anharmonics: " Discontinuity. Distant: shore thundering. Close, whispering of change.
Proliferation of Loudsingers. Disturbance of one's edges and bits. Fingersitch. Noisesin air and earth.



Discomfort in the roots. Confusion. Query to Bondri: establish causation?

Bondri the Wide-eared, who had traveled fifty days with histroupe to carry amessage to theinner
Silver-seam, now paused, his song-sack in limp folds, shaken to the center of hisbeing. Prime Priest
Favel, bent and trembling on his poor old legs, whispered, "Has this ever happened before?"

Bondri flapped his earsin negation, signaing quiet to the troupe. "No Great One has ever asked such
questions before. No Great One has redlly seemed aware of us before, aged one. What shall | sing?!

"Equivocate," suggested the Prime Priest. " Say nothing much a some length. Tell Silver-seam you will
Seek reasons.”

Bondri sang in canon form, which alowed the troupe to follow hislead. After going on a some length,
Bondri concluded: " Causation currently unknown. Who knows what passes among the Loudsingers?
Who can smédll the sunlight? Who can taste the wind? Thy messengerswill ascertain.”

He had uttered no word of the inner message he had come so far to deliver, even though it was abrief
one: "Red Bird to the top of Silver Mountain." Most of the inner messages the viggies carried were no
more lengthy than this particular one, which had come from the Great Blue Tooth, Horizon Loomer,
Mighty Hand, the Presence humankind caled the East Jammer. Prime Priest Favel, who had learned
human speech in captivity among the Loudsingersin hisyouth, was fond of naming the Great Oneswith
human titles, using human words that he said were thought-provoking in their very imprecison. There had
seemed to be no point in attempting to deliver the message that East Jammer had sent. Inner Silver-seam
would not even have heard it so long asits skin was quivering like this or while this strange questioning
was happening—though the latter seemed Hilled, at least for the moment.

"Should | try to quiet it for the message?' Bondri hummed to the priest.
Hereceaived agesturein reply, why not.

Bondri swelled histhroat into agreat, ruby balloon and sang again to the skin, sang of cam, signaling the
troupe to begin an anti-phon on the theme of evening, one composed by Bondri's own ancestor in a
season of incessant and troubling storm. It was one of the most efficacious of the surface songs. The
troupe composed itsdlf for best projection and howled harmonioudy, throats swelled into sonorous
rotundity, putting al their energy intoiit at length and to little effect. The very air quivered with annoyance.
Bird-cloud, Silver-seam, Sun-bright, Star of the Mountain, and al—known among humankind asthe
North Watcher—was not tranquil and would not become so.

"Cacophony, dissonance, melodic linesfaling apart,” whispered a pan leader to Bondri. " Great
Bird-cloud is annoyed with his messengers.” High Priest Favel stood to one Side, bent and waiting,
making no comment, though Bondri threw him anervous glance.

There wasno help for it. Bondri stood forward and chirped a staccato phrase. " Tumble down threatens
hereabout, dangerous for viggy-folk, go and stay away, away atime, quick, quick." He turned to the old
priest. "Y our perceptiveness must come quickly.”

This was the sense of Bondri's message, though these were not the words. The words had other
meanings—Ieader to troupe, experienced singer to novicesin the presence of a Prime Priest of the
people—and there were implications of the time of day and the season, modifications of language
required by the sitein which the words were spoken. When one of the Companions of the Gods quoted
another, there was no need for the hearer to ask when or to whom the words were spoken or in what



wegther or circumstance. The words themselves said it al. The wordtaroo —go—was sung inthe early
morning. It becametarou a midmorning andtarouu at noon. It wasitaroo sung in sunlight andetaroo
sung inlight mist. Atar ouual ayum conveyed the going of amated pair, sansgiligee, a midmorning in
driving rain, somewhat north of the Shadowed Cliffs... in pring.

So now, Bondri'swords conveyed a chill autumn evening in the vicinity of the North Watcher during
which afamilid troupe of viggies—maes, femaes, giligees, and young, al, except the very newest trade
daughters, sharing the same thought patterns—had approached the Great One to ddliver amessage but
could not get past the skin to deliver it and were putting themsdvesin peril if they didn't move. Bondri felt
compelled to reissue the warning to which Prime Priest Favel had not yet barkened.

"Y our (autumn chilled but most vaued) perceptiveness? The (mighty but not quite trustworthy) Presence
inwhose (arbitrary and sometimes smply vengeful) decisionswe trust grows (dangeroudy and
malicioudy) agitated. Best (imperative) we depart.”

The priest flicked his elbows in agreement, and Bondri made the wing sign in turn to the pouchmate
pathfinders of the troupe, who dithered off at once down an amogt invisible track aong the sde of the
North Watcher. Thiswas a proven track on which movement was possible without derting the Great
One. The crygtdline structure benesth it had no fractures, no vacancies, no didocations, no planar
defects or interdtitid s—none of those deviations from uniform crystaline structure that in the Presences
served the function served by neurons and neuro-transmittersin fleshly creatures. Not that the viggies, or
asthey caled themsdves, "etaromimi,” knew that. They did know that the track was solid, stolid, and
without sensation. In afew hundred yards it would debouch upon a pocket of safe soil where asmall
grove of trees provided a place to rest. The Prime Priest was very old and needed surcease.

"Isfar enough?' hummed one of the troupe. "' Silver-seam can make great destruction, very far."

Bondri was by no means sure it was far enough, but it was far asthe Prime Priest was likely to get, given
the state of hislegs. They had been broken in his youth and had never healed properly. While they were
broken, he had been captured by the Loudsingers and held captive long enough to learn their language.
Much later one of the young Loudsingers, blessed be hisfamilia patterns of thought forever, had kindly
released Favd to his people. That Loudsinger's name was Lim Ferrence, and his was one of the names
of honor whose patterns were recalled by Bondri's troupe during times of recollection.

Behind them on the dope, severa of the Great One's fingers blew their tipswith a crash and volley of
tinkling glass

" "Lings," murmured Favd, giving thefingersther human name. " 'Lings.”

None of the debris came near the viggies, and Bondri sighed in relief. The Great Ones were not aways
sengble about assigning fault. If aviggy did something to displease them, their skinsor fingers might kill
quite another viggy in retdiation. It was dmost as though the skins did not know the difference between
oneindividua and another. Or did not know there was a difference. They were the same with the
Loudsingers. Sometimes the Great Ones would incubate annoyance for avery long time, exercising
vengeance long after the origind culprit had gone away or died. At leat, thisisthe way it seemed to
Bondri, even though the Prime Priest told him otherwise.

"It isthe difference between their insdes and outsides,” panted the Prime Priest, making Bondri redize
he had been vocdizing. "The surfaces of their minds are shalow and quick toirritate. They dap at usas
we twitch at awoundfly, unthinking. In the Depths, where the great thoughts move a the roots of the
mountains, they are dow to reason and, | believe, largely unconscious of us. | have often thought thereis



little connection between the two parts of them.”
"Except for the way Silver-seam behaved tonight,” caroled Bondri. " Strangely.”
"Strangely indeed! 1t seemed well aware of us, did it not? As though some midmind had come awake.”

It had indeed seemed quite aware of them, avery uncomfortable thought. "Blessed be (all Presences,
large and small, their fingers and skin-parts) they," said Bondri, antennae erect and curved inward over
his head, warding away any ill fortune that the priest's remark might otherwise attract.

"Oh, by al means" sghed Favel. "Yes."

"May | assst your (aged and infirm and overly chilled) perceptiveness?'

"If you would be so (graciousin this season) kind, youngster. | get creskier with every moon.”
"We would be honored to carry you."

"That much is not necessary. A shoulder to lean on would be welcome.”

The troupe sped down the track, moving as quickly as possible consonant with the requisite care.
Didodging bits of crysta trash often made the Great Onesvery angry, particularly if it was done noisily.
Pieces had to be picked up gently and set aside, and that took time, but long practice made the troupe
both quick and silent.

By thetime dark fell, they had reached the grove of trees.

"Where arewe?"' the Prime Priest asked, settling himself into a soft pocket of earth and fluffing hisfur to
retain body heat. "l do not recognize thisroute.”

"Back side of Silver-seam," Bondri reported. "Just east of the Tineea Singers,
Those-Who-We come-Without-Meaning-It, named by the Loudsingers, the False Eagers. An easy
trangit, your perceptiveness.”

"Perhaps by tomorrow, an easy transit. At the moment, an impossible one. | cannot move farther. Have
we food?"

"Wet food and dry. Comfort yourself while we prepare.”

Preparation took little time. There were edible stalks to pedl, grain heads to thresh, afew seed podsto
open with a sharpened bone. It was not viggy bone. The bones of the viggies were fragile and light, and
inany casetheritua of disposa made viggy boneinaccessible for any useful purpose. On the other hand,
the hard strong bones of the Loudsingers and their animals were often found at the roots of the Gresat
Ones and were much sought after. Viggies had been anatomizing human and mule corpsesfor
generations, and there waslittle they did not know about human anatomy. The giligees, particularly, were
interested in this knowledge. Sometimes among the wreckage of Loudsingers, animals, and wagons,
there were bits of metal, aso. Sharp or toothed edges made from this materia were even more
treasured. Bondri carried severd bits of metd in hisvestigial pouch just below his song-sack, giftsfrom
his people, mostly salvaged at the foot of Highmost Darkness, Lord of the Gyre-Birds, Smoke Magter,
the one the humans called Black Tower.



The Prime Priest munched on pedled stalks of settler's brush and made polite conversation, as befit a
time of food sharing. " One could dmost forgive the humans (outlanders, weird strangers who say
unmentionable and disgusting things with words that are not true, thereby incurring the taboo) for coming
to Our-Land-of-the-Gods," he sang. "They have brought good food."

"Some of it," admitted Bondri, whose troupe had only recently acquired the habit of raiding human fields
and gardens. "Thelittle seeds at the top of the long stems are good, even though they are only ripe one
time of the year. And the various thick roots and sweet leaves are good, and those juicy bulbsthat grow
onthelr trees. The big seeds aren't good. Brou they call them.”

"I don't think they use the big seeds for food."

"I've heard that sung,” Bondri conceded. "I've heard they mash the big seeds at a place near the sea,
mash them, and put them in containers, and send them away in boats. Our
fisher-kin-who-run-from-the-sea-bringing-fish say the mashed seeds go off-world."

"That istrue," the Prime Priest acknowledged in aminor key. "During my captivity, | saw it with my own
eyes. The Loudsingers eat brou to make them cheerful .

"They do not make us cheerful. The big seeds are very dangerous.”

"Arum," the Prime Priest nodded, histhroat sack swelling and collapsing in sadness. "l lost al of one
pouch to them. The pouch boss went down into the Loudsinger fields. She was at that age where they
taste everything, and her pouchmates followed her. One taste and fff. Hopeless. Nothing could be done.”
He sat slently, mourning. When amated pair and the giligee could produce a pouchful only every six or
seven years, theloss of an entire set of pouchmates was difficult to bear. Next time the chosen giligee
would go well back into the country to incubate, well away from deepsoil. And the giligee would stay
there until his daughters were of reasonable age, beyond that curious, mouthing stage when everything
went between the back teeth. It was difficult to live away from deepsoil, but one or more of the older
children could go with the giligee, as helper. There was dways etaromimi-bush, called by the Loudsingers
settler'sbrush, if there was nothing else.

"Y our perceptiveness?'
"Y es, Bondri."
"Y ou haven't told me where you wish to go."

"The gods are distressed. Y ou seeit for yourself, Bondri, First Singer, Troupe Leader. Just asthe North
Watcher—Silver-seam and so forth—just asit quivers and blowsits fingers, so do other of the Great
Ones. Highmost Darkness, Lord of the Gyre-Birds, Smoke Magter, the one the humans call Black
Tower has been particularly disturbed. And now this questioning? This complaint of tumult! Who can it
be who makes this tumult? Who are the sensible creatures? There are only three possibilities. The gods
themselves. Or the Loudsingers. Or us. Only we three are sengible creatures to make causes of things.
Can there be any other answer?”

Bondri admitted there could be no other.
The Priest chewed thoughtfully, rubbing at hislegswith hisbony fingers. "I go toward a place of mesting.

Prime Priests will be there from south and north. We will tak of this. It is very disturbing. One does not
know what truth is"



Bondri shuffled hisfeet back and forth in the dust. "Isit possible, perceptiveness, that it isthe gods
themsdves?'

The Prime Priest waved hisearsin negation. "Nothing is certain. It could be that this confusion emanates
from the Mad One. Song has come that the Mad One spoke to aLoudsinger.”

Therewas asharply indrawn breath from the viggies, who had been eavesdropping politdly, trilling an
occasional phrase antiphonaly to indicate attention. A Presence had broken the ban! Spokento a
Loudsinger! Done what every viggy was forbidden to do!

"How? If the Loudsinger had not the words of calm for the skin and the words of greeting for theinner
one?'

"Thereisrumor,” Favel sang, "that the Loudsinger, afemde Loudsinger, had the words."
"How did she come by them?' The entire troupe held its breath, waiting for the answer to this.

The old viggy sighed. "Do not ask what you aready know must be true. If she had them, she had them
from us. Are we not etaromimi, Goers Between the Gods? Have the trees suddenly taken up singing?

The old priest had used the humorous mode, which called for appreciative laughter, though with the
intonation requiring dight shame, and this evoked an embarrassed cadenza from the troupe. Now he
waved hisears at them, acautionary gesture. "We had best giggle (melodically) now. Later may be only
occasionsfor (disharmonie) sorrow.”

"Therewasthat time," Bondri intoned, the words conveying atime somefifty years before, in the spring
of the year, when one troupe had been surprised by a (foreign, weird, off-world) creature. "He had a
(noise crestor, song steder, abomination) machine.”

"Do any now live who remember that time?' crooned the troupe in unison and with deep reverence.

"None," hymned the priest, closing the litany of recollection. "Only the holy words remember.” The
words were quite enough, of course. Though individua viggies died, words were immortal. Words and
mel odies and the lovely mathematics of harmony, these were the eternd things, the things of the gods. So
long asthey were remembered accurately—and the Prime Priests had the job of remembering them
al—everything could be reconstructed as it had happened at thetime. The surprise. Thefleeing. The
creeping back to see what the strange creature was doing. The horror asthey heard the stolen song,
captive in the machine, the attempt to rescue the song—to no avail. Severa had died in the effort, but the
song was il captive. Captive, no doubt, until thisvery day. And now, perhaps that same (grieved for,
sorrowed over) song had been used againgt itswill to speak to the Mad One, the Presence Without
Innerness, the Killer Without Cause, called by the Loudsingers, the Enigma.

"Poor (predestined to sorrow, condemned, doomed) creatures,” caroled ayoung giligee, solo voice. "If
the Mad One has done this thing, the next timeit will kill. The Mad One aways talks once, then killsthe
next time. The Loudsinger(s) will undoubtedly die." The giligee voice soared, and Bondri closed hiseyes
in gppreciation of that voice, even as he shivered at the words.

"True," quavered the old priest, taking acomforting bite of fruit. "If any Loudsingers go trying to sing to
the Enigmaagain, undoubtedly the Enigmawill kill themdl.”



10

In hishovel on the outskirts of Splash One, Brother-minor Jeshel, whip-hand of the Society of
Crygallites, Worshippers of the Holy Ones, Gods Incarnate on Jubd, finished beating his handmaid and
looked around for someone e se who might need admonishment. Brother Jeshel was almost certain the
Gods Incarnate had spoken to him in adream. He seemed to remember something of the kind
happening, and had his handmaid not interrupted him, he would have remembered it clearly enough to tell
The Three and maybe be allowed to testify to avisgon in temple.

Sigter Sophron lay on the floor, half naked and weeping.

"Get up,” he snarled. "And don't wake me up like that again.”

"A messenger came,” she sobbed. "From her. | didn't know what elseto do.”
"The messenger could wait. Cover yoursdlf. Y ou're disgusting like that."

Since Sigter Sophron had not removed her gown, the accusation was unjust. Nonethel ess, she pulled the
rent fabric to cover her back and shouldersand tried to tieit in front, noting in passing that severa of the
tieswere pulled off. Brother-minor Jeshel had wakened in arage.

"What does he want?'

"The messenger?'

"Who else are we talking about, dut! Of course, the messenger.”
"He sayshe'sfrom her, the wife."

"Ah. Tel him I'll talk to him in abit. Get yoursdlf dressed. Y ou'll need to get yourself into town, to your
job."

Shuffling and holding the gown together at her waist, Sister Sophron |eft the room. She did not meet the
messenger's eyes when she repeated Jeshel's remarks, nor did she look back to see how they were
received. At the moment she could think only of getting to the privy before she threw up. It wasn't right of
Jeshel to beat her when shewas like this. She had thought it would be better on Jubdl, but it was no
better, not a dl. Brother-minor Jeshel was no different from comrade-insurgent Jeshel. He used dightly
different words, that was dl. Back on Serendipity Jeshdl had said "Revolt” and "The Cause" and
"The-rotten-management, with al its bootlickers." Now he said "Presences’ and "Evangdism™ and
"The-rotten-BDL with dl itsflunkeys'—Tripsingers and Explorersincluded—Dbuit it sill came down to
ydling and burnings and killing people from behind. It sill came down to Sophron earning their living

while Jeshd congpired. It ill came down to blood and bombs and being beaten on when you were
pregnant. Vomiting copioudy, Sister Sophron cursed Brother-minor Jeshel and wished for the moment
she had never told him what that Explorer knight had said when Sophron had been cutting her hair.

Behind her in thefilthy hal, Rheme Gentry made aface to himsdf and went on humming quietly. Hewas
very weary, having returned from Northwest only very late last evening, but he would not sit down. There
was nothing clean enough to sit on. Eventualy Jeshel would show up, dirty and uncombed, probably bug
infested as well, though that would be difficult on this planet. There were no human parasites. Perhaps
Jeshel had evaded quarantine in order to have some shipped in. Rheme had not yet met Brother-minor



Jeshel, but he had heard about him: alower leve functionary in the Crystalite hierarchy, but one
reputedly responsble for agood ded of generd terrorism and disruption. After sending Tasmin Ferrence
to find, and one hoped to assist, Don Furz, the four conspirators, Vowe and VVox, Middleton, and
Gentry, had discussed various Crystallites as a possible source of information, and Brother Jeshel had
been their unanimous choice. Rheme, it was decided, should put on amodest disguise and afdse name
to interrogate the man. Rheme amused himsdlf by thinking what hisunclewould say to dl this. The
director of CHAIN wouldn't be delighted at the risk, that much was sure.

He st that uncomfortable thought aside and considered various names for the group that was getting
itsalf together here on Jubd. They might name it the Quarternine Conspiracy. Or perhapsthe Card Game
Connivance. The most accuratetitle could be Four Againgt the Tide. Although according to Thyle Vowe
it would be vastly more than four when the Tripsingers learned what was going on—those who didn't

already suspect.

Besides, it was wrong to think of it asacongpiracy. A counterconspiracy, rather. A counterintelligence
group. Thisalowed for some additiona names. The Juba Operation. He rather liked that one.

"What'ayou want?' The voice was unaccommodating. Gentry turned to see the Crystdlite standing
behind him, aslank haired, stubble faced, and smelly as had been described.

"My nameisBasty Pardo," Gentry advised him. "The Governor'slady isinterested in how her little
project iscoming along." His name had been Basty Pardo once, and he was certain that the Governor's
lady was interested in agood many things. Rheme avoided lieswhenever possible.

Brother Jeshel grunted. Gentry was atype he hated ingtinctively. He was clean and fit |ooking, with good
teeth. Such men couldn't be up to any good, so far as Brother Jeshdl was concerned, but he couldn't
insult the man. Not now. Not yet. He chose divagation.

"I'm interested in how my own little project is coming along! Some troopers took some of my people the
other day. Out toward the Great Ones we was watchin' over. Heretics came right by the Great Ones,
and when we chastised 'em, the troopers came. She told us she'd keep the troopers off us."

Rheme put on hisvoice of cold command. "If you're talking about your attack on the Tripsinger and his
acolytes who came through the Mad Gap, it was stupid of your people to interfere. The Governor can
keep the troops off your neck so long as you don't assault people, Jeshdl, but once you start throwing
things, the troopers will move. Nobody can stop them.”

Jeshel glared at him in astonishment. The pretty boy could talk hard at any rate. "The Governor can
command 'em.”

"Not when it'sacase of public order. They have standing ordersfor stuations like that. The Governor
can keep the troopers from rounding you up—at least for awhile—but he can't give you immunity. You
know that." It al had afine authoritative sound, and Rheme wondered briefly if he was saying anything at
al true or rlevant to the Situation. In most Stuations, sounding authoritative was good enough.

Jeshel grunted. The assault on the Tripsinger had been a calculated risk. He hadn't redlly expected to get
away with it, but his people were getting restless, eager for somereal confrontation. There had to bean
incident soon, something magjor, or some of them would start to backdide.

"The Governor'slady wants to know what's going on," Rheme repeated impatiently, hoping the man
would respond. It would be dangerous to stay too long or to talk much more than he aready had. A



wrong word and the filthy fanatic would catch on to the fact that Rheme knew next to nothing and was
fishing for information.

"l don't know. It was only yesterday. | sent some people, but they haven't come back yet."

Nor had Donatella Furz come back yet, at least she had not by the time Rheme | eft Northwest City. Nor
had the starkly handsome Trip-singer and his acolytes, cometo that. "Did you send some of your
followers?' This seemed a safe question.

"Nuh. Not rea members. Some people | know."
"Youthink ... ah... thistimethey'll succeed?’

"l sent enough of ‘em. Four of 'em. If she got sent out yesterday, like was promised, my people should'a
caught up with her about dark."

"Heavens." Rhemetook out his handkerchief and fastidioudy wiped his hands and brow, deciding to risk
it. "That should be enough to ded with one Explorer, shouldn't it? But then, we have to remember, you
didn't succeed ether time before.”

"What'ayou mean, either time?"' Jeshd scowled at the smdler man, asuspicious snarl crossing hislips.
"Wasn't any other time. Thisistheonly one."

"Isit only once? Well, it may be. The Governor'slady uses other people aswell. Wdll, I'll give her your
message. Meantime, tell your people to stay out of trouble, Jeshel. Burn themsaves up al they like, but
don't throw rocks? Hmmm?"

Outside in the street, Rheme unlocked his car in the face of twenty scowling Crystallites who had
materiaized from various hovels and dley openings, carefully not looking at any of them. They werethe
kind of beaststhat were threatened by adirect look. When he drove off, it was to the clatter and splat of
missiles hitting the car, but he felt cheered that it was nothing worse than that.

Though his own temporary office was at Government House, he drove directly to BDL Headquarters
and parked in the back, not in the courtyard. That courtyard, like that of the citadel next door, was under
farly consstent surveillance by Honeypeach hersdlf, who liked to know who was going and coming from
Splash One. Inside the building, he dipped down aflight of back stairs and into an untenanted cross
halway. At the end of it was an unmarked door, and he knocked softly, in an ingstent pattern.

"Gentry?" someone whispered.

"Me" he agreed, dipping through the door asit opened a crack.

"Good heavens, do we have to go through al thiswhisper and skulk?"

Gereny Vox lifted one eyebrow. "Theres no eyes or earsin thisroom, Rheme. It's maybe the only room
inthe whole BDL building you can say that about. Reason theré's no eyesisthat thisisthe mule breeding
files down here. Who the hell cares about the mule farm files, right? I've got areason to be here. You

don't. Better say it quick and get gone.”

He sghed, wiping hisforehead once again. "Get word to Thyle that you were right. Honeypeach traded
favorswith Brother Jeshel to get Don Furz killed. He sent four men, but it's the only time he has sent



anyone." He wiped hisforehead and ran hisfinger ingde hishigh, tight collar. "Gereny, it's hotter than the
Core Starsdown here."

"Kegpsthefilesfrom gettin' musty. Y ou got anything else?"
"No. How did you find out about Honeypeach anyhow?'

She spat, ritualy, without moisture. "Two dumb stal cleaners at the stables here in Splash One, yakkin'
about suff whilethey should be shovein' shit. Didn't see mein thegdl fixin" Tinkerbel'sleg. Both of ‘em
son of Crystalites. Not the hard core kind, but the hangers-on. Well. One of ‘'em has a brother, and he
says his brother's been sent with some other guys off to Northwest. To do in some Explorer knight, so he
said. They were dl paid agood bit to go. Said the knight would be sent out on amission and they could
kill her when she was on her way back, because the Governor's wife wanted her dead.” She spat again.
"l told Thyle and he called you and Jem for amestin'. Y ou were late, but you heard the rest of it. We
guessed it was Don Furz, she bein’ the only one much in the public eye up there, but we didn't know 'til |
cdled the Priory it was all goin' to happen so soon.”

"I may be ableto find out alittle more, as|'m not known around here yet, and nobody but the four of us
knows | work for the PEC. Are you getting anywhere?

"We're puttin' two and two together."

"According to Jem there seem to have been two attempts on the Explorer'slife in the past, plusthe one
yesterday," Gentry mused. "What made Jem suspicious that somebody tried to kill Furz before?!

"Jem'sgot abirdy over in BDL Exploration Divison."
"Birdy?'

"A little py. Somebody low down in the ranks, somebody no one pays any attention to. Probably some
data clerk or communications expediter. Jem didn't say who, and we didn't ask. Well, the birdy saysthe
orders sending Furz out to Redfang thefirst time weren't to standard. Somebody's approval missin',
something not right. And Jem found out today the orders sending her out there thislast time weren't any
more legitimate than the first ones. Both setswere boggled.”

"Boggled?"

"Faked! Some wallmouse creepin’ out at night to boggle orders. Who do you suppose? The Explorer
King?1'd put my chitsthere. Easy enough to tell, Gentry. Y ou've got the connections. Find out whether
Chase Random Hall has accounts on Serendipity. If he's got money there, it's nine times sure he's your
wallmouse, sendin’ hisown Explorer off to get killed. " Her face writhed briefly at the thought of this
betrayd.

Rheme Gentry made aquick note. "Don't count on my being able to find out anything, Gereny. Mail to
Serendipity’'s being censored or just lost, even the diplomatic stuff from Government House. BDL
controlsthe ships, and except for afew odds and ends, messages aren't getting through.”

"Now how do you know that?'

"I had acknowledgment signals worked out, things to be planted in the system news, outside the BDL
net, and they aren't showing up. Juba's getting zipped up tight, Gereny. I'll seewhat | can find out about



Hall, but | wouldn't fasten on him too quickly. It could be someone else. Hall's alittle conspicuous. I'd
bet on someone less noticesble.”

"Poor Donatdlla," Gereny mused. "Nice gd. Met her three or four times, always pleasant. No snoot to
her, like some of those Explorers. Hope she'sdl right.”

"Well, well hope Tasmin Ferrence got therein time to help her out. Jeshel said he sent four ruffians, but

if they werethe qudity | saw hanging around in the Crystdlite quarter, the stun rifle should have incressed

the oddsin our favor. Those two attempts before bother me, though. Brother Jeshel claimsno part in
those ...

"Evenif it isthe Explorer King, I'll bet he's not acting on hisown. I'd like to know who's giving the
orders.

Price Zimble st at the feet of the Explorer King, gently stroking the King's knees and calves. Chase
Random Hall, while relishing the sensation, affected not to notice thisintimecy.

"Then what did you do?' the King asked. "After Donatella got back from Splash One?"
"l hung around,” said Zimmy. "I've been hanging around for days."

"She hasn't asked for you since?"

"Not once."

"Y ou've been through her room?"

"Over and over again. There's nothing there, Chase. A few odds and ends of papers and things she's
working on, and her own things. That'sall.”

"No messages?'

"Nonethat aren't ordinary. Y ou know. Ralth asking her to have dinner, or Martin inviting her for adrink,
or something likethat. A thank you note from her old cousin down in Splash One."

"It could be code."

"Code! For heaven's sake, Randy. It said, 'Dearest Donatella, thank you so much for the nice lunch. Do
give my best to your mother. Love, Cousin Cyndal.' If you can make code out of that ... "

The King made an irritated moue, his mouth twisting unattractively. "Nothing more about the man down
in Splash One, the onethat died in the Chapter House?"

"Nothing. No one knowswho heis or who sent him. Unlessyou do.”

"Don't besdlly, Zimmy. Justin sent him. Who else?" His voice was not as sure as the words.

"What do you want me to do now?"

"In the unlikely event she comes back from thisRedfang trip ... "



"Unlikely event?' Zimmy opened his eyes very wide in ingenuous surprise.

"Somebody saw to it she got sent, idiot, and it wasn't me. | saw the orders! They were boggled. Why
did the powersthat be send her off into the Redfang anyhow? There's nothing there that really needed
doing."

"Powersthat be?" Zimmy wasdl innocence.

The Explorer King sounded irritated. Parts of the puzzle didnt fit. He, the King, had been told not to do
anything to Don Furz. But someone was doing something to Don Furz. Who? And why? He didn't ook

closdy at Zimmy. If he had, he might have surprised aglimmer of amusement in Zimmy's eyes.

"Don't ask questions, Zimmy. Theless you know the better off you are. And if she does come back, be
there and don't look surprised.”

"Well, of course, Randy," said Zimmy with a hurt expresson. "I have better sense than that.”

Maybelle Thonks listened to her sepmother singing and cringed insde. Honeypeach only sang whenin
the ascendency, and Maybelle hated to guess whose bloody and recumbent bodies her father'swife must
be currently and unmelodicaly somping over.

"Problem?" asked Rheme Gentry. He had just come out of the Governor's office with a stack of papers,
which he placed on his desk. " Anything the Governor's aide can do to help?"

"Honeypeachissinging.”

"Ah?'

"It probably means she's just killed somebody."”

"May Bee." It was said softly, but unmistakably asawarning.

"Wall, it does"

Hewhispered. "It may, but we are not going to say so. Not inside Government House. Not anywhere
where we might be overheard. Arewe?' He took her hand and led her out onto the wide terrace, which
extended aong two sides of the house, well away from concealing shrubbery or roof overhangs.

When they were clear of the building, she said, "Rheme, how do you stand it?"

"Well, | confess| was somewhat dismayed when | arrived to take the job as your father's aide and
learned exactly what hiswife thought that entailed.”

"How did you keep out of her clutches?"
"I told her | had picked up avirulent and sexually transmitted infection on Rentrée Four, thet it was
currently in remission but till quite communicable, and that the symptoms of the diseasein women

included complete atrophy of the breasts and other genitdia.”

"Rheme! Did you redly?Youdid. My God, | never would have ... how marvelous.”



"| further told her that she needn't worry about her stepdaughter because | found women of your type
unatractive. | told her | didiked light brown hair and hazel eyes because they reminded me of my evil
aunty, the scourge of my youth.”

"You beadt."

"Asareault, she has not worried, and you and | are dlowed to be much together. Of course, she may
be watching you eagerly for sgns of atrophy. One doesn't know."

"Y ou didn't answer my first question. How do you stand it? Y ou know what daddy's up to."

"l do, indeed. Heis up to making avery large fortune for himself before the bottom falls out here on
Jubd. Heistaking money from the Crystaliteswith one hand and from BDL with the other. When BDL
doeswhatever it is planning to do, which | haven't totaly figured out yet, there will be big trouble,
following which there will probably be aninquiry. In advance of theinquiry your father will resign to enjoy
his retirement on Serendipity or Eutopiaor New Havaheh or some such place.”

"It'sdishonorable.”

"Not aword that your father has used much, Maybelle. Onething | confessthat | don't understand is
why you are asyou are while heiswhat heis"

"Because | had Mother around for over twenty years. And he's had Honeypeach. She corrupts people.
Not that daddy needed much corrupting. He's had her since she was fifteen. Can you believe that? Her
son, Y mries Fedder, isredly my father's son, too. I1t'swhy Mother left him, when she finally found out
about it."

"And you are here only because your mother died.”

"I'm here because | had nowhere elseto go. Mother's family disowned her when she married the
honorable Wuyllum. The honorable Wuyllum was sending support for me, but he quit when Mother died.
Sheand | wereliving on Serendipity, but as an off-worlder | couldn't even get awork permit there.”

"Y ou could work here."

"Doing whet?'

"Y our father could put in aword with BDL. There should be some kind of registered job available.”

"He wont. I've begged him. He doesn't want me to have any resources at al except what he provides.
He's aterrible man, Rheme. He possesses people. Mother had told me somethings, but | didn't have any
ideawhat he'sredly like until | got here. He doesn't do anything much with people, but he likesto own
them. Every now and then helll twitch the chain, just to be sureit's still attached.” She turned away, biting
her lip to keep the tears back.

"Y ou could marry me."

"Yes, | could. Theideaisavery dtractive one, too. But it would be the end of your job here, believe
me. Wed haveto leave.”

"That wouldn't be the end of the universe, May Bee."



"Not if we got away. We might not, Rheme. | know you think I'm overdating things, but things happen
to people who don't do what Daddy or Honeypeach want them to do. Sometimes they have accidents
and die. Sometimes they just disappear.”

"Ah," hesad again, not arguing with her. After hisinterview with Brother Jeshel, he no longer doubted
her—not that he ever had.

"l get 0 ... o angry. | lovethis place—not Government House, but Jubal. | met an explorer, Donatella
Furz, at one of the receptions. | told her I'd never seen the countryside, and she took me out into the
crystal country. It's beautiful, very strange and mystical. 1t's obvious what's going to happen toiit. It's
going to be destroyed. By my father. By BDL. | keep thinking there must be something | could do.”

"Thou and I," he mused, looking back into Government House through the door they had |eft open
behind them. Honeypeach Thonks was standing in that doorway, staring at her stepdaughter with the
look that a hungry gyre-bird might fasten on some bit of tasty carrion. Rheme bowed in her direction, a
bit more deeply than custom required. When he got his head up again, shewasgone. "Yes," he mused
softly, so that only Maybelle could hear. "We're going to have to do something."

On the roof of the Crygtallite Templein Splash One, just to one side of the high mud brick, plastic gilded
dome, there was a comfortable gpartment reached by atwisting stair hidden in one of the massive pillars
that supported the vaulted ceiling. It was accessible only to afew servants and the three residents:
Chantiforth H. Bins, Myrony Clospocket, and Aphrodite Sdlls, these three being both the heart and soul
of the Crystalite religion on Jubdl. It was the place they spent most of their time between services, except
for infrequent and well-disguised foraysinto the less savory night life of Splash One.

"Jeshd's tirrin' up the fuckin' rabble again,” remarked Myrony, hisbald pate gleaming in the light of the
late afternoon sun as he put down the corn-control and moved toward the glass doors that opened on a
spacious roof terrace. "Our man over in BDL reports he assaulted some fuckin' Tripsinger afew days
ago. | wishyou'd sit on him, Bins. Y ou're the High Pontiff, and that's the only one he ligensto. He's goin’
to provoke Thonks to do somethin’ foolish before we're ready.”

The multitudes would have been surprised to see their High Priest a home, Myrony's shiny pate
unwigged, his sonorous voice falen into the vulgar accents of hisyouth. Myrony had been born and
reared in a scum-pocket on Zenith, an entertainment world known more for its depravity than for its
devation to theology. That he had risen so far into godliness from this beggarly beginning spoke volumes
for histenacity and ruthlessness, if not for his conscience.

"Old Sweet Wuyllum won't do anything until were ready,” murmured Aphrodite through perfect teeth
and lips, which pursed into akiss as she peered into the mirror and preened over the glitter of the new
firestone necklace. She had been Myrony's associate on a dozen worlds, and she knew him better than
anyone dtill living. "Thonks knows whose hand stuffs his pocket.”

"Not necessarily so, Affy," Chantiforth Bins corrected her in comfortably avuncular tones. Though his
association with the other two was more recent than theirs with one another, he had long ago adopted a
familiar and confidentia tone with them both. " The Governor could be forced to move. Myrony'sright.
We need to St on Jeshel unless Wuyllum tells us he needs an incident. And then we need to do aquick
sunder and be off-planet by the time it happens.”

"Harward Justin's not going to let anything happen to us" the woman remarked, stretching luxurioudy
while stroking the gem-stones. The necklace was a gift from Justin, and Aphrodite had her own reasons



for believing the BDL bosswould take care of them. Her ego was so strong that she had never
conddered any other outcome of their relationship. Though she didn't redizeit, her complaisancewasa
personality trait that Justin much appreciated, since he felt it made her totally predictable. He would have
been reinforced in this opinion by her remarks. " Judtin likes the good job we've done for him,” she said,
amiling a her own reflection and giving the gem one last pat. She did not enjoy remembering the earning
of the gift, but having it made up for that. "1t'sthefirst time weve ever hired out to start ardigion, you
know that? It's been what you might cdl interesting.”

"Given the free hand we had, it wasn't bad," Chantiforth admitted.

"It wasn't workin' worth shit until Justin brought in those shiploads of trash from Serendipity,” Myrony
remarked. "Didn't have two convertsto rub together until then. Y ou have to hand it to Justin. He knew
the kind of people would go for it. Jeshel and hisbunch arejust right.”

"Jeshel and his bunch are going to scream contra-tenor when they get interned with al the rest,”
Chantiforth objected. "Justin may be sorry he's got them on his hands then.”

"Let Jeshd scream. Let him say anything he likes. He has no ideawho weredly are, and lessthan no
ideawherewere going to be. The army'll take care of Jeshel.” Chantiforth Binsrose and crossed to the
high windows that looked out over the city. "I'm going to missthis place.”

"Not me," Aphrodite said. "Thefood'slousy, the noise never lets up, and the only music they haveisthat
damn Tripsinger howling. Mefor the Spice Coast on 'Dipity."

"l think we dl agree it wasworth it though." Binsturned from the window with asmile, rubbing his
fingerstogether suggestively. "Biggest one we've donetogether. Didn't dl those pilgrims bleed money?'

Aphrodite puckered her forehead. "Pity there won't be anymore pilgrimswhen BDL crashes everything.
And you'reright, Chants. We need to do asunder well ahead of the shutdown. No telling what some
PEC flunky might end up doing. There might be some kind of alast-minute shift that could leave uswhere
we're not supposed to be. Whenever that CHA SE Commission gets here, we need to start moving.
Couple of months? Or maybe sooner, from what | hear. And we need to watch our money, too. Even
though it's on Serendipity, something could go wrong. There's about six million now. Split three ways,
Chants-love, that's two million for each of us. Which isnot too utterly threadbare for three years
part-timework."

"More than three fuckin' yearstotd," growled Myrony. "Chanty and me had to set up the Jut Massacre,
remember? That was alittleiffy. | didn't like bein’ that close to those fuckin' Presences. And there was
some rumor-mongerin' even before that."

Aphrodite shrugged. "It didn't exactly take your full time, My. Y ou and Chanty managed to get in on that
Heron's World dash-up in between. Y ou guys made me real mad on that one, you know! 1I'm some kind
of shredded settler's brush, you couldn't cut mein on that?' She stood up and drifted lazily to the
window, looking out over the low parapet to the snarling hubbub of the city.

"Y ou weren't around,” Myrony snarled, giving her anasty look. "Y ou were busy. Seemsto methere
was something | heard about some diplomatic papers that disappeared.”

"Never mind," she said, turning to wave her hands at him, shushing him. "I don't want to be reminded.”

Below them in the vaulted sanctuary, abell rang repestedly, the measured dong, dong, dong seeming to



tighten the very atmosphere around them.

"Evening services," said Chantiforth, rising and moving toward the rack where hisrobe and crown were
hung. "Damn. I'm getting tired of this. It waskind of fun at first, but I've had it to my back teeth.”

"All you haveto doislook impressive,” Myrony objected. "It's my night for the sermon.”

"Minefor digpensing revelations," Aphrodite remarked. "I think I'll wear that new mantle with the blue
feathers. What'll the message from the Presences be tonight?"

"Work for the fuckin' hour cometh,” Myrony suggested with an unpriestly sneer as he reached for the full
white wig that stood on astand by the door.

"Repent for the day isat hand,” sniggered Chantiforth. "What'd'you think they redly say?' she asked,
sretching. "The Presences? Y 'ever thought about that?"

The two men, tall, white haired, benevolent looking as saints, gave her equally empty stares, asthough
wondering if she had gone mad.

"No," shesghed. "I guess you guys never thought about that.”

Don Furz looked down on the Redfang valey from ahigh pass, her head barely lifted above the line of
crysta prominences, swiveling dowly as she examined the lowlands with a pair of excellent glasses. She
stopped severa times and stared intently, adjusting the glasses for focus, then moved on. When she had
scanned the entire valley, she wriggled back down the pass to join Tasmin and his acolytes, who were
lying besdethetrall playing with Clarin'scrystd mouse.

"They'rethere" shesaid crisply. "At least two bunches of them.”

"Thesameonesaslagt night?' Tasmin asked, handing the mouse to Clarin and getting to hisfeet.

"They look the same. Who knows? One group is right down at the bottom of thetrail, asthough they
were waiting for us. The other oneis moving along down the center of the valley, asthough they don't
even know the other oneis here"

"Did you see robes? Tripsinger robes?’

"In the group moving down the valey, yes. Two of them. But no robes at the bottom of thetrail.”

"Which way isthe 'Singer group headed?"

"Therésapasswvorded trail east of them. It'll take them in behind the Redfang range, about five miles
south and east of us™

Tasmin frowned. "We can wait until the'Singer group goes on into the range, then we can crosstheir
trail behind them and out of sght of the ones below us."

"Thereésaroute | know." She nodded. "If we can get behind the 'Singer group, | can get usinto afast
north-south corridor.”

Tasmin nodded approva. "Then once we're far enough south to avoid immediate trouble, we can split



up. Some of us need to get to Thyle Vowe. | wish his message had been just dightly less enigmatic, that
held told us just what it ishe's aware of, but we have to operate on the assumption he knows or at least
suspects what's going on. Whether he does or not, we need help and theré's nowhere elseto get it."

"I never intended to involve others,” Donatella complained. "1t makes me fed hideoudy respongble.”

"You didn't involve us, not purposdly. The acolytesand | have talked this over, Explorer.” Herose and
stretched, the full deeves of his robe dropping back to his shoulders as he reached for the sky. Then he
turned to her, shaking his robes down around him. "We.... or | should say, | started thisjourney to solve
acouple of persond mysteries—things | needed to know about Lim, about my wife. | still want answers
to those, but right now there are more urgent things." He turned away. It seemed a desecration to stop
his search for the cause of Celcy's death, and yet he could do nothing else.

"Firg thingsfirgt," Clarin said encouragingly, filling the sllence and giving him time to recover. She had
pocketed the mouse and was now assembling her gear.

"Right," Tasmin agreed, attempting arather weary smile. "Wevetaked it over, and we want to help you
do precisely what you were trying to do. On the face of it, telling all Jubd that the Presences are sentient
isthe most important thing we could do just now."

Clarin nodded, running her fingers through her short, curly mop. "We agree about that. However,
Tasmin and Jamieson and |—we al fedl the need to be prudent. Once the CHASE Commission meets
and reports, there will be no time for other efforts. The case hasto be airtight. We have to be able to
prove everything we alege. And so far, as Jamieson mentioned, we have only your word for everything.
There could be another explanation for the attack on you, and that's the only thing we've seen with our
own eyes." She shouldered her pack and went off to load it on the waiting mule.

"But | toldyou ... " Donatdlainterrupted.

Jamieson said firmly, "Y ou've told us about your arrangement with Lim Terrée, but there could be other
explanationsfor that aswell." He went up thetrail to load hisown mule.

"I've played you the Enigma cube!" she protested to Tasmin.

"Y ou have no witnesses to making that cube, and it could have been faked,” Tasminrepliedina
sympethetic tone. "And quitefrankly, itis... well, enigmatic." Seeing her expression he added hedtily,
"We don't disbelieveyou! You'reright, they are words, and they are sequentia words. They just don't
seem to be subgtantialy responsive to what you were saying. Or thought you were saying."

"] was scared to desth,” she admitted. "I hurried more than | should have. There were these constant
tremors. And the Enigmaswords sounded ... well, they sounded alittle hotile.”

Tasmin nodded. "We thought o, too, which isactualy one of the best arguments there could be that the
thingisn't faked. Presumably, afake would have made better sense and have been more ingratiating. For
the record, we believe you. Others won't, not necessarily. There has to be proof. It hasto be as obvious
to the peoplewewill giveit to asitisto you." Hewaked over to the mules where Clarin and Jamieson
waited, listening attentively. "We have to have more than your word. There need to be witnesses."

Donatella Furz |ooked from one expectant face to the other, uncertain and angry. "How do you expect
meto..."



"Oh, very smple,” said Jamieson with aradiant smile. "We're going to talk to the Enigma, too.”

11

Harward Justin made his home in aluxurious gpartment on the top floor of the BDL building. At one
time he had considered living esawhere, but he had rejected the idea. It was convenient to be ableto call
upon BDL service employees when one needed a cook or housekeeper or cleaning crew. With BDL
people, he need not concern himself with maintenance, discipline, or remuneration, though he
occasiondly intervened in such matters. Justin was abeliever in the stick, rather than the carrot, and the
personnel department'sidiot ing stence upon paying people more than they were worth often stuck in his
craw.

Stll, usng BDL services people worked well enough for his day-to-day needs. Since they did not livein,
he was not required to feed them. When they were gone, he had agrest dedl of privacy. And it wasin
privacy that he indulged the needs that required other and very specia servants.

A neighboring windowless space had been walled off and cut up into two corridors of gpartments and
cubicles. Thiswarren was connected to his own roomswith alocked and guarded door. Justin's personal
servants lived there—the ones provided for him by Spider Geroan.

Most people feared and hated Spider Geroan. Justin found him both interesting and admirable. He
detected in Geroan's manner akind of kinship. Even Geroan'sface, which Justin had dways felt
resembled the face of arecent corpse, devoid of al life though not yet noticeably decayed, pleased
Jugtin. He saw in that face areflection of himself as hewilled himsdf to be, remote and implacable. He
found in Geroan adepth of slent understanding he had never received from any other human being. Jugtin
sugpected that others—"them," the world at large—would consider his amusements childish, onaleve
with cutting up live animals or terrorizing smaler children, the things boys did and then grew out of.
However, Geroan did not seem to think him immature in his pleasures. Geroan knew all about the
servant's quarters. Geroan had recruited most of the inhabitants. Geroan knew exactly why Justin wanted
them. Or one of them, fromtimeto time.

Tonight, Justin was considering a particular one as he waited at the connecting door while the guard
unlocked it. Insde this door to the left, another door led to the gpartments of the professional servants:
the doctor, the masseuse, the four socid courtesans who acted as hostesses when Justin entertained,

each with private and well-equipped quarters. To theright were the cdlls, tiny cubicles provided only with
bas ¢ sanitation equipment. At one time he had thought to fill this corridor, but he hadn't done so. Many
of the doors stood open, revealing empty rooms. He went to a closed door, third on hisleft, and thrust it
open. It was numbered with a"6," and it opened only from the outside.

The occupant was huddled against the wall.
"Stand up,” he ordered her.

She did not seem to have heard him. Cursing, he pulled her to her feet and she swayed against the wall,
amod faling. She was dressed infilthy vellswhich left her breasts and crotch uncovered. At onetime she
would havetried to cover hersdf. She did not, any longer. She did not need to, any longer. The once
voluptuous body, the once shapely legs were now mere bony caricatures. What had been awedlth of
mahogany hair was now agreasy mop, hanging in lank strings.

"Beddy-bye," he said to her, his code word, the word he had made her fear.



There was no response. No movement in the dull eyes. No twitch on the face.
Cursing again, he struck her and she fell againgt thewall to lie there without moving.

"They're not going to come after you, you know!" he shouted. "They dl think you're dead. They've
thought so for months. The same night | brought you here, we got a body that Geroan had worked over
and put it with your clothes out behind the Priory. Everyonethinksit wasyou!”

Therewas not aflicker of response.
Harward stormed out of the room, letting the door lock itself behind him.

Helet himsdf into the other corridor. The doctor's gpartment was second on hisright. Thistime

Harward made a perfunctory gesture of knocking before he entered. Professional servants worked better
if one dlowed them a pretense of privacy.

The man insde rose from the chair he had occupied, afinger marking his place in the book he held. He

was negtly dressed in Justin'slivery, agray-faced man of about thirty-five. His handstrembled. "Y es, Mr.
Judtin," he murmured.

"Room number six," Justin demanded. "What's the matter with her?" Part of the doctor's dutieswasto
provide medical attention to those in both corridors.

"Gretl?"

"Number sx," hissed Judtin.

"She'sdying,” the doctor said, hisvoice quavering. The quaver irritated Justin. If she was dying, it was
her own fault. He had intended her to be one of his courtesans, but she'd failed to please him.

"Why? Whét's the matter with her."

The doctor's voice became calm and quite emotionless. Only the trembling hands betrayed him. " She's
half starved. She's been repeatedly raped and abused, and she wishesto die.”

"Stop her."

"I'm afraid thereis nothing | can do. | can force feed her if you like, or put her on euphoric drugsif you
wish. She might go on living then, at least for awhile. Shelll never ook like anything much, of course.”

Justin curled hislipinirritation. Of course he didn't want the woman on euphories. The woman's
happiness was not what he had in mind.

"Get rid of her," hesad.

“Ilcan't...lcan'tdo... "

"You can. Or I'll have someone cal on your wife, Doctor Michadl. Maybe you'd like to have her in
roomsx?'



The doctor was Silent.

Justin turned to go.

"Mr. Judin ... "

"What!"

"I've been herefor ayear ... "
"y

"Y ou told me after 1'd been here for one year, you'd consider letting me seethe children ... " Now the
face betrayed the man. A certain liquid glaze of the eyes. A quiver at the corner of the mouth.

Jugtin'slip curled once more, thistime with adeep and abiding satisfaction.

"Yes" he assented very softly and lovingly. "I certainly will do that, Doctor. | certainly will consder it."
Theman'sfacebroke. "Arethey ... arethey dl right?’

"Why wouldn't they be?"

"Please, Sr—"

"Doctor!" The voice was awhip crack.

The man bowed his head, wordlesdly.

"Y our being agood boy," said Justin, licking hislips, "iswhat kegps your family theway itis."

Therewas no response. Judtin left him there, shaking very dightly, hisfinger still in the open pages of the
book.

Judtin talked to himsdlf, quietly and convincingly. Hewaswdll rid of the woman. Sheld been a
disappointment, so forget her. What he'd redlly wanted to do was prove a point, and he'd done that.
Nobody said no to Harward Justin and got away with it. Asfor the doctor, he would give the man alittle
hope. Not much, just alittle. Make him think hisfamily'slife was connected to what he did, how he
acted. Make him believe that. Maybe show him aholo of hiswife and kids. It would have to be faked, of
course. Since one didn't want wives running around asking inconvenient questions, the doctor'swife had
been dead since the day Geroan had picked the doctor up. Asfor the children ...

His ruminations were interrupted by the murmur of awell-known voice coming viaannunciator from the
reception hdl, four stories below. Justin started and swore. Think of the devil. The voice onthe
annunciator was that of Spider Geroan. He was on hisway up.

"Well, Spider.” Justin greeted him with atwisted smile and an affable squint of hisdushy toad's eyes.
"Nice of you to come and let me know the job's done.”

"Unfortunately, no."



There was a silence, more uncomfortable than ominous. Spider Geroan had no fear of Justin's
digpleasure. A physicad anomay made him immuneto pain, and he could not remember ever having felt
affection or feared death. He was proof against threats. His only pleasures were both arcane and
agonizing for others; hisonly reason for living was anarrow but persstent curiosity. Hismotionlessface
betrayed no interest in what he had just said, but then it never betrayed any interest in anything. It was
one of thethings Justin liked about Geroan.

So now, Justin asked in the sympathetic tone one might usein inquiring after the heath of adear and
vaued friend, "I'm sorry to hear that, Spider. What happened?”

"Y ou wanted Don Furz'skilling to look like a Crystalite attack?"

"l did. I do, yes. She'svery well-known, something of acult persondity. Her killing will bethefina
outrage that will move the Governor to lock up the Crystalites.”

The assassin nodded. "I sent asmall group of well-trained men armed with knives. Y our little manin the
Priory boggled aset of orders, just asyou directed, and got the Explorer sent up into the Redfang. My
men were ready to take her as soon as she got far enough out that she couldn't retreat back among the
Presences. While we waited for the appropriate moment, someone el se went for her. Four of them. My
men joined in, but abunch of armed Tripsingers came aong and drove them off."

"Tripsingersd Armed? How many?'

"My men said six. | doubt that. There were probably three. From the descriptions, one of them was
likely Tasmin Ferrence, from Deepsoil Five. Hewasin Northwest City just hours before, and he
mentioned to atruck driver that he wanted to meet Furz. There were two acolytes with him, probably his
own. They were carrying at least onerifle. I don't know how or why they were armed, not yet, but I'll
find out."

Justin sucked on histeeth impatiently. " So, what happened?’

"Severa of my men werekilled; the rest were driven off. Furz and the Tripsingers retreated into the
Redfang Range."

"She got awayagain!"

"They got away." There was adight emphasis on thethey. Geroan had been paid to get the woman, but
now hewanted them dl. "Only temporarily.”

"Y ou sent someone after them?'

"Of course. You've paid to get rid of her, and you'll get what you paid for, Justin. It'sridiculousthat it
should be requiring so much effort. I've dready sent some of my people into the Redfang after them,
adong with acouple of hired Tripsingers.”

"If you get to Furz, you'll haveto kill Ferrence, too, and the Tripsingerswon't stand for your killing their
colleagues™

"They won't be asked for their gpproval.” His voice was dmost weary, as though the subject bored him.
No muscle of hisface quivered, and Justin found this stoniness admirable. Still, he perasted. Justin
sometimes dreamed of evoking surprise on that face, just once.



"They may attack your people.”

"If they do, they'll be disposed of ."

"Then your men won't be ableto get out!”

Geroan turned his back. So, the men wouldn't be able to get out. They were expendable.
Justin subsided. "Who were the men who best you to it?"

"One of them lived for ashort while. | asked him."

N

"He sad he got his money from the Crystalites, but it came originaly, so he understood, from
Honeypeach Thonks."

"Thonkss whorel ady? Why would Honeypeach want to kill Donatella Furz?"

Geroan had wondered the same and had been sufficiently curiousto ingtitute afew inquiries. "I'm told the
Governor'slady was enamored of one of the Top Six 'Soilcoast Singers.”

"Rumored, hdll, man. Honeypeach was and is enamored of al six of them and any twelve other men,
women, or mules, anytime, anywhere. Y ou mean Lim Terrée? The one who died? Y ou're right about
part of it a any rate. He did die while using aFurz score. Still, isn't it farfetched to think that wasthe
reason?'

"Perhaps. Her motivation could be mere pique. During a big reception here in Splash One some months
ago, Donatella Furz introduced Honeypeach as Gereny Vox."

Even Justin could appreciate the humor in this. He barked, "So? A dip of the tongue? Y ou have people
who would report adip of the tongue?' He shook his head, wonderingly. Spider Geroan wasthe best in
the business, and his success was known to be based on detailed and accurate intelligence, but could he
redlly place credencein such tiny things?

"Perhaps her own self-esteem is asimportant to her asyour secrets are to you, Justin.”

Justin snorted. It was hard enough for him to imagine how an ex-erotic dancer and part-time progtitute
on Heron's World could get pregnant by an ambitious bureaucrat, bear him a son, and end up displacing
the Governor's well-bred wife to become the first lady of anot inconsiderable planet. That the same
woman would be particularly jedous of her reputation surpassed belief. "I don't think it's a question of
self-esteemn, Geroan. It'samatter of vanity, plain and smple. Honeypeach believes everyone on Jubal
knows her and either admires or envies her or both. If they don't, they should. She doesn't give adamn
about her past. It's her present and future she cares about, and having people look at her isimportant to
her. That'swhy the 'Soilcoast sSingers are dmost her private property—vanity. I1t'swhy she makesthe
honorable Wuyllum keep his pretty daughter tied down—though I'm trying to talk her out of that." Jutin
licked hislips. "The woman wants no competition. Sometimes she has to be encouraged to dlow alittle.”

"Wdl, well soon eliminate whatever competition Furz may offer. If my men don't catch up to her within
the next two days, I'll go after her myself. | cannot remember an occasi on on which someone escaped



my effortsthreetimes. It cannot be alowed. My sense of what isfitting will not permit it to happen
again." Thewordswere like drops of water falling onto stone, emoationless, without particular force, and
yet thewill behind the voice would eat away just asthe drops of water would, forever if necessary. If
Geroan ever brooded, which Justin doubted, he was perhaps doing it now. "Just as a sop to my curiosity,
Justin, how did you find out the woman is a danger to you?"

"Y ou have your sources, Geroan. | havemine." The nwaited, unmoving, and hisimplacable
Slence made Justin uncomfortable. "Oh, very well. Someone got atrandator program for her from
off-world. The procurement clerk saw the item on abill of lading and reported it to me. | have ashort list
of itemsthat are always reported to me whenever they show up, and trandators are at the top of thelist.
Then Donatella reported her synthesizer missing in Splash One, and the Prior there reported that fact,
through channels. ‘Lost’ equipment is something else | interest mysdlf in, for obvious reasons. Thosetwo
facts drew my attention to Donatella Furz. Then the services man a her home Priory told the Explorer
King she was excited and e ated about something. And she dropped afew remarksto him that indicated
more than a passing interest in the ultimate Password. Besides which, she came up with an Enigma score,
and the damn thing works. Given that combination, what would you think, Geroan?"

The n merely stared, saying nothing for amoment. Geroan was dmost incagpable of surprise, but
Harward Justin had just surprised him. Geroan had underestimated him. Justin'sinformation net had to be
amost the equa of Spider's own. The only clue that Spider had and Justin had not mentioned wasthe
rather equivocd information that the hairdresser, Sophron, had come up with.

After Geroan had gone, Harward spent afew minutesin futile cursing. DonatellaFurz led acharmed life.
He had no idea how she had escaped the first two times. Both assassins had been provided by Geroan
himsdlf, but it would do no good to rail at Geroan. And though Justin would fed much more secureif she
were dead, perhapsit was sufficient that she had been driven back into the ranges, out of communication
with anyone on the 'Soilcoast. It was unlikely she could stir up any trouble before Y mries and the
CHASE Commission would arrive. Once the hearings started, how could she do any dam-

Some other excuse would be found to round up the Crystalites. Chanty Bins could get his pet terrorist
to plant abomb or something, then the rabble Crystallites would be rounded up and put out of the way.
Of course, Chanty Binsand his cronies would need afew days notice to get off-planet before the
genera roundup. They'd done agood job of setting up the whole Crystdlite operation, and he might be
ableto usethem again somewheredse....

Unless—unless he decided he didn't want them to leave at al, which might be safer for Justin in the long
run. Thethree of them must have accumulated a considerable credit account on Serendipity by
now—four millions or more, Justin estimated from what he knew of the take at the temples. The account
wouldn't be hard to tap if he set hismind to it, particularly if Binsand his colleagues weren't getting in his
way while hedid it. Four millions or more was anice bit of lagniappe.

He congdered thisfor some time, dong with thoughts about the armed Tripaingers, without quite making
up hismind what he intended to do about either. His disgppointment in his special servantswas quite

forgotten.

Word went out from Spider Geroan's place, atop one of the older buildingsin Splash One, that the
spider was tugging on hisweb. The strings of that web, highly placed and low, twitched themsdlves
nervoudy wondering if anything they had caught would be of interest to the spider. Though sometimesit
was better to have nothing interesting at al than to have only part of something that Spider Geroan badly
wanted.



One of Geroan'swebs shivered amost immediately.

"It's Price Zimble, Spider, Sir. Word isyou want reports. | have nothing new of use, honored one.”
"Surely you've talked to the Explorer knight sSince her return, services man.”

"Only briefly, honored Geroan. She hasn't sent for me since she got back.”

A long pause for thought. ™Y ou couldn't possibly have said or done anything before she left that would
have given her aclue wed been talking about her, could you, Zimmy?"

"Never, honored Geroan. Of course not. It wasn't methat tipped her, if anything tipped her. It was
something that happened in Splash One."

"Funny thing," murmured the Spider.
"What's that, honored Geroan?"

"Some of my people went up to Redfang, Zimmy. Looking for the Explorer knight up there. Found her,
too, just like you arranged for our friend Justin. Of course, you hadn't arranged anything for Justin until
you'd checked with me first, had you? Because the Spider's webs only work for the Spider, don't they?
They don't play the outside againgt the middle do they, Zimmy? Right?"

"Right, Spider, Sir. | didn't do athing until you gave methe start, Sir. Then | did the orders Justin
wanted. They were perfect, just perfect. Looked officid, they did, Sir." Zimmy sounded more nervous
than usud whiletalking to Geroan.

"Funny thing."
Slence

"My people found some other people up there, too. Some other people looking for the Explorer knight.
Some other people who knew right where to look."

"She ... shemust'vetold someone shewasgoing. She ... "
"Oh, I don't think the Explorer told them," said the Spider. "Funny thing. Isn't it?"

Geroan disconnected without saying goodbye. Donatella Furz had evaded his assassin in Splash One.
Had that attempt failed, perhaps, because Zimmy had said something to dert her? And had Zimmy sold
information to Honeypeach Thonks? Information that was supposed to belong exclusively to Geroan?
Perhgps Zimmy had outlived his usefulness.

But then again ... Zimmy was avery good web into the Northwest Priory. A very good web to Chase
Random Hall. Not abad hit of web, everything consdered. Perhaps he merely needed a bit of discipline.
Spider Geroan found abit of discipline often did wonders. He considered thisfor atime, deciding what
kind and amount of discipline might be most effective, until hisnext web called to report.

Thiswas agemstone broker who worked in the vicinity of the fish market, who wanted to report a
young man who had sold afirestone earclip.



"Orange stones, nothing very specia, but nice. Gave the kid ahundred twenty for the clip. I've got some
gemsamogt likeit. Close enough to make up another clip. I'll get five hundred for the two, easy.”

"Kid?" queried Geroan patiently. "What kid?'

"Tripsinger kid. A what-you-call-'em, acolyte. One of the young onesthat doesn't do trips by himsalf
yet, you know." He went on to describe Jamieson in some detall.

"From where?"'

"Didn't say. He did say he wanted the money for passage to Deepsoil Five though. For awoman and a
baby. Just chattin', you know the way they do, when they'retryin' to sell somethin'.”

"What woman? What baby?'

The broker stuttered, "1 c-c-could try to find out, honored Geroan. Could try. Don't know much where
to dart, though.”

"The acolyte cameto you, why?'

The broker muttered again. "'l d-d-dunno.”

"Because he saw your place, stone-skull. That means he was nearby, in the area.”

"M-m-maybe just havin' some lunch. Lots of people come down to the market for the fish. Y ou know."

"Maybe for fish. But maybe looking for someone. Maybe found someone. Start by asking if therewasa
Tripsinger around your place looking for awoman and ababy."

Another of Geroan's webs was a cleaning woman in the citadel at Splash One. She camein person,
desperately full of bits and pieces, hoping something would satisfy the Spider.

"The Tripsinger from Deepsoil Five had two sets of robes with him, and so did each of the two acolytes,
Spider, Sir. Underwear, tunics, socks, boots, and spare boots. Worn, too. Like they'd been living on the
country for sometime. Skinny mules. Like they get when they set settler's brush for along while. The
machines of the acolytes had Deepsoil Five labels. His machine did, too, but that's afunny thing, he had
two of them."

“Two of what?'

"Two machines. Music machines, like they carry to make the Tripsongs. He had two. One like the ones
the kids had—like dl the regular Tripsinger boxes, with the citadel [abdl on it and the warning against
unauthorized use, you know—and adifferent one. | looked it over, but it didn't have any label onit."

"Destribeit,”" asked Geroan, hisinterest piqued. Thisfit in nicely with Justin's suspicions.

"It was greenish ingtead of gray. It had two handles on the Sidesinstead of one on top. The keysand
dias and things opened up on afold-down pand, three folds. The regular onesjust have two and they
fold up, not down. And the speakersfold out on top, not on the sides, like the regular ones do.”

"Nothing else? No words, trademarks, maker's tags?'



She shook her head.

"And they went where?"

"Northwest City. The acolyte, the boy, he found atruck that was going there. | was cleaning the hall and
heard him say s0."

Geroan nodded his thanks, and the woman | eft, relieved. She expected no payment and rejoiced merely
to belet donefor atime by Spider Geroan.

After that, Geroan smply sat, hands folded on hisbelly, thumbs moving in endless circles around one
another as he thought and plotted and thought more.

It was|ate afternoon when the follow-up call came from the gem broker.

"The Tripsinger waslookin' for awoman named Vivian Terrée. She had akid, ababy. Y ou want 'em?”
"Find out where they are. Find out if they're planning to leave Splash One. Let me know.”

There were other calls, back and forth, as the spider tugged on other webs and the information flowed
in, culminating in afind cal to Harward Judtin.

"The Explorer synthesizer that Donatella Furz reported missng seemsto have ended up in Tasmin
Ferrence's possession.”

"A Tripanger?

"He had an Explorer model, green, two handled, with athreefold pand. At least he had it when he
turned up in Splash One. | don't know whereit is now."

Harward made note of this, along with the fact that the Tripsinger had been looking for a specific woman
and child. Then he sat, putting dl the information together.

Donatdlla Furz had had an Explorer box with aspecia trandator insert. That box was now in the
possession of a Tripsinger from Degp-soil Five. Lim Terrée had died near Deepsoil Five. Tasmin had
come hunting for Terree's wife and baby. Tasmin had shown up, armed, in timeto help Donatdlla Furz

escape avery wdl laid trap.

Connections. Ninetimes out of ten, it was safest to assume complicity whenever there were connections.

Thetime was growing close, very close. He could conceive of only one source of threet to his plans.
Not the Explorers. They were under control. The Tripsingers, however, could be trouble. So far, there
was only this one man—Tasmin Ferrence. Just one. If thereweremore ...

Anything Justin did would have to be done at once. He had trusted to underlings too many times aready.
And so had Spider Geroan.

Besides, there was dl that money on Serendipity.

He summoned atrusted secretary. "Get hold of Chantiforth Bins and make an appointment for him to



see me early tomorrow morning. Then cal Spider Geroan and ask him to be here at the sametime.”

Hislast cdl of the night wasto the satdllite surveillance teams. By morning, he would know almost
precisely where Don Furz and her new friends were to be found.

12

In Deepsoil Five, Thalia Ferrence had adapted reasonably well to the presence of her sster, Betuny,
who had arrived from Harmony with scant possessions. Since her arrival, however, Thaliahad acquired
the habit of strolling off severd times during the day and amost dways at dusk to the low wall that
separated the shrubby garden of her house from anarrow roadway and the brou fields beyond. When
she had been much aone, she had ached for company. Now that her sister had come to keep her
company, she ached to be alone. Betuny was dl right. She cooked well enough, old recipes from their
childhood that Thaiardished as much for the nostalgiathey evoked asfor their dightly disappointing
flavor. Betuny maintained the house well, too, being scrupul ous about keeping each thinginan
accustomed location so that Thaliawould not sscumble or fal over unexpected barriers.

But Betuny chattered, commenting endlesdy on everything, and Thaiafound herself wearying of her
gger'svoice, wanting nothing, neither food nor aneat house nor company, so much as silence. Betuny
had atheory about Lim's death. Betuny thought she understood Celcy's character. Betuny considered it
wicked of Tasmin to have gone off like that. Betuny philosophized about the Presences. Betuny knew a
way to raise the money to have Thaias eyes fixed—every day anew commentary or anew plan, each
more fly-brained than the last, each day the same voice, going on and on and on.

So, Thdiahad announced her need of afew moment's meditation from timeto time, flavoring the
announcement with aspice of religious fervor, and Betuny had manners enough to accept that, abeit
reluctantly, though she could not redlly respect it. She had, however, gone so far asto drag out an old
chair and put it in the corner of thewal where Thaiacould find it easily. Thaliacould Sit there for an hour
a atime, musing, her head on her folded arms atop the low barricade, listening to the soft sounds of
doors opening and closing, women calling children in to supper or to bed, the shushing pass of quiet-cars,
and more often than not achorus of viggies sounding much closer than she remembered hearing them
when she could see.

There were few loud or aggressive sounds, and the voice that accosted her from acrossthe wall one
evening came as a shock even though she had heard the dow gravelly crunch of feet approaching down
the road.

"Areyou ThdiaFerrence?"

She nodded, uncertain. It was a cold hard voice, not one she recognized, and she was very good at
recognizing voices.

"Tasmin Ferrence's mother?'

She nodded again, parayzed with fear. Had something happened to Tasmin? She started to ask, but the
voice went on relentlesdy.

"Areyou blind?'

Shebridled. "That'snot anicething ... "



"Never mind. | seeyou are, lucky for you. Y ou have adaughter-in-law? A grandchild?’
"No," shesaid. "My daughter-in-law is dead. And the baby she was carrying.”

"Not Tasmin'swife. The other one. The one who changed hisname. Lim'swife."

She could hardly speak in her eagerness, her joy, her disbdief. "Lim had awife? A child?'
"You didn't know?'

"No. | didn't know. Where are they?"

There was a snort, more of annoyance than amusement. "That'swhat | was going to ask you.” Then the
crunch of retreating feet.

"Wait," shecried. "Wait! Who are you? How do you know?"

No answer. Nothing but the usual soft sounds, the far-off chorusing of viggies. Sheroseto fed her way
aong the path and into the house. She was, after dl, the widow of a Tripsinger and the mother of
another. There were certain courtesies that the citadel ought to be able to provide. After considering
carefully what she would ask—no, demand!—she coded the com and asked to spesk to the Master
Generd of the Citadd.

She found it strange that athough he did not know about Lim'swife or child, he had many questionsto
ask about the man who had told her of them.

The troupe of Bondri Gesel had come far from the dopes of the North Watcher—Silver-seam and dl
relevant honorifics—when the senior giligee gpproached Bondri while keening the preliminary phrases of
adirge. Words were hardly necessary under the circumstances. The old Prime Priest was barely ableto
stagger dong, and even when they carried him, they had to jiggle him to keep his breath from catching in
histhroat.

"Bondri, Troupe-leader, Messenger of the Gods, one among us has abrain-bird crying for release.” So
sang thegiligea.

Bondri sagged. "Prime Priest Favel," he hummed, subvocalizing. The giligee wagged her earsin assent.
Well, there was nothing for it but to halt for atime. The Prime Priest deserved that, at least. Every viggy
needed aquiet timeto set the mind at rest and prepare the brain-bird. "We make our rest here," Bondri
sang, leader to troupe admitting of no contradiction. The giligee was dready circulating among the others,
| etting those know who had not the witsto seeit for themselves.

"l an glad of arest," the Prime Priest warbled, breathily. "Glad, Bondri Gesd."

"Soareweadl," Bondri replied gently. " See, the young ones have made you a comfortable couch.” He
helped the old viggy toward the low bench of fronds, which the young ones had spread on ashdf of soil
overlooking the valley beyond. From this vantage point one could look back on the Tineea Singers, the
Ones Who We come Without Meaning It, arrayed against the sky, amost equidistant from one another
and too close for easy passage among them. The Singers had gained their name inimmemoria times; no
viggy worth his grated brush bark would try to sng away among them, though young ones sometimes
dared each other to try. The song that worked for one did not work for the next, and they were too close



to separate the sounds. The Loudsingers had away to get through, but the only safe viggy way was
around.

"The OnesWho," mused Prime Priest Favel. "I have not been thisway in ageneration. | had forgotten
how beautiful they are.”

Bondri looked at them, startled into perception of them as newly seen. Indeed, when not considered as
abarrier, they were very beautiful. Pillars of diamond lit with rainbow light, their varying heights and
masses grouped in such away that the heart caught in the throat when one saw them at dawn or at dusk.
"They are beautiful," Bondri agreed. "But perverse. They do not respond honestly to us."”

"Likeayoung femde," Favel dghed. "Singing tease.”
Bondri was surprised &t this. "Tease?"

"Y es. Sheistoo young for mating yet, she has nothing to give, really, but she sngstease. The
Loudsingers have aword for it. Hirt. She sngsflirt.”

"Tineea," Bondri sang softly. "The songs of maidenhood.”

"The OnesWho are like that. They flirt, tease, Sng tineeato entice us. But they have nothing yet to give
us. Perhaps one day, they will."

"That istrue," whispered Bondri. Newly awakened to loveliness, he stood beside the old priest for a
long time more, wondering if The OnesWho could perceive their own beauty.

"Enjoy the aspect, old one," he said as he returned to the others of the troupe.

"Isheat peace?’ inquired the giligee as she busily grated brush bark, using a crystal-mouse jawbone asa
grater, onto severd crisscrossed and immeature tree fronds. When heaped with grated bark, the fronds
would be folded, then twisted to press out the refreshing bark juice, adrink for al in the troupe to share.
Both the mouse jaw and the tree fronds were in keeping with viggy law concerning tools. Toolswere
expected to be natural, invisible, undetectable, as were the etaromimi themsdlves.

"Prime Priest Favel admires The OnesWho," Bondri warbled, watching asthefirst juicestrickled into an
ancestor bowl.

"Takehimdrink," thegiligee said. "It isyour giligeg'sbowl, Bondri. A good omen.”

Bondri picked up the bowl and looked at it. It was agood bowl, clean and gracefully shaped. It was a
good omen, bringing to hismind many memories of hisgiligee. He shared afew of these with the nearby
troupe members before mounting the hill once more.

"Whose bowl isthis?' Favel asked courteoudy, alowing Bondri to identify the bowl and sing severd
more little stories concerning his giligee. Thetime she climbed thetal frond tree and couldn't get
down—that had been before Bondri was even depouched thefirst time. The way she used to cock one
ear, making everyone laugh. Bondri was smiling when he left the old priest, and Favd, left behind to sip
his bark sap, was contented aswell. It was good to share memories of the troupe.

Memory was such astrange thing. A viggy would experience athing and remember it. Another viggy
would experience the same happening and remember it aswell. And yet the two memories would not be



the same. On anight of shadow and wind, one viggy might sing that he had seen the spirit of hisown
giligee, beckoning from besde a Jubd tree. Another viggy might sing he had seen only thewind, moving a
vell of dried fronds. What had they seen, aghost or the fronds? Where was the truth in memory?
Somewhere between the spirit and the wind, Favel thought.

When the troupe traveled down a tortuous dope, one would remember pain, another joy. After a
mating, one would remember giving, another would remember loss. No one view would tell the truth of
what occurred, for truth alwayslay at the center of many possibilities.

"Many viewsyidd thetruth,” Favel chanted to himsdf, very softly. Thiswasthe first commandment of
the Prime Song. Only when a happening had been sung by the troupe, sungin al itsvariousforms and
perceptions, could the truth be arrived at. Then dichotomy could be harmonized, opposition softened,
varying views brought into alignment with one another so that al aspects of truth were sung. Not Favel's
view aone, but the view of dozens, the view of al members of the troupe, if one had atroupe.

Oh, one must. One must have atroupe. Favel blessed the hour he had been adopted into Bondri's
troupe. Asamde, he should have lived out hislife in the troupe to which he was depouched, but the
continuity of hislife had been broken when the second commandment of the Prime Song was broken.

The second commandment was amost acorollary of thefirst. "Many viewsyidd truth,” said the first pan
of the Prime Song. "Therefore, be not done," said the second.

Favel had been done. He had been donefor avery long time, which meant there were gaping, untruthful
holesin hismemory of hislife. When he sang these parts of hislife, there were no other viewsto correct
and baance his owrn—no joyous counterpointsto relieve his pain, no voices of hope or curiogity to
relieve his own terrified horror. Favel had been a broken one—broken and abandoned.

It had happened long ago—how long ago? Fifteen years? Twenty? A lifetime. Favel had been ayoung
mal e then, dmost of mateable age, had long since given up trailing hisgiligee in favor of being with the
adventurers, as the young ones thought of themselves. It had been in Bondri's pouch troupe, the troupe of
Nonfri Fermil, Nonfri the Gap-toothed with the beautiful voice, and it was Nonfri's trade daughter Trissa
that Favel had set his song upon.

She had not been in the troupe long, only long enough to get over her first pain of separation, only long
enough to learn afew of the troupe's memories so that she did not Sit utterly silent during evening song.
To Fave, shewas Trissaof the frilled ears, for the edges of her wide ears were ruffled like new leaf
fronds, the soft amber color of dawn, only dightly lighter than her song-sack. Her eyes were wide and
lustrous, but so were those of all the people. Her voice, though—ah, that Favel could remember, but he
had to sing it to himsdlf al done, for none in Bondri'stroupe had ever known her. " Softly resonant,” he
sang quietly to himsdf, "plangent in the quiet hours, rising like that of the song mouseto trill upon the sky.”
Ah, Trissa. She had sung tineea and turned his soul.

A small group of youngsters had gone one evening to gather brush. Some of the elders of the troupe had
atagtefor bark sap, and the young ones were searching for ajuicy growth. Favel was older than the
gatherers and too shy of his awakened sensesto invite his own group to go with him, so he broke the
second commandment of the Prime Song and went aone. Aloneto liein the brush and watch Trissa,
hear Trissa. Aloneto imagine himsdf and Trissamated.

Her group started back, laden with juicy brush. Favel, hidden at the foot of a'ling, waited for them to
pass. One of them, asilly young male, threw abit of crysta at the'ling, the very 'ling that Fave lay
benesth, hidden in the grasses. The 'ling had been excitable. 1t had broken.



When he woke, there was blood on his head and his legs were broken beneath the shattered 'ling. When
he pulled himself to the place the troupe had been, the troupe had departed. Days passed, and nights,
and hefound himsdf beside aLoudsinger trail. Days passed again, and nights, and a Loudsinger caravan
cameby.

After that was pain asthe Loudsinger tried to set hislegs, then less pain, and findly only the
songbreaking agony of lonelinessas he waited to die.

"Why did you not die, Favel?' Bondri had asked him later.

"l wastoo sick to die," he had replied. "My brain-bird could not settle onit." And it wastrue. Despite
the ban, despite the taboos, Favel had not died. Perhaps curiosity had kept him alive.

Favel learned Loudsinger talk. It gave him something to do, and it was not particularly difficult. One
word served many purposes. No word was particularly precise. The Loudsingers made no attempt to
find truth, each merdly asserting hisor her own vision of history. "I remember it thisway," one would say
in adisagreeable tone. "Y ou're wrong, thisistheway it went," making Favel writhe at the rude arrogance
of such statements.

The man was named Mark Anderton, and he kept Favel in a cage made of stuff Favel could not bite
through. Favel considered the question of taboo and finaly allowed himself to chitter words and phrases
at himin order to get food.

"Ligten to my little frog-monkey,” Anderton would say. "Likearuckin' prat, int it."

"What'sap'rot?' someone aways asked.

"Urthian bird. Talksjust like people," hewould say, with aguffaw. "I got me ajubd p'rot.”

"Seethe pretty viggy," they would chant, stuffing bits of meat through the bars at Favel. " See the pretty
vigay."

"Pretty viggy," Favel would say, without expression, grabbing for the mest, while the Loudsingers broke
themselvesin haf laughing. He was breaking the taboo by not dying, but he was not breaking the taboo
when he used words. They did not know he understood what he said.

"Ugliest thing on six worlds,” one said. "Pretty viggy my pet ass.”
Favel had never considered whether he was pretty or not. It wasn't something generaly considered
important. Trees were beautiful, of course. Presences, most of them, were beautiful. V oices were

beautiful, some more and someless. But viggies?

It was anew thought, one that perplexed him. Had he thought Trissawas beautiful ? After much thought
he admitted to himsdf that he had. Y es, the Sght of her had gladdened his song. She had been beautiful.

Intime Mark Anderton had tired of having aviggy and had sold Favel to another man, who had sold him
inturn to Miles Ferrence as a gift for his oldest son.

There were two sons—and how weirdly strange it had seemed to Favel to have sons—and awoman
and aman in Miles Ferrence's troupe, and by that time Favel had figured out how it was the Loudsingers



got by without giligees. There was something strange about the Ferrence troupe, something wrong. Some
daysthere was such uglinessin the voices that Favel buried his head under hisarms, trying not to hear.
Favel's cage was hidden on ahigh shelf for atime. Then he was given to the youngest boy, but the ol dest
boy took the cage into the night and set him free.

"l am Lim Ferrence," he had told Favel. "I am not debauched. | am Lim Ferrence, and | can sing aswell
as anybody, better than anybody, and | am not debauched, and if | can't have you, nobody can have
you, S0 you go back where you camefrom ... "

As soon as hewas far enough from the cage to make recapture unlikely, Favel had stood forth and sung
histhanksto Lim Ferrence, seeing the blank ova of the boy's face staring into the darkness, incredulous
at thistorrent of song. "l owe you adebt," Favel had sung. "I owe you a debt unto the tenth generation
... "Hehad sung it in Loudsinger language, breaking the taboo. A debt of honor took precedence over
any taboo, but afterward he had wondered if the young Loudsinger had even understood.

The debt should have been paid long ago. Why hadn't that debt been paid?

Favel mused, hearing the soft sounds of the giligee who was grating the bark, the young oneswho were
pressing the sap, the gatherer femaes who were sorting through their pouches of seeds and roots. The
sound of atroupe. How long had he wandered before he found a troupe once more, atroupe that would
tekehimin?

Long, memory told him. "Long, londly,” he sang, hisvoicerisng over the troupe-song below him, so that
the others muted their voices and sang with him, letting him know they knew the truth of what he sang.
Long, londly, and wandering. He had not paid the debt then because he could not. He had not the means.

Until he met the troupe of Bondri Nettl, which took him in and learned his memories as though he had
been ayoung trade daughter. Because he had a retentive memory and knew the language of the
Loudsingers, he became a priest, then a Prime Priest. Now there were severa troupes who knew bits of
the Loudsinger language and viggies of many troupes who knew the memories of Favel, who knew the
long loneliness of Loudsinger captivity—though they would never know the truth of it, for Favel wished
he could sing to Lim Ferrence and Miles and the younger son, Tasmin, and the strange woman, Thaia
Perhaps they would have seen enough of what redlly happened to make atruthful telling.

Bondri Nettl was gone now. Bondri Gesel was his heir. And though he had searched for the troupe of
Nonfri Fermil, their paths had not crossed in al the years. There had never been another like Trissa, with
thefrilled ear edges and song that stopped his heart.

Therewas aflutter in hismind as he thought of this. A little flutter, asthough something were trapped
there. He understood, dl at once, without any preliminary suspicions, why it was the troupe had stopped
and why it was he had been given this comfortable couch on which to rest.

Below, where the members of the troupe nibbled and drank, the giligee heard a silence where the Prime
Priest had lain. Shelooked up to meet his eyes.

"Tel Bondri Gesdl the Prime Priest believesitistimeto depart,” Favd sad, trying with al hismind to
remember everything, absolutely everything he had ever done.

Bondri heard. In this sparsaly grown location, it would not be afully ceremonia departure, but neither
would it lack care. Bondri was not one to scamp the niceties, nor would he dlow dacknessin histroupe.



Within moments some of the young ones were legping off to gather frondsfor the Couch of Departure,
and even before they came legping back, waving the fronds above them, the old priest had sighed,
sagged, and bent his head into the posture of submission. When the fronds had been laid out, he
staggered toward them, disdaining the ass stance members of the troupe tried to give him.

"l hopethat giligee of yoursis hafway skillful,”" he hummed to Bondri ashelad himsdlf down. "Making
no bloody messof it."

"Very skillful, old one. It did my own giligee not long ago. It was very clean. Y ou, yoursdlf drank from
her cup.”

"Well, I'll be glad of that. I've seen some botched onesin my time."
"No fear, Prime Priest. The giligee of Bondri Gesd will do you honor.”
"May | find both honor and sustenance in your troupe, Bondri Gesdl."
"l am gratified, old one."

The giligee was hovering at the edge of things, abit nervoudy, but it came forward quickly enough when
Bondri gestured, and the troupe began the Last Chants as though rehearsed. Well, in away they were.
They had done them severd times not long since.

Bondri kndt for the Find Directives.

"Remember the Loudsinger language |'ve taught the troupe, Bondri. My spirit tells me you will have need
of it. | lay thisupon you."

"l will remember, your perceptiveness. | will remember the language as| will remember your name,
rehearsing both in the dawn hours."

"l owe adebt," the priest continued in awhisper. "A debt to the person or troupe of the Loudsinger, Lim
Ferrence, who released me from bondage. | lay that debt upon you, Bondri Gesdl."

"The debt is assured and guaranteed,” the troupe sang, voices soaring and throat sacks booming.
"Taking precedence over dl other things. Assured unto the tenth generation.”

"None of that tenth generation stuff,” the Prime Priest went on, atrifle agitated. "I have dready let it go
too long. | want it paid out soon, Bondri. It will be on my conscience otherwise. It might prevent my
development.”

"I will fulfill immediately,” Bondri sang, the rest of the troupe following hislead. So sung, it was more
than an oath. It became a sacred undertaking, overriding al taboos. And "immediately” meant before they
didanythingdseat al.

Favel went on with one or two other little bequests, nothing difficult, subsiding at last into shut-eyed
slence. Bondri took Favel's head between his hands and gestured with his ears. The giligee came
forward to kned with its teeth to the back of the Prime Priest's neck. Bondri inflated histhroat sack toits
fullest. At onesigna, the troupe burst into full voice, drowning out the week criesthe old priest made as
he departed. When the giligee had the brain-bird lying licked clean and naked on the fronds, the troupe
witnessed its transfer into the giligee's pouch, then al assisted in cleaning Favel's delicate skull. 1t made an



ancestor cup of remarkable delicacy and graceful shape. The eye holes were handles of delightful
elegance. Bondri drank from it first, snging of certain memories he shared with Favel, then each of the
troupe did likewise. Asthey sang the memories, the priest's apprentices made fire—a very laborious
process used only for a departure—and al took part in the ceremonia burning of Favel'sremains. There
wasn't enough fuel where they were to guarantee that no bones remained, but the wound flies and
gyre-birds could be depended upon to do the rest. When everything was done aswell asit could be
done, carefully not looking behind them in order that there be no improper memories, the troupe began to
run away south.

They had an immediate debt to pay, and the Site of fulfillment would begin at the place the Loudsingers
caled Degpsoil Five.

Aphrodite Sdls, astride amule named Lilyflower, cursed the mule, thetrail, the company, and the
direction in which they were going.

"Shut it," urged Myrony Clospocket. " Another fuckin' squeak out of you, Affy, and | swear I'll dit your
throat." Hefingered the knife at hiswaist, sounding very much as she remembered him from years before,
like something dementa with mindless violence breeding just benegth his skin.

"You dont likeit any better than | do," she complained. "We should have done a quick sunder, My."

"We should have done it aweek ago, amonth ago, before Justin got after us. I've decided he'sup to
something nasty. WEIl be fuckin' lucky if we get off Jubd at al."

"Justin just said he needed usto take care of this one thing. He said we were the only ones he could
trust, us and the Spider." She sounded doubtful, even to hersdf. When Justin had given them their orders,
he had not been hisusua nattering self. "It hasto be important, My. He never wouldverisked aflier to
get usin there otherwise.”

"Risk, hdll! He blew up haf adozen fuckin' Presences and then sent the flier in over where they'd been.
Y ou can pray to God nobody finds out what he did before the CHA SE Commission makesiits fuckin'

report.”
"If Jugtindid it, hedid it so's hewouldn't get caught. And it must be important.”

"That'swhat he said, and | paid chitsfor it at the time. That's Justin. He can make shit sound like syrup.
He can hold afuckin' mule-fruit out in front of you and swear it's roast bantigon until your mouth waters.
Oh, yeah, | paid chitsfor theideathen. That was before I'd been out in this fuckin' country on this fuckin'
mulefor five days.”

"It can't be that new to you. Y ou said you were on the Jut for the massacre.”

"Shut it, | told you. Y ou want those fuckin' Tripsingersto hear you talking about the Jut?"

"They're ahead of usby half amile, My. You arein agate."

"Spider Geroan isn't ahead of us. He's behind us, and | swear to God that man's got ears can hear a
viggy fart amileaway." Myrony Clospocket shifted on the mule, substituting one aching set of muscles
for another. "Besides, when Chanty and me was on the Jut, it was only for two days, and we got picked

up by aquiet-boat and sung through the Jammersred fast when the killing was over. 1t was Colone
Lang that got it done. Same colond who's back in Splash One right now while were out here killin'



oursdves”

"| should've gone with Chanty,” she mumbled, wiping sweat from under her ears and across her
forehead. "At least the way he's going down there in the south is a standard route.”

"Y ou didn't want to go with Chanty," he snarled, mimicking vicioudy. "Oh, no, little Affy didn't want to
get mixed up with kidngpping babies and killing women."

"l don' likekilling," she said with some dignity. "I never have. Y ou and Chantiforth Bins know that very
wdl, Myrony. | never did ajob with you where there was any killing, and | haven't done any on thisone.
Besdes, | think it shitsto go grabbing babies. Why's thiswoman and her kid important anyhow?"

"Justin thinks she may be important to that Tripsinger from Deepsoil Five, that'sdl. Important enough,
maybe hell tradefor her.”

"Mog unlikely," shedrawled, putting on her pulpit voice. "Most unlikely for any man to put himsdf in
peril to save some woman, particularly somewoman isn't even hiswife or anything." She wiped swest
again and glared at the handkerchief, grimed with the sticky dust of thetrail. "Besdes, | thought you and
Geroan were going to take care of the Tripsinger and the Explorer. When and if we catch up to them,
thet is"

"If isright. According to Justin, they had them located. Located, hell. By the time we got dropped off,
they were god knows how far ahead of us. All we were supposed to do was buzz in, splash ‘em froma
distance with these new rifles and get ourselves back to Splash One, ready for the sunder. Oh, yeah,
Jugtin had it dl plotted."

"You didn't say splash them to me, My. You said tekecareof ... "

"What the fuckin' hell did you think we meant, Affy? Invite 'em to atea party? Convert 'em into bein'
goaod little Crygalites?”

Shewasslent for atime, finaly asking with at least an gppearance of meekness, "Well, when we catch
up to them and you dispose of the Tripsinger, then nobody needs the woman and kid, do they!"

"Insurance,”" he growled, almost beneath his breath, hearing the crunch of hooves narrowing the distance
between themselves and Spider Geroan. " The woman and the kid are just insurance, Affy, and mind your
fuckin' tongue.”

Insde one of the massivewadls of the BDL building, alean and dusty figure lifted asoil-filled bucket high
above her head and felt the weight leave her hands asit was hauled away.

"That's enough for now," came awhisper from above. "Come on up, Gretl." There was the sound of
water running. Thedirt dug out of the mud brick wall was being disposed of, washed into the sawers of
Splash One.

Gretl Mechas started to object, then sagged against thewall of the vertica shaft, unable to muster the
strength to move. She could not have continued, even if he had been willing. The makeshift mallet and
chisd fell from her hands.

"Gretl?'



"Coming," shesaid at lagt, setting her foot on thefirgt of the laborioudy inserted pegsthat formed aspird
ladder in the chimneylike shaft. WWhen she came to the top, Michadl, the doctor, reached for her hand and
pulled her out, like acork out of abottle. They stood in what had been Gretl's cell when she had been
alive. Now that she was dead—for the second time—it was presumably empty, at least temporarily.
Michael placed amud-covered hit of planking conveniently near the opening, then moved the cot back
amost to cover it.

"How much farther do we have to go down?"' she sighed.

Heran the length of hauling rope between his hands, measuring off the yards. " Another twenty feet,
maybe. That should bring usinto the cellars.” He dropped the bucket and coils of rope into the shaft. "I
can get us down another foot or so tonight, after I'm sure he's adeep.”

"You're sure he'sgot atunnel?* She asked the question for the twentieth time and he gave her the
answer he had given each time before.

"According to the guards | overheard, yes. It was put in when the building was constructed. It runs out
to the east, through the farmland. There's adoor out there. According to the men, it's so well hidden from
the outside, it isn't even locked.”

"We should be able to move faster now that I'm dead,” she said tondesdy, wiping the dust from her
eyes. "'l won't haveto listen for that damned door every minute, wondering if he's coming down the hall.”

The doctor nodded, fetching a damp cloth from the attached convenience so she could wash the dust
from her face. "Theresno one else divein this corridor, Gretl. Unless he brings someone new in here, |
think you're safe. And from what the ladies say, he's preoccupied with other things right now."

"Ladies" she snorted weakly.

"They hate him just as much asyou do. They just had alower breaking point, that'sal.” He stroked her
hair."Y ou did your part very well. Y ou looked as though you were dying.”

"Y ou were right. He didn't want me any more when he couldn't get any response. It was hard not to
show anything, Michadl. Oh, God, but | do hate him."

"l know."
"I've meant to ask, how did you make him believe | was dead?"

"The same way he made everyone out there believe Gretl Mechas was dead before. There's no shortage
of bodies. There are two or three rooms down the corridor that have bodiesin them. | just bagged one
of those and gave it to the guards. They weren't likely to look. They saw what they expected to see, just
asyour friends did when they saw your clothes on that other poor soul, whoever it was." Michagl'svoice
shook with despair. "The placeisfull of death. Justin breathes death. My wife and the kids are dead. |
know it. God, | hoped for solong, but | saw it in hiseyesthislast time."

"Why did he pick you?'
"The higtoric press published a story on me. 1'd developed some new treatments for diseases of aging

using biological products 1'd found here on Jubd. Nothing very sgnificant, but the historic news blew it
up into something. He asked me to work for him full time as his persond physician. | thought that was



ridiculousandsaidso ... "
"Jugtin told me once that no one can say no to him."

"He said the same thing to me. 'Nobody gets away with saying no to Harward Justin,' and "What's mine
daysmine'"

"What's his stays dead," she whispered. "Did he think you could keep him diveforever or something?”’

"Who knowswhat he thought. | can't extend hislife, no matter what. So far I've been lucky. He hasn't
been sick. And, of course, when the escape shaft isdone ... " Hishead came up, listening. "I hear
something. Better get through onto my sidein case he paysmeavist." He crawled headfirgt into the
opening, bent hisbody into a"U" shape and came up through asimilar opening on the other side of the
wall, behind acouch in his own gpartment. Behind him, Gretl hovered, listening to furniture-moving
sounds. In amoment she heard him whispering, "False darm. Do you have enough food? | have morefor
you hereif you need it."

“Not hungry,” she mumbled.

"Haveto be," hetold her. "Both of us haveto be. For strength. Strength to be dead, Gretl. Strength to
get usout of here”

"All right," she said, reaching through the thick wall to take the wrapped package. Then she placed the
plank over the hole and moved the bare cot to cover it. When the doctor had come to "do away with
her," he had wedged the latch on her door so it wouldn't close. Later, while she was below in the shaft
they had been digging for months, he had given the guards her "body." The guards weren't watchful, and
they certainly werent intdlligent.

She dipped to the far end of the corridor and into an empty room, carefully wedging the latch, sdiva
filling her mouth at the smdll of the package in her hands. She would have abath. And amedl. And then
deep. And then it would be night, and she would start digging again.

ThaliaFerrence sat in her chair by the wall, dreaming of agrandchild. The Grand Master had caled to
tell her that he had learned about the woman, that she and the child were on their way to her. The child
and Lim'swife, Vivian. Thaiahadn't told Betuny yet. Betuny would be upset, afraid that Thaliawouldn't
need her anymore. Perhaps Thaiawouldn't redly need Betuny anymore, but she'd dedl with that later.
Just now, it was too pleasant to anticipate, to dream, to imagine al the wonderful thingsimpliedina
daughter coming, and ababy. And to think about old times, too. She had done that alot lately.

She had allowed herself a celebratory glass of broundy, something she seldom did, and now sat in her
chair at the end of the garden, her arms folded on the low wall, the setting sun shining full on her face so
that shefelt the soft warmth of it as she haf dreamed about old timeslong past, wishing she could seethe
brou fields and the towering Presences once more. She could see them in asense, but they loomed so
large in her remembered vision that she wondered if she had not created them. She wanted to check
redlity againgt her memory and had spent along hour floating dreamily over this, asthough the truth were
something she needed to arrive at—akey to some future imagining that could not be achieved otherwise.
She could no longer be sure what was true, what had actualy happened. What had been the truth about
Lim, about Miles? Was Tasmin actualy what she thought he was? Had Celcy been? Was this woman
who was coming going to be a part of her life? Was thisworld the world she remembered, or wasit only
adream she had invented? How would she know?



The voice, when it came, though it asked asimilar question, was not like that other voice that had
accosted her. This voice was o oft and ingnuating it could have been part of her brooding dream.

"Areyou the mother of Lim Ferrence?"

Thebroundy wasflowing in her veins. "Lim Terrée he cdled himsdf," she said, dmost chanting and with
ahalf smile curving her lips. "But | was his mother, yes." The voice that had spoken to her was astrange
voice, dmost like achild's voice, but with an odd accent. It could be adream voice. Certainly it did not
seemto beareal one.

There was amoment's sillence, as though she had said something confusing.
"Was?' the voice asked a lagt. "Implies former time? Not now?'
"Heisdead," she said. "Dead. He died on the Enigma.”

A tiny congternation of sounds. She was reminded of birdstalking, that chirrupy, squeaky noise, butina
moment the child's voice spoke again, dmost like Snging.

"What kin did he leave behind?"

"| thought it wasjust me, you know. | thought | was hisonly redl kin, the only onewho ill cared, and
remembered, and grieved. Oh, thereis Tasmin, of course. His brother, but Tasmin couldn't be expected
to care. Yes, | thought it was only me, but it seems he had awife, and achild. They're coming here.
Soon. Someone came to inquire about them, and then when | asked the citadel, they found out for me....
" Her dream gave way to asharp pang of anxiety. "I hope nothing's happened to them."

Again that dream pause. Something brushed her face, like afeather, something soft, cool, and infinitely
gentle. Then the voice. "Why should something happen to them?”

"I don't know. It'sthat man who came. Hisvoice. He didn't tell me hisname. He said it was lucky | was
blind. He wanted to know where Lim'swife was, and hisbaby. | told them | didn't know Lim had awife
and ababy. The man wasn't polite. He didn't even say goodbye.”

That small consternation of sound once more. "Did you think it was athrest to your son'swife?

"It seemed odd they would want to know where she was. It seemed odd anyone would want to know.
Whét is she to anyone? The Master General said she was only awoman, no position, no family. Working
in the fish market, he said. And the baby, only ababy." Thalia brooded over the wonder of awoman and
ababy who were only that. Not Tripsingers. Not people with busy-ness or resentments to take them
away, but only people. A woman. A child.

Then the voice once more, soft as gauze, so soft she could scarcely tell from what direction it came,
unaware it came from al about her, from two dozen throats, soft asawhisper. "How was she to cometo
you, Mother of Lim Ferrence?'

"By the southern route. Southwest of the Enigma. To the Black Tower." Her eyesfilled with tears. She
had been worrying over that route. Miles had died at the Black Tower.

Her weeping hid the tiny sound of those that departed. In the grayed light of dusk none had seen them
come, and none saw them go.



West of Deepsoil Five, the troupe of Bondri Gesdl found atrail through the Far Watchlings, called by
the viggies Those Joyoudy Emergent. Although narrow, it was an insengtivetrail, onethat required little
song and on which great haste might be made.

"We wereright about the Enigma,” several members of the troupe were singing. “The Mad One has
killed again. Lim Ferrence, honored be his name, cannot be repaid, for the Enigmahaskilled him. Oh,
how foolish to attempt song with the Enigma.”

Bondri hissed inirritation, and their song faded away. He didn't wish to think of the Enigma just now. If
Favel were dtill hereto sing it over with, perhaps they could have arrived at some conclusion, but thiswas
truly amatter for the priests. He sang so, briefly, to atinkling chorus of assent.

"How are we sure that the Loudsinger and her child arein danger?' caroled one of the young viggies, an
attractive femae whom Bondri had had his eyes on for some time as a proper trade daughter for the
troupe of Chowdri, to the south.

"The mother of Lim Ferrence was not sure,” Bondri admitted. " She but suspected danger. Still, she has
noeyes,and...”

"Contradiction," sang the senior giligee. "She has eyes, oh Bondri Gesdl, Wide-eared one. Her eyesare
not in repair, it istrue, but they could befixed. This pouched one could fix them.”

Bondri made asmal noise, indicating both consternation at being interrupted and a degree of doubt. He
knew of no incident in which agiligee had worked on aLoudsinger.

"Truly, oh Bondri Gesdl. This one hastaken their bodies apart many times. The mother of Lim Ferrence,
honored be his name, has only asmall mafunction. It could be made proper.”

The giligee had touched Lim Ferrence's mother with its antennae. If the giligee said such athing could be
done, then it could be done. "Remember what you have said," intoned Bondri, wondering just how far a
viggy could go in bresking the taboo. "If we do not find the child, it may bewewill pay our debt in this

way."
"I interrupted the Troupe Leader,” chirped the giligee. "Please return to your song.”

"The woman cannot see," Bondri warbled, thistimein the conditional mode. "Our ancestors say of those
without eyesthat the spirit must see what the flesh cannot, isthis not so?"

"Verily, these are true words," sang the troupe.

"S0, her earstold her the man made a thresat, though perhaps hiswords did not convey histrue
intention.”

"Blasphemy," sighed the troupe. "Obscenity.” To the viggy, wordsthat did not convey redlity were
worse than no words at al. Once this tendency of the Loudsingersto sing falsehood had been
determined, the taboo had been invoked. How could viggies sing with those who did not care about
truth?

"Pity them," intoned Bondri. "For they arelost in darkness of unmeaning.” He paused, an obligatory
beat, then continued, " So the mother of Lim Ferrence feds her son's mate and their descendent child are



in danger. She does not even know she fedlsit, yet her inward parts know. If such danger truly threstens
and can be forefended, Prime Priest Favel's debt is paid even though Lim Ferrence has been killed."

There was appreciative murmuring, followed by aburst of purely recreationd regjoicing. After atime,
they hated for grooming and food. Bondri took advantage of the hat to peek into the pouch of the giligee
who had honorably corrected him. The pink thing that squirmed therein its nest of pouch-tendrilslooked
very lively. The brain-bird of Prime Priest Favel was developing well.

"We're being followed,” said Jamieson, getting down from his mule with an exclamation of pain and
annoyance as he grabbed for one ankle. "Damn! | keep hitting that place.”

"Shhh," said Clarin. "I told you last night to let me put abandage on it.”

"It didn't need one."

"It doesif you keep hitting it every time you get on and off your mule, Reb. For heaven's sakel”
"Oh, dl right. Put somekind of apad onit if it will make you fed better.”

"Me?It'syou who keeps hitting it."

"All right,” said Tasmin, wearily as herolled up his bedding and inflatable mattress. "The two of you dash
itoff, will you. Y ou say we're being followed?!

"l rode back and found the highest point | could, Master Ferrence, then looked along the backtrail as
you suggested. They werethere, dl right. Sx riders. The only reason | could seethem isthey're coming
down that long traverse along the cliff, the one we were on yesterday morning. About halfway down, the
trail splits, you remember? Right there, one of them got down and snooped a ong the ground, obvioudy
looking for trail Signs. Then they cametheway wedid."

"Have you any ideawho?'

"Two Explorers, Master. Way out in front, as though they don't want to associate with the ones behind.”
"And the ones behind?'

"Riding in couples. A man and maybe awoman, then farther back, | think two men.”

"l don't suppose you could see who they are?’

"| could seethe Explorers leathers. The woman seemed to be wearing something glittery in her hair,
beads maybe. Maybe it isn't awoman at dl, but that'stheimpresson | got.”

"Well, it was only amatter of time before someone came after us.” Tasmin cursed slently, wondering
who. Wondering why. Wondering how they had found thistrail. The group that had pursued them
originally had been easy to evade, and they had hoped there would be no further pursuit. Now, this.

Thelong north-south corridor between two escarpments of Presences that Donatella Furz had found for
them had made the traveling smple and very quick, since they had not needed to sing their way through.
Now they would need to travel even more quickly.



Don came out of the grove of treeswhere their small tents were pitched, her face flushed with
annoyance or anger or some mixture of both. "Did | hear you say someoneistracking us?'

Tasmin nodded. She grimaced, then turned to take afolded chart from the pack on the ground,
gpreading it on aconvenient rock and knedling over it, "Damn! | didn't think anyonewould find usin
here"

"They probably found our trail al the way back in the Redfang and tracked usin here, Don. Thereare
two Explorerswith the group.”

She shook her head. "Wadll, | found this corridor. | suppose it would be arrogant of me to think no one
else had thewitsto find it."

"Did you tell anyone about this passage?’

"| probably did. | would have noted it on thefile chartsin my room, too. | think | told Rath. Hell, for all
we know, Ralth may be one of the Explorers with them.”

"Whoever they are, they probably don't know they're hunting you, Don. Whoever sent them will have
fedthematde”

She perused the chart, chewing her lips. "Y ou still want to split up?!

Clarin made aface of denid, but Tasmin said, "Yes." He said it very firmly. He had become too aware
of Clarin. She seemed adwaysto be at his side, ready with whatever he needed next. Or he was always
a hers. It was hard to know which. He found himself turning to her, depending on her. If she had her
way, she would not leave them, but he was going to ingst on it. Clarin and Jamieson both. 1t wasthe only
thing that made sense. He bit down thefedlingsthisraised in him. It could be afind parting, and they dl
knew it. It was bearable only if he did not admit it to himsdlf. "1 want Jamieson and Clarin to do their best
to get to Splash One.”

Don pointed at the chart. "The best way back to the 'Soilcoast from here isto take the Shouting Valey
cutoff, about haf aday ahead of us."

"Why do you want meto go to Splash One?' Clarin asked Tasmin in asubdued, faintly rebellious voice.

"You've got to get to Vowe," Tasmin answered. "l want you to tell him everything we know, everything
we suspect, everything we've even thought of in passing. We need whatever protection he can give us.
He's got to be ready for whatever we do, and if you don't get to him, we have no other way to let him
know."

"Also, | want you to take him arecording of the Enigma stuff,” Donatellasaid. "I made acopy cube last
night. I'll keep my box, the one with the trandator init. Y ou take my new one."

"Weve got synthesizers," Clarin objected.

"I know you do, but Explorer boxes are different. They're programmed to try variations. Y ou st off
about amile away from a Presence and start with something that almost works or worked somewhere
else. Then you try variations until you get one that doesn't rock the needle, see. We don't publicizeit, but
that's how you do it, mostly."



"| thought Presences dways reacted adversely to recordings,” Jamieson remarked suspicioudy.

"They do, if it'sclose up. But at that distance, it only seemsto tickle them. Like asubconscious
response, one they're not even aware of. When you've got a variation that doesn't rock the needle, then
you play it over until you know it well enough to sing yoursdlf through or at least to get up closeand try it
first person.” She patted the box, almost asthough it had been amule. "1t often works, for the easy ones.
Not for the Enigma, of course.”

"Y ou never told uswhat Erickson's clue was to getting the Enigma score, did you?' Clarin asked.

Donatella shook her head. "And I'm not going to. Not yet. Better for you if you don't know. If it looks
like you're going to be captured, destroy the cube. That way you won't know anything that can help

anyone."

"Well know where you and Tasmin are going."

"Yes," said Tasmin. "And if you're taken, tell them anything they want to know. Tell them where were
going. Well watch out for ourselves. Y ou don't know anything except that Don Furz thinks she talked to
aPresence and isgoing to the Enigmato find out for sure. Tell them that.”

"You'l get through dl right,” Don said. "'l've got proven Passwords for dmost everything west of here
stored in the box, and the charts are clearly labeled. Y ou'll have to duck around the Giant's Toenails.
Can't get by there without atripwagon full of effects, but if you detour to the south, there's aback way."

"Where are you two going when you leave the Enigma?"* Clarin asked.

"From there, depending upon what we get, either to Deepsoil Five or back to the Deepsoil Coast,”
Tasminreplied.

Silence. Her face was calm, but he could see her hurting, rebellious eyes. Oh, Clarin. Clarin.

"Clarin." More than anything he wanted to comfort that pain. Foolish. She was almost young enough to
be his daughter.

IIYSIII

"Listen. At least one of us hasto go with Don asawitness. I'm the logica person because I'm enough
older than you and Reb to have areputation that guarantees me a certain amount of credibility. Also,
getting back to Splash One for the hearingsis going to require help. | can get that from the citadd in
Deepsoil Five, and | carry more weight there than either you or Reb.”

"I could go with you and Don."

"Then Jamieson would be done. And if whoever isfollowing us choosesto split up and send some of
them after him, or if theré's someone trying to intercept us from the west, then Jamieson's chances would
be decreased.”

"You'reright," shesad. "Sorry."

"And when we get to Vowe?' asked Jamieson, equally subdued.



"Just tell him. Put it in his hands. Hell know what he can do with it. If he can do anything with it. Pray
God hell bdieveyou."

"Oh, hell blieveme," said Clarin. "Hell believe every word | tell him."
"Youdid know him before,” Tasmin said. "I thought so. When we met him there in Northwest."
"Hes... hedsanold family friend,” shesad. "Hedidn't et on becauseit makesit ... difficult.”

"Enough of this"" Don said. "L et'stake afew minutesto familiarize you two with thisbox. Then let'sbe
on our way. According to what Jamieson says, they're only one day behind.”

"Do you have any ideawho they are, Donatella?"

She shook her head. "Forget the Explorers. They could be anyone. From Northwest or anywhere. As
you say, they could even be my friends. The others? 1 have no idea. The only woman I've offended is
Honeypeach Thonks, but | can't imagine her on amule, hunting me down in the backcountry.” She
beckoned the two acolytes to her and began a quick, detailed exposition.

Jamieson and Clarin were both quick to pick up theintricacies of the Explorer box. It was different from
the Tripsinger synthesizers only in detail, and they demonsirated considerable proficiency at theend of an

hour, enough, at least, that Don nodded her head in approva. " Good enough. Wed better move out
quickly."

Tasmin had aready packed the mule saddles, and they took afew momentsto hide the remnants of their
fire before leaving. Not that it would do any good. If the tracker behind them could find evidence of their
passage on the barren trail down the dliff, he would find evidence here aswell.

They rode on southward, the hooves of the unshod mules making amusical clopping that was hypnotic.
If they had traveled on some other business, if they had traveled without pursuit, Tasmin felt he could
have gloried in this strange corridor that Don Furz had found amidst the towering Presences. They were

on every Sde, seeming to look down into the valley where the group walked, violet and ochre, ruby and

sapphire, emerald and ashen—athousand gathered giants, occasionaly quaking the air with their
muttered colloquies.

"What arethey saying," he asked Don.
"Nothing, sofar as| know."
"Doesn't your new trandator pick up words?"

"Itdid, at the Enigma, and in answer to what | sang! But this muttering doesn't trandate to anything. Al
the trandator doesis snore and snarl and moan.”

"Y ou have tried the new trandator on it then? Once? More than once?!
"I'vetried the trandator for hours at atime during every trip since the Enigma. Nothing."
"Then these dong here aren't sentient?’ Somehow that didn't seem an appropriate premise.

"I wouldn't draw that conclusion,” remarked Clarin. "Perhapsthey smply aren't talking.”



"Or wont," said Jamieson. "I till need proof.”
"Y ou were so sure they were sentient,” Clarin objected.
"That doesn't mean they'll talk to us," hereplied. "If you were one of them, would you?'

They dl stared up at the Presences. Cliffs of coruscating rose. Towers of glittering amber. Mighty
ramparts of shimmering sgpphire, lambent with refracted light. Walls of gray, shattered with silver.
Barricades of scintillating flame,

"Ahhh." The sound came from Clarin, the sound of someone wounded, or asound of lovemaking, a
climactic ecstasy of sound, half muffled. The expression on her face was the one she got sometimeswhen
shewassinging.

Tasmin's hands shivered on the reins, wanting to reach for her. "We can't linger," hesaid in hisdriest
voice. "Come, we can't stop.” Donatellawas looking at him strangely, and he avoided her eyes. His
whole being fdt stretched, pulled into gossamer, encompassing the world.

An act of self-hypnogs, histutoriad mind advised him. A so-called religious experience. Simply be quiet
and it will depart.

Asit did, dowly, over thefollowing long hoursin the saddle.

They cametothefork in thetrail. Donatella checked the charts the others were carrying, checked their
machine once more, then sat beside Tasmin as Jamieson and Clarin rode away, smal figures growing
smaller, dwindling down the west-pointing canyon, not looking back, going away to the cities of the
Deepsoil Coast and possibly ... what?

"It'sunlikely anyoneislooking for them, asindividuas,” Donatella said, trying to be comforting, trying to
convince hersdf. "They're safer without us, Tasmin. Come, let's do what we can to wipe out their tracks.”

"| pray s0," he said, aching with aloss he had not thought to feel so soon again. It was like the loss of
Cedcy, and yet unlike. Thistime it was as though something of himself had gone. "l pray so."

Rheme Gentry, while ostensibly much occupied with the Governor's private business, was actualy
engaged in two equaly demanding activities. On the one hand, he was feeding every item of available
information to Thyle Vowe, for hisassistance in trying to outwit "that bastard at BDL." On the other
hand, he was trying desperately to figure out away to get avital message to Serendipity and save
Maybelle Thonksslife, or at the very least, her health and sanity, in the process.

Thingswere drawing to aclimax on Jubal. The Honorable Wuyllum was increasingly preoccupied with
getting certain items of private—and public—property shipped away to Serendipity, and thisrequired a
good dedl of fadgfication of papersinasmuch as BDL had shut down al off-planet shipments except for
the necessary flow of brou. Getting anything but brou into space took some doing, though Rhemewas
getting to be an expert at it. Justin hadn't quite shut off courtesies to the Governor's office. Not yet. Why,
the young singer, Chantry, had been shipped out the week before at Honeypeach's insi stence, babbling,
half conscious, and likely to remain that way. Regeneration didn't work al that well on the nervous
sysem.

"My poor Chantry just collapsed,” Honeypeach said at frequent intervals, "from overwork, poor baby."



From drugs, Rheme thought. Drugs and stimulants—which any man needed if he wereto get involved
with Honeypeach—and too many demands on a nervous system that was, after al, merdly biologica and
normal, not made of trandgstors and meta parts. Honeypeach smply wasn't interested in normal people
or norma biology or norma sex. Honeypeach liked whips and drugs and various e ectronic devices.
Honeypeach liked sex in threes and fours and dozens. Honeypeach liked to watch while others suffered
and gyrated, often people Honeypeach said sheliked alot coupled with people she didn't like at all.
Rheme knew the ssigns. Honeypeach had a certain ook in her eye when she was choosing who was next,
and Maybdlewasin linefor forced participation. That aonewould have told him that the Governor and
the Governor's lady were counting the days until departure. Honeypeach would not have focused on
Maybelle unlessit no longer made any difference what she did or was seen to do.

The honorable Wuyllum had shown no signs of being either aware of thisor upset by it. His daughter by
hisfirst wife was evidently not seen as apossesson of particular value. Rheme Gentry wastrying to
change that.

"Has the Governor considered what he might be interested in doing after retirement,” he asked in his
blandest voice.

"Why should | have thought of any such thing?' Wuyllum growled suspicioudly.

"An opportunity on Serendipity has cometo my attention,” Rheme answered in hismost syrupy voice.
"One which the Governor might be interested in. A very wedthy family agglomeration, which islooking
for an dliance of mutua profit, and which hasamarriageableson ... "

"Son?" Wuyllum was being very dow on the load, and Rheme cursed to himsdf while hisface went on
being disnterested.

"About Maybellés age," he said. "May one spesk frankly?'

Wuyllum gtared at him for amoment or two before grunting permission. Rheme felt sweat start dong the
back of hisneck and under hisarms.

"It cannot escape one's attention that your daughter and her ssepmother are not sympathetic,” he said,
dill in that disinterested tone that he had rehearsed over and over again at the end of the garden, beyond
the ears. "It's perfectly understandable, too, your wife being so very young and lovely. At your daughter's
current age and leved of socia experience, however, sheis quite marriageable. One could recommend her
to many very wedlthy families seeking aliances of various kinds, many of which would beto the
Governor's advantage. Also, such amarriage would remove a present source of annoyance to the
Governor'slady.”

Wuyllum grunted again, afaint light of understanding leaking outward from hisface. "1 might consder
that,” hesaid at last.

"If the Governor condders such apossbility in hisown best interest, the young lady could be sent onto
Serendipity in order that she become fully acquainted with the socid set there. It ismy understanding she
left Serendipity while till too young to take part fully in socid affairs”

"' She was twenty-two," the Governor snorted. "No more sex smell to her than to amule.”

Rheme affected not to have heard. " Since the families of which we are spesking areinterested in



reproduction, they prefer women who are ... somewhat naive and unspoiled. One might say
‘consarvatively reared.’ The Governor's daughter givesthat impresson ... now."

A light dawned. "Need to keep her that way, do we? That's what you're sayin', isn't it? Got to keep her
away from Honeypeach's party fun, heh?' The Governor's face twisted into a nasty sneer. "And |
suppose you'd want to go aong to 'Dipity. Kind of achaperone, heh?!

"I'd prefer not, Sir, if you don't mind." Rheme allowed abrief expression of distaste to cross hisface,
wondering if he were overdoing it. Wuyllum was no fool. Obvioudy not. He was as thick-skinned and
dow to move as some cold-blooded primordia reptile, but where his own sdlf-interest was concerned,
he had an absolute genius for understanding the implications of everything around him. "Were very busy
hereand | realy would prefer not.” Let Wuyllum think that Rheme had tired of the girl's attentions. Let
him think whatever he damned wdll liked, but let Rheme get Maybelle off Jubd and away from
Honeypeach Thonks. "1 can find the name of some appropriate woman on Serendipity ... "

The Governor grunted again, suspicion alayed, then turned his attention to other items of business.

That evening voices were raised in the private quarters of his excellency. Rheme, who was huddled with
Maybellein thefar corner of the garden repeating the message that he intended Maybelle to carry with
her to Serendipity, heard the voices and rejoiced.

"What've you been getting up to with Maybelle, heh?" the Governor asked hiswife, hisvoice coming
clearly through the drawn curtains.

"l don't even like Mayzy," hiswife confided. " She spent too much time with that vanillamilk woman to
beinteresting.”

"If you're talkin' about my first wife, woman, you'd better have the sense to know who she was. She was
the daughter of the Lifetime Ambassador to Gerens, and she came from one of the wedthiest familieson
Heron'sWorld."

"And they dashed her off with nothing when she married you, Wuyllum, don't forget that."
"Doesn't matter. Maybelle was reared by her mama. She's prime stuff, according to people who know."

"Prime what? Prime sttler's brush gruel ? She's nothing, Wully. Milky, like her mama. Nothing at dll. |
don't even know why Justin wantsto meet her again.”

"Now you listen to me, Honeypeach. I'm telling you once, and only once. I'm sendin' Maybelle back to
Serendipity now. Settin' her up back there with alittle place of her own, heh? Hire some snooty woman
to be chaperone, get her into society. And between now and the time she leaves, and after we get there,
| don't want her touched, you understand? Heh?"

There was an uncomfortable silence, broken by awhimper of pain. Honeypeach was accustomed to
inflicting pain, but she was not accustomed to feeling it. "Who'd want to touch her? And what would you
doif I did?'

"I'd ask Harward Justin for the loan of Spider Geroan, woman. Y ou've got your uses. | don't mind your
foolin' around to suit yoursdlf, long as you don't meddle with me. Meddle with me, and you'l find yourself
havin' a date with Spider Geroan and comin' home outside your own skin lookin' in. Y ou understand
me?" The voice was expressonless, without anger, but the whimpering reply told the listeners that



Honeypeach had heard it.
In the garden, Maybelle shivered in Rheme'sarms. "God, what did you tdl him?"

"How marriagesble you are, girl. What anice, fertile mamayoull make for some herediphilic family on
Serendipity.” Rheme was actudly deeply disturbed by the overheard conversation. He had not liked the
lady's mentioning Justin, and he had not liked the Governor's mentioning Spider Geroan. It had
implicationsfor hisown life and safety that he found ominous. "Now pay attention, May Bee, and
remember what I'm telling you. Once you're on Serendipity, you'reto go directly to those people I've
told you about. You'reto tell them you're fromBasty Pardo. Give them the message, just as| gaveit to
you. They'll seethe message gets sent on, and they'll keep you safe.”

"l can't bear to leave you," she sobbed. "God, Rheme, there may be awar here.”

"Oh, therewill beawar here" hesaid grimly. "And I'll get through it alot easier if | know you'redl
right."

"Thisvitd message of yours, who'sit for?"

He was silent, wondering whether he should tell her anything at al except what she needed to know.
Meeting her rebellious expression, he knew she needed to know enough to give her a sense of
participation. Maybelle was very young, in her attitudes and persondity. When he had spoken of her as
being untouched, he had said no more than the truth. Still, she had a vivid perception of right and wrong,
and it would be wrong of him to use her without her knowing why.

"Thework of the Planetary Exploitation Council's been corrupted for years," he said a last. "There was
alot of money credit involved, credit that came from the exploiter agglomerates. The corruption didn't
involve many of the PEC members, actudly, but the others were too complacent to see what was going
on. However, the massacre at the Jut started some tongues wagging because one of the people killed
was the son of one of the Council members. She got together some of the newer, younger members and
began to agitate for an investigation. Y ou know the PEC has an enforcement body, CHAIN, cdled that
for no good reason. If the letters stand for anything, no one knows what. Speaking from personal
knowledge, CHAIN is quiteincorruptible. It's headed up by an old fox named Pardo ... "

"Any relationship to Basty Pardo?' she asked.

"Anuncle, actudly. Wdll, the Generd—he'sretired, but everyone il calls him the Generd—advised
some of the PEC members, and the Council managed to muster amajority of vote support for
investigation. CHAIN began by hiring someinvestigators, afew like me, love. Enough to find out what's

redly goingon.”

"So you redly areaPEC agent! | thought you were joking. Thenit isn't hopeess Her facelit up, that
glowingly childlikelook he had grown to love. Sternly, he kept his hands away from her. No sense
making it harder than it was.

"It isn't hopel ess providing this message can get off-planet and reach the right people, May Bee. But
Jugtin has the planet seded off. | didn't expect that. Shortsighted of me, but | just didn't expect it. All
communications are monitored. No one and no thing is being allowed to leave without a priority voucher,
and no priority vouchers are being issued except for the few issued by Justin himsdlf or those we've
wangled through the Governor's office. Y ou're the Governor's daughter, and you're known to be
hopelessy naive and gauche and remote from anything important. Y ou don't even take part in most socid



events. Everyonethinksyou're alittle odd and I've been hinting for weeks that you're perhaps atrifle
stupid. You're smply the least suspect person we know."

He touched her cheek, smiling, not letting her know how truly desperate he felt the need was. Everything
that was happening on Jubd told Rheme that only force would work, and yet so far as he knew, no one
in CHAIN had taken that into account. The Governor would go off-planet in his own good time, and the
PEC authorities could pick him up on Serendipity or wherever he landed. But Justin wouldn't leave, and
Justin wouldn't resign, and Justin wouldn't obey an order from the PEC.

No, Justin would dig in. Justin would start awar on Jubal rather than be taken into custody. Justin would
have to be dug out, or blasted out, or Juba would have to be put under siege.

And by the time the Sege was over, it could be too late for afew million people. And for Juba aswell.

13

It was midafternoon. Left to themsaves, Tasmin and Donatdlla had ridden farther south and laid afew
fdse ddetrails, which they hoped would be confusing to the followers.

"The valley gets narrower from here on,” Don said. "We won't be able to escape them, Tasmin, except
by keeping ahead of them. What are you doing with those mule shoes?'

Tasmin looked up from the shoes he wasfiddling with. "I traded these off Clarin'sand Jamieson's
animas" hesaid. "The pattern on each set isalittle different. If we put them on two feet of each of our
mules, maybethey'll think there are till four of us”

"Do you think they'll pay chitsfor that?' Donatella asked him, one eyebrow raised in doubt, as he

dipped two of the marked shoes over the mule's hooves, like dippers. "Do you think they'll redly believe
thereare ill four mules?!

"They might. Unlessthey're smarter than some people are, yes." Hetried for arueful laugh. "I just
invented the trick, Explorer. It made mefed | was doing something. | deceive mysdlf probably. It's either
do something or fret. Fretting makes my stomach ache. Maybe they won't realize how inventive we are.”
She acknowledged thiswith adight, barely ironic smile. "It could work. | don't recall anyone talking
much about doing tracking on Juba. What isthere to track? On Heron's World, of course, they do. Lots
of hunting on Heron'sWorld."

"Y ou've been to Heron's World?

"Of course not, Tripsinger. | was born here. My mother got abonusfor me, asamatter of fact. | was
her third."

"It saves shipping when you can manufacture locdly,” he responded.
"Many thanks, Tripsinger."
"No gtrain intended, Don. | was just wondering how you knew so much about Heron's World."

"Library suff. Adventure stories.”



"Adventure sories?' helaughed. "After being an Explorer on Juba ?*
"Y ou know it's not dwaysthat exciting,” she said. " Sometimesit's anything but.”
"Aswhen?' he asked.

She had stories, her own stories, others stories, tales of defeat and pain. They were not the stories
Explorerstold one another, and she didn't know why she told Tasmin except that they were stories
needing telling and she might not have another chance. During the trip, she had learned dl about him and
Celcy. Now she wanted to talk about her and Link.

"Somethingsyou bury," shesad. "l believe in burying many things. Not denying they happened, you
understand, but just getting rid of them. Putting them away somewhere where you don't sumble over
them every day. But with Link ... theresnoway | can bury that. | used to ddight in the Presences. Since
oneof them dmost killed Link ... sncethen | don't like them as much.”

He consdered this, wondering why it didn't gpply to him. Celcy had died on the Enigma, and yet he,
Tasmin, sl felt as he dways had about the Presences. Perhaps women were different. His mother had
awaystold him that they were. "And you've been done since then?' he asked her.

"Not exactly alone. | have good friends. And there was atalented services man in Northwest City. |
took advantage of his good nature from timeto time. Zimmy. Of course, Zimmy was spying on me, as|

should have known hewould. | saw hisfacethelast timel returned to Northwest. Y ou'd have to know
Zimmy for it to make sense, but he didn't expect meto be back.”

When she explained how she knew, Tasmin commented, "Not alot to go on. Just the expression on a
man'sface

"l said you'd have to know Zimmy. Believe me, he expected never to see me again.”
Tasmin's eyes narrowed and his mouth stretched in asilent grimace. "Who's the one who gave the
orders, Don? Who hired him?* The man who hired Zimmy had hired the n. The man who hired the

n was the man who had driven Don Furz underground, causing her to conspirewith Lim. And that
man was ultimately responsible for Lim'sand Celcy's degth.

"Thetop of BDL, mogt likely. Harward Justin isan evil man. | know that about him for sure.”

"I've never met Harward Jugtin.” But that's where the ultimate responsibility probably lay. Tasmin
nodded to himsdlf over this. If there wasfault, that'swhereit lay.

She shivered. "I met him once. Luckily, I'd just come back from atrip and | looked like awet viggy."
"Why luckily?"

"I've been told I'm attractive. And I've been told that Justin has an appetite for attractive women. And he
doexn't let them tell him no."

For amoment he thought she was going to say something more about this, but she fell into an abstracted
and painful slencethat it would have seemed impertinent to interrupt.



By late afternoon, they had begun to climb once more, and well before dark they had reached a crest of
hills lined with tiny amber 'lets, no higher than their knees. Far to the east stood the golden Presence from
which these smdl crystas had come.

"An old streambed," Donatella explained. "1t washed the seed crystal's down herein dmost astraight
line. | believethat's how alot of the straight ramparts formed origindly. A million years ago, therewas
nothing there but ariver. Now there'samountain range.”

"We're moving onto high country,” he agreed. "1 want to get aview behind usif | can.”
He dismounted and lay among the crowded 'lets, peering through his glasses back dong their trail. At

last he spotted them, moving figureswell ingdethe limit of vison. "They'rethere. Still coming, and they're
past the Sdetrall where Clarin and Jamieson turned off."

"How many?
"All six. None of them have gone after the youngsters. | don't know whether to be glad or sorry.”
"They're closer than when Jamieson saw them, aren't they? Only two or three hours behind.”

"My guesswould be yes."
"If we only had amoon, we could keep going late tonight, walk and lead the mules.”
"They may keep coming anyhow," he said, staring through the glasses back the way they had come.

There was something implacable about the lead rider, something relentlessin the angle of hisbody. He

excamed, "Damn!"

She peered through her own glasses. Now for the first time, they saw, trailing the group, amule hostler
with agtring of unburdened animals.

"They have fresh mounts," Don whispered. "No wonder they're moving so fast. If they catch us before
we reach the south end of thevalley ... "

"We can't outrun them," Tasmin said. "WEéll haveto think of something else.”

He thought as they rode, stopping twice to pick over bunches of green settler's brush, which he whittled
a ontheway.

"What in hell are you doing?' Donatella asked.

"Being inventive again, Donatdlla. I'll let you know if it works," hetold her, trying to sound more
confident than hefelt. Half an hour later he had four flat disks of settler's brush, thick spiras of narrow
branches, madeto fit tightly insgde mule shoes.

He showed them to her. "Were going to tie these onto our feet, just as soon as we find someplace we
can hide the mules. Then we're going to go on, leaving afalse muletrail, until we can find aplaceto hide
oursalves—a small place that they won't think of searching, because they'll be looking for people and
mules, not people done.”

"Hide the mulesl Where?'



"I don't know where. I'm praying we can find aplace.”

They did find aplace, across alittle stream and up adraw, a dense grove of Juba treesin atiny box
canyon on the opposite sde of the narrow valley from thetrail. They rode their animas down to the
stream, leaving aclear trail, and taking time to water the animaswell. Then they led the animals over
rock up the curving draw and tied them deep among the trees. On their return, they wiped out al prints,
then donned the fal se mule shoes and walked back to the trail from the stream, leaving clear but
infrequent imprints.

"Well come back for them when the pursuit passes us by," Tasmin asserted, allowing no doubt to creep
into hisvoice.

Donatella stopped on the trail to wipe her forehead and settle the straps of her pack. They had left most
of their gear on the mules, taking only what was needed for survivd. "What if we didn't get the tracksinto
that grove completely wiped out. What if they don't believe the tracks? What if they go down into that
draw?'

"Then they'll have two more mules and most of our equipment. But they sill won't have us. Now we
have to leave as much trail aswe can before dark.”

Waking on the false mule shoes was neither easy nor quick. Twicein the following hour they spied on
their pursuers, who were drawing frighteningly close. The second time, Donatella saw them clearly and

she put the glasses down with an expression of horrified surprise that she didn't offer to explain. Tasmin
let her done. Attempting amuldike pace while keeping his balance on the fase mule feet required total

concentration.

They had not gone far enough to satisfy him when it began to grow dark. "We can't go much farther,
Donatella. The soil is getting shalower along here. If we just keep going, we may find oursdveson a
barren dope when they catch up with us. | wish | knew for sure what they intended. It might make a
difference...”

Her abstracted silence broke with arush of words. "I know what they intend. Killing. Torture. One of
themisaman | know about, Tasmin. | saw him through my glasses, saw him clearly. I've seen that face
before. | know who heis." Her voice faded to silence, as though the name could not be uttered.

"Tdl me" he ordered.

"Hisnameis Geroan," she answered. "Heworksfor BDL, for Harward Justin. He's an assassin. A hired
killer"

"How do you know?"

"A friend of mine met him. Shetold me about Spider Geroan." Donatella had turned white hersdlf, from
something more than mere recollection of what afriend might have said. Tasmin waited for her to go on,
but she bit her lip and was silent.

"We havetherifle" he offered.

"We daren't useit. The moment we useit, they'll be sure we're here. And we only have onerifle. They
probably have six or seven.”



"True," he nodded. "Y ou'reright. They can't know were here. Not yet. Not for sure."

"It'sbeen along time since | camethisway, but | don't think there's anything ahead of usto help. It gets
more and more barren the farther up thisvaley we go, and narrower. Theres no way out on either side.
Just precipices with no passes through them. The only ways out are back, the way we came, where the
pursuers are right now, or at the southernend ... "

Where they were seemed barren enough, asope of hard igneous rock that looked as though it had not
changed since it had been spewed out molten except to be sparsely netted with soil-filled cracks.

Therewere only afew stunted Jubal trees, their meager fanstrembling in the chill wind. Occasionally
there were veins of softer, lighter stone running parald with thetrall: pale, sedimentary strata, the bottom
of some ancient sea, layered between stripes of the harder stone by cycle after cycle of vulcanism and
dluvium, one replacing the other.

Asthey moved on, these veinstilted into awal on their right, at first low, then towering, astriped and
undulating outcropping where the softer strata had been eaten away to |leave shadowed pockets between
the wind-smoothed shelves of harder rock.

Ashiseyes and mind searched for ahiding place, Tasmin chewed over what Donatella had said about
the man following them. There had been fear in her voice, abject fear, more fear than would have been
occasioned by no more than she had told him. It was not merdly that the man was an assassin. Tasmin
darted to ask her, then caught himsalf. She was aready afraid. Talking about it might only make it worse.

He turned his mind to the stone, concentrating on it, searching for something histraveler's sensetold him
must be there, somewhere ...

"Stop," he cried. Thetrail curved to the right around the dope where wind had chewed deeply between
the layers, making horizontal crevicesthat held darknessin their depths. One of these pockets, dightly
abovetheir heads, was dmost entirely hidden behind fragments falen from the shelf above. "There" he
pointed. At one side of the shelf ahole gaped, thicker than their bodies, accessible from thetrail by a
tumbled stairway of falen rock.

He was halfway up the stones before she reacted enough to follow him. He was inside the cleft,
exploring its doping depth, before she reached the shelf. "Comein," he whispered, wary of the echoes his
voice might rouse. "It dopes back, away from thetrail. Some of the rocks have rolled back here. Help
me push some of them up to narrow the hole we came through!” He thrust one of the stonestoward her,
and she. rolled sdewaysto push it ill farther. Within momentsthey had cleared themsalves ahidden
crawlspace with ledges of stone above and below and walls of broken rock around them. Thewind
came through the crevices with many shrill complaints and the late light of evening fdl dantingly infrail,
reedlike beams, lighting Don's pa e face and wide, gpprenensive eyes.

"Itll befairly dark by thetimethey get here," he said, one hand squeezing her shoulder. "'I'm going out
and lay additiona mule tracks, around the corner and down abit farther. They may uselightsto seethe
trail, but in the dusk thiswall will look solid, asthough this crack were full of sone.”

He dipped out and onto thetrail, seeking out tiny patches of soil that would take clear imprints of the
fase hooves. When he had gone haf amile farther, he cameto asplit inthetrail, which he traveled until it
petered out onto rock, and more rock stretching endlessly away to the south. Then he pocketed the mule
shoes, climbed thewall and scrambled back the way he had come, careful to leave no visibletrace,



grateful for the wind that might be presumed to have blown their tracks away.

Shewaswaiting for him with stones ready to plug the hole behind him. Their two mattresses were
dready inflated on the roughly rippled stone. "Thank God for an inflatable mattress,”" she murmured.
"WEell haveto be quiet. It'll be easier with something soft under us." Her voice broke into a gasping sob.

He pulled her toward him, almost roughly. "Y ou've been strange ever since you saw them,”" he said.
"Ever snce you saw that man. Therésmoreto it than you've told me." He stretched out on his own
meattress and drew her down beside him, watching her face. One eyewaslit from the sde by alast
vagrant beam of sunset light, that eyetear-filled and spilling. " Tl me."

She gasped. Her teeth were gritted. He saw the muscle at the corner of her jaw, clenched tight.
"Will you tell me," he asked. "Don't you think | should know?!

"l had afriend,” she said. "A good friend. Her name was Mechas, Gretl Mechas. She camefrom
Heron's World, on contract to the Department of Exploration. Not an Explorer. She wasin procurement
and accounting. They housed her in the Priory in Northwest because there was extra space there. We
got to know one another very well.

Tasmin waited, waited longer, then said, "Go on."

" She got word her sster wasin need of something back on Heron's World. Gretl never told me what it
was. She seemed alittle annoyed about it, in fact, like the kid had gotten hersalf into some kind of
trouble. Anyhow, Gretl needed money to send home. She went down to Splash One, to the BDL credit
authority. She could have doneit al by com, but Gretl waslike that. She liked to do things persondly.”

"Yau

"When she got back she told me she/d met Harward Justin. He'd stopped by the loan desk while she
was there, and he'd been pretty persistent in asking her to have lunch with him. She told me sheld refused
him though he hadn't madeit easy. Y ou'd have to have seen Gretl in order to visudize this properly,
Tasmin. She was sunning. Men did pester her, but she didn't take it serioudy because shewasin love
with someone back on Heron's. She laughed about it when she told me. She said Justin looked like a
Jubal toad-fish, fat and greasy and with terriblelittleeyes. . . .

"Anyhow, when she went to make her first payment, they told her Justin had paid off the loan. She owed
him, persondly. Sheleft her payment in an envelope for him, but as she was leaving, that man— that
Spider Geroan—accosted her and told her Justin wanted to see her."

"YS,"

"Shewas very strong-willed, Gretl. Indomitable. Spider Geroan took her to Justin's office, therein the
BDL building. Judtin told her how he wanted her to pay the debt, and she told him she would pay her
debt on the terms she had incurred when she took it, nothing else.

"When she got back she was angry. I'd never seen her so angry before. And she told me what Justin
said. Justin told her held paid her debt, now she owed him. He told her people had to pay him what they
owed him, or dse. He said if she wouldn't have him, then Geroan could have her. And he laughed when
hesadit.



"Shetold me about it, shaking her head over it, furious, not able to believe the man. Shereported it to
the Priory office and to the Explorer King, both persondly and in writing. Technicdly, it wasaviolation
of the union contract. The contract doesn't alow sexua harassmernt. . . .

"Two days later they found her in the dley out behind the Priory, therein Northwest. Her flesh cut in
little pieces, dl over, like noodles. Head, face, everywhere. Her clothing and persond thingswere
dumped on top of the body. Except for her clothing, we couldn't have identified her. | tried to believe it
was someone else, but the clothes were hers. No one could have recognized her. Whoever did it had
rubbed something into the cuts to keep her from bleeding to death right away. And then dumped her
there. Like amessage.”

"And you think it was Geroan”?"

"l know it was. | went to the protector that investigated her desth and | screamed at him to find who
was responsible. | told him about Harward Justin trying to use her, about histhreatening her. The
protector got me out of there, took me for awalk, and he whispered to methat if | didn't want the same
thing to happen to me, 1'd keep my mouth shut. He was scared, Tasmin. Redlly scared. He said they
knew who did it, who'd been doing it for years, but they couldn't touch him because he had peopleto
swear he wasin Splash One when it happened. He even showed me pictures of the man. His name was
Spider Geroan, they said, and he worked for Harward Justin. Then | remembered what Gretl had told
me. Shewouldn't give Justin what he wanted, so he told Spider he could have her. ..."

"Sheld been raped | suppose,” Tasmin said, Sickness boiling in his stomach.

"No," she choked. "Nothing so norma asthat. Geroan isn't interested in sex. Heisn't even interested in
dominance, which iswhat most rape is anyhow. No, the protector said Geroan has something wrong
with his nervous system. He can't fed pain, so it fascinates him. Watching peoplein painistheonly
plessurehehas. . . ."

Donatella shuddered into gulping sobs, and he took her in hisarms, pulling his blanket over them both.
There was a sound, and they tensed, listening. It came again. Far down thetrail, the way they had come,
avoice shouting. Had they found the mules? He shivered. Why elsewould they cal out?

Following that sound, he felt only fear, her fear, shared, her trembling and his, their bodies cold under the
hasty covering, their senses strained for thefirst breath of sound that would presagethe arrival of the
adversary, the enemy, perhaps Geroan, who would use them for an arcane and terrible pleasure, perhaps
someone else merdly seeking their deaths and not particular about how these degths were to be brought
about.

He was caught in the story she had told about Spider Geroan. What did such aman think or fed, or
remember? Did he humiliate and degrade his victims so he could come to despise them, making murder
seem adeserved end rather than a despicable corruption? Did he fed anything about them? Did he
remember at al? Was his pleasure physica? Wasit transtory? Was there some quiet orgasm of themind
that substituted for pleasure of the senses? Since he could not fedl pain, could he fed anything? How did
one communicate with someone who could not fed at al?

It would be, he thought, like being killed dowly by amachine. Pleading would mean nothing. The device
would be programmed to inflict pain, and it would not care what the victim said or did.

Tasmin clenched histeeth tight to keep from shaking. He had dways feared pain. The prospect of pain
filled him with horror. Heimagined blood, wounds, deep intrusionsinto organs and bone. Bilefilled his



throat and he gulped, then blanked it out. Hisway of dedling with the horror was not to think of it. He
had seen students, mad with fear of the Presences, run directly toward them, and he wondered what it
would take to bresk his own mind and make him behave in such away. He had learned to blank out
such thoughts, and he did so now, erasing them, thinking only of darkness and quiet.

Donatdllawas remembering the body of her friend and was wondering whether she had the courage to
take her own life before shefdl into Geroan's hands. Her knife was under the mattress, where she could
reach it. She was not sure reaching it would be enough. She clung to Tasmin, thinking of begging him to
help her, not let her be taken by that man. Theterror built into a gpasm of shaking, and then ebbed away,
leaving her limp.

Her face was buried in his shoulder, againgt his naked skin where his shirt had come unfastened under
his Tripsinger's cloak. Her cheek was on his chest, her bresth moving softly into the cleft of hisarm,
wherethe hairs quivered, asin atiny wind.

Thetickling breath came into the blankness Tasmin had evoked, came as arecollection, a summer
hillsde, grass benegth him, Juba trees dong the ridge, himself lying with hisarms around Celcy and the
warm, moist breeze of summer cooling the pits of his shoulders. Celcy's head was on his chest, her lips
on hisskin. Now, asthen, he felt the hairs moving in adance of their own and responded to the
diminutive titillation as he had then, by turning alittle, moving her body more solidly onto his own, moving
hisarm more closely around her. One of her legsfell between his, a sudden, unexpectedly erotic
pressure, and heraised hisown leg in surprise, bringing it into intimate contact with her.

She gasped, becoming very still, and he felt the quick heat between them. They breathed together, her
lips opening on his skin, her hand moving between them to pull her shirt away. Then the skin of her
breasts was naked againgt his own, her nipples brushing his chest as she thrust hersdlf up from him to tug
at the belt around her waist.

Hefdt aripple across his belly asthe silken belt that had held her full trouserstight around her dender
form pulled free. He saw the sash through half closed eyes, aribbon of scarlet. Then there was nothing
between hisleg and the furry mound of her groin except the fabric of histrousers.

Blood best in hisears. He shut his eyes, not wanting to think or see, wishing he could shut hisears as
well and let the surging feding wash over him in slent darkness, with only the sunlit meadow filling dl the
gpace around him. She made no sound, merely raised avay from him alittle so he could free himself from
his clothing, only as much as necessary, soundlesdy. There was no time for anything more than that, no
time for anything between them except this urgency, no time for avowals or questions or even words.
They existed separately, in a place remote from time or occurrence.

Their bodies did together in acontinuous, gulping thrust, then lay joined, scarcdly stirring, needing
scarcely to shift, the tiniest motion amplified between them as though by some drug or deviceinto a
cataclysm of fedling. She pushed only alittle, the smallest thrust of her body toward him and away, and
they were gasping, uncontrolled, grasped inexorably by a continuous quiver that swept them up and over
atowering wave of sensation to leave them floundering in the trough, blood hammering intheir ears,

"Aaah," she moaned in an dmost soundless whisper. "Aaaah.”
"Shhh." Hewhispered inreturn. "Celcy ... " Thefear was gone. His body was disassembled. There was

aviolent pain behind his ears from the spasms that had seized his neck and jaw in agiant's vise, but even
this seemed remote and unimportant.



Then there was the sound of avoice, therattle of gravel, and the vision of meadowlands shattered as his
eyes snapped open. Coming toward them was the crunch of hooves, a voice cursng monotonoudly.

Their bodieslay flaccid, bondess, like two beings mashed into one creature, that creature scarcely
aware. Through achink in the piled stones, Tasmin could see through ditted eyes adim segment of the
path extending back the way they had come. A line of mules. Two Explorers, one of them on foot
examining thetrail with alantern, then the man Donatdlla had said was Spider Geroan with a another
rider behind him, dark and silent as a shadow. Then the string of riderlessmules. They went pastina
shuffle of feet, aroll and rattle of gravel. After along gap abad man and atired, smudge-faced woman
approached.

Thefinal hooves came closer, passing the ledge with ascratch and click of stone againgt stone, then
went on to the south. The voice they had heard before cursed again, at repetitive length. The woman
answered, briefly and whiningly, the two finally complaining their way into silence behind the rocky
rampart.

The painin Tasmin's head departed, leaving a vacancy behind. Her body clenched on him likea
sgueezing hand, and he moved once more, thistime dowly, languoroudy, lifting her with his body, holding
her there with his hands while he dropped away, then pulling her down once more, over and over again,
impaling her, holding her tight to him as herolled over upon her and thrust himself into her. Thewave
came again, dowly, building and cresting, carrying them with it into the dark depths of a strange ocean.

Thefirg timeit had been Celcy. Thistimeit wasno one at al. He sought aname and could not find one
as nonsense words flicked by, babbling rhymes, childlike sounds. Perhaps the name he wanted was an
exotic word in someforeign tongue, a question without an answer.

"Mmmm," sheSghed.
He did not know who it was. Who ether of them were.

They dept astheir flegting hunger had dropped them, disarrayed, close coupled, dowly moving apart as

the night wore on until dawn found them still Sde by side, but separate. When Tasmin awoke, it wasto a
strange dichotomy, abodily peace surpassing anything he had known for months coupled with an anxiety
for which he could naot, for the moment, find an object.

When he saw who lay beside him, both body and mind were answered. She opened her eyesto see his
own fixed on her, accusingly.

"We aren't dead," she said in response to this ungpoken indictment. "I expected to be dead by this
morming.”

Hisingant reaction had been atwitch of revulson, afeding very much akin to guilt. The fedling passed
as he said Donatella's name to himself, leaving only afaint residue of grief behind. ™Y ou're disgppointed,”
he murmured, feding hysterica laughter welling within him. "Ah, Donatdlla, you do sound alittle put out."
Sheflushed. "It'snot that. It'sjust that | ... "

Hefdt asurge of sympathy. Y ouwouldn't have ... | know. Neither would I. We thought we were
going to die. Or maybe our bodies thought so. Well—it happened. Forget it.”

Therewas aslence. She seemed to be consdering this. "Yes. | think you'reright. It didn't matter what |



did. I would never need to explain it, not to myself, not to anyone, because there wouldn't be any
tomorrow ... "

Hewas stung into an irrationa objection. "It may be petulant of me, but did it really take that to make
you want to make love to me?' Hetried to smileto take the sting out of hiswords, but the wound to his
vanity wasthere. Amazing! He was wounded because awoman he hardly knew felt she needed to
explain away her actionsregarding him.

"Y ou know better,” she said sharply. "You, of al people! It didn't take that to make me want to make
loveto you. It wasn't redly making love, Tasmin, and it wasn't redly you. | haven't made love, not for
years. Not to anyone. Not since ... "

"Not snce?'

"Not since Link." She sat up, pulling the blanket around her while she fumbled with her disordered
clothes, crouching for amoment to shake hersaf into some semblance of order, tugging at her tunic,
searching for her sash. "Weweren't casud lovers, Link and I. We werefellow Explorers. Colleagues.
Friends. For him, thereisn't any more. For methereisn't either. Not redly.”

"| thought you told me about that man, what's his name? The services man?"

"Zimmy? Zimmy wasjust ... like getting my hair done. When things got too tight. Too rough. Hewas
talented in that way, Zimmy. With him it wasn't love, it was kill. Technique. It wasn't making love."

"And lagt night wasn't ether.”
"Inaway it was."
"Only away?" Hisirrationdly hurt pride was giving way to curiosity.

She gave himalong, level look. "In away it was because | forgot you aren't Link. Y ou're not Link,
Tasmin. Yourealovely man and | think adear friend, but you're not Link."

"And you're not Celcy," he said, wanting to get through her salf-absorption, perhaps to wound her, only
alittle

"Cecy'sdead,” shesad flatly. "Y ou need to forget. Part of you knowsthat, Tasmin. How long will you
go on being married to Celcy? Y ou called me by her name, you know. How long are you going to go on
alowing yoursdf to love only if you pretend it's Celcy doing it? There are other people, you know.
Clarin, for ingtance. She'sin love with you."

"Don't beridiculous" he said, thrusting hisway through the stones that had hidden them. "She'sachild.”

"Child my left ebow. What is she? Eighteen, nineteen?’ They did down onto thetrail, adjusting shoes
and straps. "What are you? My age, about? Thirtyish?'

"Thirty-two."
"She'sno child," Donatdlamuttered.

Hergected dl this. He had no intention of forgetting Celcy! "Don't you need to forget Link and go on



living, too?"

"No!" The cry came out uncontrollably, her hands went up in a pushing gesture, demanding that he take
the words back. "He'sdive. If | could get him to Serendipity, if | could afford the fees, he could have
regeneration. Everything that made Link himsdf istill there. I1t'sonly hisbody that won't let him out. It
isn't thesame asif he were dead!”

Hefdt awave of empathy. "Money? That'sit, isn't it. That's what |ove comes down to sometimes. A
fortune to space him to Serendipity, and you'll never haveit. A fortune to get my blind mother to Splash
One and pay for the treatment, and | don't have that. So, your Link staysin a support chair and my
mother can't see”

Hedidn't want to talk about this anymore. "Have you stopped to think that if we're successful at proving
the Presences sentient, well probably be shipped to Serendipity—for transshipment elsawhere, if nothing
ese. All of us. Every human person on Jubd. Which will include your friend Link, won't it? And my

Shelooked dazed. "It ... it never occurred to me."

"Wed gill have the treatment to pay for, but at least well be whereit can be obtained.” He laughed, a
little harshly but with some satisfaction as he saw her look of concern for him turn to one of confusion and
dismay, and then to irritation.

"Oh, God, Tasmin, what are we talking about thisfor?"
"Exactly," he murmured to himsdlf, thankful that she was getting off the subject.Clarin! Of all idiotic ...

"I can't handleall this," she went on. "We may not even be alive tomorrow. Weve got to get to the
Enigmaand Deepsoil Five. Il take haf aday to pick up the mules and get back where we are, and now
they're ahead of us." She shrugged her arms through the straps of the pack and started down the rocky
shdf.

"Y es, but they don't know that yet," he said, trailing her ahaf step behind. “"Which gives usthetiniest bit
of an edge, Donatella. | think the time has come for usto break out of thisvalley and head straight for the

Enigma”

"We have to backtrack for the mules anyhow, and there are some routes east. Rough transit, though. No
Passwords for agood part of this country east of us. Let methink about it,” She rubbed her head. "When
we get to the mules, I'll take alook at the charts.”

He agreed, shrugging the straps into a more comfortable position. The trail doped downward to the
placethey had left the mules.

And the muleswould be rested. If they went tothe east ... "Pray God Jamieson and Clarin get to Thyle
Vowe..."

"You're placing alot of hopein acouple of children,” she said sarcagtically.
"Clarin'sno child," he said absently, only then realizing what he had said.

At that moment, Clarin and Jamieson were re-entering the north-south valley in amood of defest. Clarin



was frankly crying, tears of weariness and frustration, and Jamieson's face showed asimilar, although
more controlled emation.

"Well never catch up to them," she said hopelesdy. "And now the trackers are between them and us.”

"We know where they're going," Jamieson replied. "' So, welll meet them there. Or welll get ourselvesto
Deepsoil Five and ask the Master Generd to help us someway. | don't know, Clarin. | wish you'd stop
aying

"I'mtired! We haven't dept since we left Tasmin and Don, and there's no point in trying to pretend I'm
rested and cheerful. I'm scared, too. God, Jamieson, with what we found out, aren't you? I'll cry for a
while and get it out of my system. A good cry isamost asgood asanight'sdeep.”
"It'svery hard for meto control myself when you do that. | find mysdf wanting to hug you."
"Up agyre-bird's snout,” she remarked ruddy, wiping her face with grubby hands. " Since when?”
"Oh, | don't know," he mused. "Y ou're huggable."
"Not by you, Jamieson."
He turned away so she would not see hisface. "Got your mind set on him, don't you?"

"l don't know what you're talking about.”

"Up abantigon's end flgp you don't. Y ou're wasting your time, Clarin. He was brou-dizzy over hislittle
wifewhen shewasdive, and he dill is"

Clarin sghed and wiped her face on her deeve. "All right, Reb. Just between us, yes. I'm tracked on the
man. He's alittle iff, alittle humorless. Some days| think he's got a Tripsinger score where his sex urge
ought to be. But when hetalks, it'slike he'sreading my mind."

"Y ou're what he ought to have had, Clarin. But he didn't. He had alittle girl who never had the least idea
what was going on in hishead. Y ou never met her, but | did.”

"What was shelike?"'

"Like? Shewas ... shewasalot like Wendra Gentrack. Edible. And sweet. Like some baby animd,
soft, and giggly. Kind of fearful. Not interested in much. A good cook. Beautiful looking. She only had
oneway to act toward men, flirtatious. She didn't mean anything by it. She fluffed up even for me, and
I'm nobodly."

"I wouldn't say that,” she objected softly.

He shook his head in mock protest, going on. "What | mean is, you got this very strong urge to take care
of her, even when shedidn't need it. She'd give thislittle breathlesslaugh or sigh, like achild, and you'd
fed your chest swdling with protective fervor." He laughed. "Not like you, Clarin. Not independent.”

"No, | haven't noticed myself arousing any of that protective fervor.”

"She couldn't relate to women at al—always had her claws out. And that was fear, | figured out. She



had any woman between the ages of eight and eighty dotted as a possible competitor. Poor Master
Ferrence could only sneak over to see his mother when she wasn't looking. I'd dways figured it was
lucky we didn't have any women Tripsingers at Degpsoil Five, or shed have made hislife miserable.”

"Shel'sdead," Clarin said. "That sounds hard, but it'sthe smple truth, Reb. She's dead. She's not going
to come back from the bottom of the Enigma. She'sgone. Eventually, helll redizethat. If thereisany
eventudity. | keep forgetting theremay not be ... "

"Y ou're planning on being around if he does?’

"If any of usare il dive, you bet your sex life | do." She managed arueful smile, then stiffened. Her
eyes had caught atiny motion, far down the valey. "Give methe glasses" she said, with an imperative

gesture. "Quick!"

She stared, searching the clearing where the movement had caught her eye.
"It'sthem,” she said, disbdlieving. "Tasmin and Don."

"Alone?'

"All done. On foot. Coming back thisway. They must have hidden the mules. Or lost the mules. Or the
way's blocked down there asit wasfor us." She urged her tired animal into atrot. "Come aong, acolyte.
Were not asaone as | thought we were."

Jamieson's report to Tasmin of their effort to find an open route to the west madeit clear they had no
other choice than to return. "We were cut off," Jamieson snarled. "We tried three routes west, and every
one of them had an encampment of troops arrayed acrossit. Guards, sentries, whatever. With life
detectors of some kind, too. They damn near caught us!"

"Every trooper with wegpons brigtling al over him," Clarin said. "We've thought dl aong that Justin had
the troopersin his pocket. Now we know for sure. Half the garrison is camped between us and the
'Soilcoast. They had Explorers with them. Jamieson spied out one group last night.”

"They were talking about guarding the routes out of the Presences,”" Jamieson said. "Except for regular
brou caravans, anyone coming from the west is supposed to be stopped. The troopers were arguing with
the Explorers whether it would be acceptable to engage in alittle robbery and rape in the process. The
Explorers were redly tense about the whole thing—sitting back-to-back kind of tense. Somebody in that
setupisgoing to get killed!™

"How did the Explorers get mixed up in this?'

"I got the impression they didn't really know what was going on, Master Ferrence. They'd been hired to
bring the troopersin because no Tripsingerswere available.”

"Not avallable!" Tasmin's exclamation was sheer reflex. Tripsngers were dways available!

Clarin sghed. Shelooked exhausted, damp ringlets of hair scalloping her cheeks and forehead. "Thyle
Vowe has obviously sent the word to the citadels that Tripsingers are not to lead Troopers anywhere.
The word may not have reached the interior yet, but there's been plenty of timefor Voweto tie up the
Coast."



"It would explain what happened,” Tasmin agreed thoughtfully.

"Clarin's voice shook asshe said, "Listen, Tasmin. We haven't told you the worst thing yet. The troopers
were doing alot of talking about the equipment they had with them.”

"Demolition equipment,” explained Jamieson. "White noise projectors and chemical explosveswith
various kinds of propulsion devices. | snooped around alittle while Clarin yodeled down a canyon to
draw them off. She sounded exactly like about twenty Tripsingers on a practice trip through the Crazies.
The troopers thought there were at least adozen of her, dl femae, so the putative rapists went zipping off
in pursuit.”

"Clarin!" cried Tasmin. "What happened?’

"They ran into some 'lings and about haf of them got killed," she said with acamnessthat was belied by
her shaking hands and bloodlesslips. "' was lying above them on a parapet |'d got through to by using
Don'smachine”

"It gave me plenty of time," Jamieson said, irrepressibly. "1 got agood look at the equipment they're
carrying. | also got away with acopy of their map." He drew it from one of the deep pockets of hisrobe
and unfolded it, spreading it on the ground before them. It was a satellite map of the area stretching from
Deepsoil Five on the east to the Degpsoil Coast on the west and from the southern coast to the Jut.

"Judtin isn't going to waste any time," Clarin said, pointing to the markings on the map. The Watchers,
the Startles, the Creeping Desert, the Mad Gap, the list went on and on, al marked for destruction, with

aline of march leading from demolition site to demolition Site as the road was cleared before them. They
wouldn't need any Tripsingers. There wouldn't be anything to get in their way!

Tasmin shivered. He felt suddenly cold, asthough it was his own body someone had scheduled for
destruction. As soon as the Commission findings were announced, Justin would begin!

Don interrupted his musing, angrily. "1 recognized the voice of that woman on thetrail last night. Her
nameis Sdls. She's some high mucky-muck among the Crystalites. | heard her spesk onceinthe
Crygadlite Temple in Splash One. What was she doing with Geroan?"

Hereplied, "Well, you know that Geroan works for Justin. | think you can assume that the Crystallites
aso work for Jugtin. Probably they aways have."

"The Cryddlited"

"l imagine Harward Justin had the commission arranged for even before the Jut massacre," hesaid. "The
massacre was Smply the opening shot in the BDL war, the dramatic ‘incident’ he needed to reopen the
sentience question.”

"He'samongter! All those people... "

"Do you think Justin cares? After what you told me about him?"

"|s he the one at the top?"’

"He's at thetop on Jubd, that's certain.” And at the top of my particular list, he thought. "Which doesn't
help us at the moment.” He nodded at Jamieson and Clarin. "Y ou two did agood job. Don't look so



downcast."

"I don't know what to do next," Clarin Sghed, then sighed again, patting a pocket, complaining tearfully
likeachild. "And I lost my mouse.”

Shelooked up a Tasmin, wishing in that instant she could make him respond as Celcy had evidently
done. She could use alittle comforting, alittle protection.

He started to extend his hand toward her, then stopped himself, accusing himsdlf, accusing Donatella. He
couldn't hug Clarin now, not after what Don had said. The whole thing was ridiculous. He had no placein
hislifefor Clarin, not now, not when aworld hung in the balance.

Clarin turned away, confused by the expression on hisface, argection that she had done nothing to
provoke. She blinked back tears and walked away from them, barely noticing theironic twist of
Donatellas lips. Jamieson came after her, slanding beside her as she stared back down the valley, the
way they had come.

"Y ou need some deep, lady."

She did not see the yearning on his face. She responded only to hiswords. "Amen, Reb. Sleep. And
two or three other little things | can think of."

From behind them, Tasmin's voice camein its usud matter-of-fact intonation, as though there was no
whirlpool of fedlings boiling among them, asthough there had been no criss, no imminent thregt, no
assassins after them, no map of disaster, no anything that mattered at al. "Get alittlerest, Clarin,
Jamieson. Therewon't be any for the next few days. Don and | have picked aroute out of thisvalley.
With what you'vetold us, we can't waste any time. Well have to head straight for the Enigma.”

14

The office of the Grand Master in the tower of the citadel at Splash One was a disaster area—or so
Thyle VVowe thought, looking it over.

"Can't we throw some of this stuff away," he asked plaintively from among the litter of cube copy,
handwritten notes, and files of untidy correspondence.

Gereny Vox looked up from the box she was packing. "If you're not interested in having documentsto
base acase on later, sure. We could just burn the place down and get rid of it al.”

"It'sdl in the computers anyhow," he said doubtfully, not redly bdievingit.

"Y ou sure? Y ou sure Justin doesn't have amouse herein the citadel somewhere, wiping away anythin'
that Justin wouldn't want to come out later on? Listen, Thyle! If | can find Crystalitesworkin' in my own
stables, you can find amouse or two chirpin’ away herein the citadd. Believe me. Anyhow, I'm dmost

through."

"Where did you and Jem decide to put the Stuff?

"Wefound an empty brou warehouse near the docksin Talawag. It'sfar enough north of Splash One
not to get interfered with, and it's close enough we can hide out there awhile if we need to."



"An empty warehouse? That'd be scarce as red meat! How'd you find one of those."

"Well, somebody favorable to our side of things boggled afew recordsiswhat happened. So far as
BDL 'sfacility filesre concerned, the place is packed with obsol ete equipment. So far as the equipment
inventory filesre concerned, it'sfull of dried brou. So far asthe brou shipment schedulefilesre
concerned, it was emptied last flight out. The auditors might catch up to it in ayear or two, but by then it
shouldn't matter. Right now it'sgot my mule breedin' filesand Jem's agridiv files, and anythin' esehe or
Rheme Gentry thinksisimportant enough to hold onto—includin’ at least six copies of dl the evidence
Rheme's come up with in the Governor's office—aong with al the stun rifleswe could sted from the
armory and al the charge cubes we could steal from troop supply. There's some mighty corruptible folks
out there, Thyle. Makes you real sad, seein’ what the world's cometo.”

"Youredy, Gereny," he said admiringly. "That'swhat you are. Y ou and Jem are apair. And you takin'
pay from BDL, too."

"Pair of old mulesiswhat we are," she said comfortably. "Just because BDL fills our feed trough doesn't
mean we won't kick ‘em if they need it. We may not be able to prove sentience, which iswhat | bet
Don'sup to, but well sure as hdll prove corruption. Y ou heard anything about Don yet?

"Just enough to worry me quite abit.”
"That girl of yours get any informetion back to you?"

"Not aword. No, | sent acouple of 'Singers up Redfang way the day after we sent Tasmin Ferrence.
My 'Singers found bodies, more of ‘em than there should have been, but none of 'em people we were
worried about. They found tracks, too, headed back into the range. Four sets. | figure that means Don
Furz isin good company.”

"Indludin' Renna."
"l do worry some about her," he confessed.
"Wdl, why'd you send your own daughter off on afoal trip like that?"

"Because she was with Tasmin and his other acolyte, and because accordin' to you there were only three
or four Crystlites to worry about—instead of about a dozen assassins, which iswhat there turned out to
be accordin’ to the tracks—and because Rennaand | agreed nobody was to know she's my daughter
because she saysit makes her life difficult. | gave her my word. She started callin’ herself Clarin and
moved away from Northwest where people knew about it. Clarin was her mamals name. My Princess.
Did you see what those pagans did to her hair, down there in Five? She had the prettiest hair ... "

"Y ou don't want citadels cuttin' neophytes hair, dl you haveto doistedl ‘em so. Y ou think somethin's
happened to her?!

"No," he grumped. "No, | don't. Tasmin'sclever. And that Jamieson is cleverer than two Tasmins. He
could sing hisway by the Black Tower in the dark with ahigh wind blowing. And Rennas no fool-child,
hersaf. No, | think they got driven back into the range and are bottled up in there. They'll get to a citadel
eventualy. Hope they've got sense enough to stay there until dl thisisover.”

He went into asilent communion with hisworries, fumbling papers from one pile to another until Gereny



asked, "Y ou knew the discipline stockade was found empty, and al the hard cases have disappeared
along with most of the regular troops and awhole batch of wesponry?*

"Captain Jines Verbold told me, yes. Cameto me at home, kind of snuck around so's nobody'd see him,
sad it happened without his knowledge or help, and | believe him. Verbold says hismen arethe only
ones|eft around, barely enough of ‘em to round up the Crystallites—which he had ordersto do. Colonel
Lang isshowin' histrue colors, Gereny."

"Well, what are you doin’ about it?"

"I've got every citadel on dert. I've cut off Tripsingers, so he can't use them to get anyplace. Troubleis,
Gereny, there wasn't any pressure to get Tripsingers. Which means.... "

"Which means Justin figures hewon't need 'em, right?"

"Doesn't need and doesn't want. That'stheway | seeit, yes. So, I've sent Tripsingers here and
Tripsingers there, the ones with the best rifle scores, and 1've sent some noise projectors and what not.
Way | got it figured, thisis pretty rough country and those troops haven't seen actionin along, long time.
One good rifleman ought to be able to pin down alot of troops, don't you think? Blow up some 'lingson
top of ‘em. Delay 'em some?"

"Delay 'em maybe. | don't think you'll stop "em."”

"No, Gereny, | don't either. Well need some help to do that.”

"Did your Captain tell you the troops had some Explorerswith "em?"

The Grand Master scowled at her. " Chase Random Hall has had both hands out for along time. He
probably cdled in afew loydty chits, told afew more lies. Some fool young Explorersthink loydty's
more important than good sense.”" Thyle ran both hands through hiswhite hair and sighed. "Hall's been

their union rep for years, sold 'em out on amost every issue, and they till vote for him and pay him his
fealty. Makes you wonder what some people usefor brains.”

"Rhemeé'strying to get amessage out asking for agunship, ishe?"

"Why the hell else are we gettin' ready to evacuate the citadel, Gereny? Say the PEC figuresit has
enough evidence of corruption it getsitchy and cdlsfor Justin's resgnation and the Governor's. Up until
just recent, Rheme was gettin' alot of information out, and | figure the PEC might figure it had about

enough evidence by now. Say Justin or Wuyllum or both orders out the whole army to defend ‘em and
refuse to budge. Be dumb of ether of 'em, but they might do it anyhow."

"Not the Governor. Rheme says he's gettin' ready to run. Any time now."

"Well, Jugtin then. Say Judtin digs himself in and won't move. It'd belike him. So, then, say the PEC
decidesto dash off BDL headquarters as a sort of object lesson. That happens | don't want to be sittin'
herein the citadd, right on their doorstep, examinin' my belly button asmy last view of anythin' mortd.”
" Tisn't abad bdly button,” Gereny remarked in adiscriminating tone.

"Lotsveflesh I'd rather belookin' a," he replied, pinching a portion of Gereny's.



"Y ou old bantigon,” she remarked fondly. "Well, if you want to spend any of your declinin' years chasing
women, you'd better go through this pile of stuff and tell me what we need to keep." She put another file
in acarton and thumped it to settle the contents. "And you'd better start thinkin' up real good excusesto
move everybody out without Honeypeach Thonks gettin' suspicious. She watches this place like she was
agyre-bird and we'd been dead for three days."

"I know she does," he said uncomfortably. The close surveillance Honeypeach exercised over the citade
in Splash One had been one of hismgjor concerns. "l figured she'd be gone by the time we needed to
move. Thought | might leave movin' 'til the last minute, Gereny, love. Assumin' therésgoin' to be alast
minute."

Vivian Ferrence lay on amattressinflated over alayer of cratesin the bottom of abrou wagon, baby
Miles bouncing on her somach. Their journey had gone on for many days, and the anxieties of Splash
One were beginning to give way to less painful fedings, though in an erratic and undependable fashion.
She no longer had to worry whether Miles would have enough to eat on a given day. The food provided
by the trip cook was monotonous but adequate. Flat bread. Beans or cheese or bean cheese. Dried fish
or meat. A small ration of fresh fruits and vegetables. Once every four or five days, abit of roasted fresh
meat when one of the bantigons from the crate in the back of the cook wagon was daughtered. There
was milk for Miles, aswell, artificia and recondtituted, but full of gppropriate mineras nonetheless.

And there were cookies. The trip cook, Brunny, had an affinity for children, and cookies seemed
mysterioudy to materialize whenever Miles toddled around the cook wagon &fter lunch or during the
evening hdts.

During the night there were the peaceful stars and deep that was better than she had had at any time
recently. During the day, there was Tripsinging and the glory of the Presences. She had not been afraid.
Even considering how Lim had died, she had not been afraid. Her acceptance was dmogt fatalistic, she
redized. If shedied on thisjourney, shewould at least have had this period of peace and sufficient food
and awarm bed. And memories. Lots of memories.

Night before lagt, just at sunset, they had seen ared sparkle on the eastern horizon, twin spires of
iridescent scarlet. "That'sthe Enigma,” the Tripmaster had announced. "Be niceif therewas atrail that
way. It'd cut off about fifty miles. Asit is, we turn north up ahead aways, go on up through Harmony and
past the Black Tower. Y ou can seethe very tip of Old Blacky, sticking up there over that purple peak.
Then Deepsoil Five, sameday.”

Deepsoil Five. The fedings of peace fled, and Vivian became anxious once more. Why? She had
accepted what Tasmin had told her. He hadn't known, his mother hadn't known. Much though she
believed they should have known, she could not condemn them for something that had been between Lim
and hisfather. Or, she could condemn them but chose not to. Chose, rather, to let baby Mileshave a
family—if only her mind could stop there, but it never did. It dwayswent on, "let Mileshave afamily
even though they betrayed his daddy and ended up killing him."

No matter how often shetold hersdf that she did not condemn them, she ended up by doing exactly
that. Betrayd, she moaned. Killing. Violent accusations against absent people she didn't even know.
Each time she arrived at this point in her circular agony, she cried bitterly, then told hersdlf al over again
that they hadn't really done it. Tasmin had been seven years old when it happened; he had been only
gxteen or seventeen when Lim left. Could she redlly hold a seven-year-old boy responsible? And Thdlia,
Tasmin's mother—she had been going blind even then. Perhaps that had been dl the trauma she could
handle. Her husband couldn't have been any help to her. Perhaps she had been unable to see anything at
dl.



So, dternatdly accusing and exonerating, Vivian had spent the recent hours gradually working herself out
of theemotiona maelstrom and into something approaching calm. Now, with the end of the journey in
sight, that cam was disrupted and al the fedings of pain and anger were stirred once more.

"I haveto stop this," she whispered half-aloud. "1 haveto stop it.”

"Topit,” sad Miles." Topit, Mama."

"I will," she promised, laughing at him through teary eyes. "'l will. Are you going to go get some cookies
from Mr. Brun?'

"Cookies," Milesverified with anod of hishead. "Y es. Cookies wit' nuts."

"Where do you suppose Mr. Brun gets nuts?' she asked in pretend amazement.

"Viggy nuts" crowed, Miles, giggling. It was astory Brunny told him, about the viggies bringing nutsto
trade for candy. Actualy, there were no nuts on Jubal, and the sweet, hard nuggets in Brunny's cookies
were merely sugary chunks of baked proto-medl, but Milesloved the viggy story.

"That'sright." Shelaughed with him, sitting up as the wagon dowed and stopped. " Supper time, dmogt.”
She was hungry tonight. She had noticed hersdf being alot hungrier over the past week or so.

That was good. She had lost alot of weight in the fish market, lost alot buying food only for Miles
because there wasn't enough money for food for them both. Lim wouldn't have known her, she had
become s0 haggard. She didn't want Lim's mother to see her that way.

"But it doesn't make any difference,” she murmured to hersdlf. Lim's mother was blind. She couldn't see.
It didn't matter.

"All down. Mulesto water," cried the Tripmaster.
"Moolsawattah," echoed Miles. "Awl down."

"All right, love. Well get down." She fumbled for her shoes and Miless, finding them between two
crates, and she was busy fastening straps when the Tripmaster arrived at the rear of the wagon.

"Everything dl right, Mrs. Ferrence?'

"Everything'sfine, Tripmegter.”

"Brunny saysto bring the baby on over for hisevening treat." He regarded her curioudy from pae,
amost colorless eyes. He had known Lim Ferrence, he had told her, long ago, in school in Deegpsoil
Five. Without waiting for curious questions, she had told him what had happened to Lim when Lim was
only achild. It wasakind of catharss, telling it. The Tripmaster had said nothing more, nothing since, not
about Lim, but he had been uniformly solicitous of her and the baby. "Only a couple days more, and welll
arrive. You lookin' forward to gettin’ there?"

"l am, yes" she hdf lied. "I've never met Lim's mother.”

"She'shlind, you know."



"Yes, | know. Tasmintold me."

"Pity. | remember her, too, before she was blind, that is. One of the prettiest women I'd ever seen. Lim
always bragged on her. You look like her, you know. Like she did then."

Shewas shocked. "l didn't know!"

"Oh, yes. Same shape face. Same eyes and mouth. Same hair. Y ou could be her daughter.” He stumped
off, leaving her behind with her mouth open.

"Cookies," demanded Miles.

She got down from the wagon and walked toward the cook wagon, Miless sturdy legs bringing him
steadily along at her hedls. When he had received his cookies, she stood with him while he ate them,
gtaring up at the long, dun-colored dopes around them. Open country. Groves of Juba trees, turned to
face the setting sun, plumes fanned wide. Far off, at the top of the western dope, she saw something
moving, aspeck on the horizon, miles and milesaway against low cloudslit by sunset glow. "Riders,”" she
pointed.

Thecook followed her pointing finger, frowning. "1 don't see nothin'."
"They werethere" sheinsgted. "Riders.”
"Better tell Tripmaster,” Brun advised. "There's not supposed to be anyone out here right now but us.”

The Tripmaster grunted when shetold him, looking alittle worried. " Trouble?" she asked,
goprehensvely. " Something wrong?”

"Oh, no. No. | should think not. It'sjust that there's been agood dedl of ... oh, cal it unrest. Over this
CHASE Commission thing, most of it. People taking sides, and the Crystallites gettin' worse and worse.”

She shuddered. "Sometimes | have bad dreams about Crystallites.”
"Don'tweadl. Well, | don't like people movin' around unless | know who they are.”

The man moved away and she and the boy returned to their wagon. She could deep either in the wagon
where they had traveled or under it or in atent, if she preferred. There waslittle rainfal on this part of
Juba. What moisture there was came from the coast in vast, cottony fogsthat rolled in at evening and
burned away with thefirgt light of morning, leaving the Jubal trees sodden with accumulated dew. When
light came, every frond lifted, funneling the precious moisture down the trough-shaped veins and into
hollow reservoirs below ground. More than one traveler had saved hislife by drinking the bitter liquid
when no other moisture was available, though no one would drink it by choice. If therewasfog, it would
be better to deep in atent, but there was no sign of fog tonight.

"Tent up?' asked Miles.
"l don't think s0," shetold him. "1 think well take our mattresses over in that big grove of Jubal trees,

little boy. Jubal trees smell so nice.” Therewould be alittle privacy there, aswell. Shefdt the need of a
good, al-over wash, and her hair needed braiding.



"Smell nice," he agreed. "Y ubal treessmel so nice.”

She gathered up their scattered belongings. They had so little that it would fit into one shoulder sack.
Their few extra clothes and her books werein acrate at the bottom of the wagon. The sack and the
manress were not even aheavy load as she dragged them to the grove, some distance east of the
wagons.

Miles helped her by dragging his own haf-sized mattress after her, plopping it down beside herswithin
the grove. When it was dark, the trees would change from fan shape to afountain shape, more efficient
for fog catching, Vivian assumed, just as the fan shapes were more efficient for gathering sunlight. The
result would make a shadowy grove that looked quite unlike the daytime one.

"Smell it, Mama," Miles said now, bouncing on his bed and waiting for the trees to shift.

Thesunwasabal, then ahaf drop, then merdly athin arc upon the horizon. Then nothing, and the trees
let go with arustling Sgh, along shushing. The frondsfell outward from the middle, and what had been
two-dimensiond shapes became plumy clouds gathering darkness benegth them.

"Supper,” shetold Miles. "Let's get supper quick, then we can come back here and watch the stars
comeout.”

There were viggies Snging as they finished their meal and helped Brunny put away the disarranged
implements and supplies.

"Where you stretched out for the night?" the Tripmaster asked. "Over in that Jubd grove? Lookslikea
nice placeif there's no fog. Not much danger tonight.” He looked up at the clear ky, hands busy with his

triplog. "Seep wdl.”

By the time they returned to the mattresses under the Jubd trees, thefirst stars were trembling in the high
eastern sky.

"Y ou need to go behind abush?' she asked.

"l went,” Milessaid. "All by mysdf.”

"Fine. Then you're going to deep dl night, without waking up, aren't you?"

"All night," he agreed, snuggling onto the mattress. "Tdl Milesagory.”

Shetold astory until his eyes closed and his breathing became dow and quiet. Then shetold astory to
herself, as she gave hersdf adow, cool sponge bath, as she brushed and rebraided her hair, asthe stars
came out to make a glittering diagona band across the heavens, astory about tomorrow, about the
future. She snuggled into her mattress, head pillowed on an arm, to drift in and out of deep.

The sudden light and shout from the direction of the wagonswas an intrusion.

"Tripmaster!" A below. A well-schooled bellow, in amodulated voice. She had heard that voice before.
Milesgtirred in hisdeep, and she put out a hand, ready to muffle him if hewoke. Why? Because the

Tripmaster had said he didn't like people moving around when he didn't know what they were doing.
Because he had said something about Crystdlites, and that voice had something to do with Crystalited!



A degpy mumbling Brunny's voice, then the Tripmaster himself, drawling deepily.

"Wel, wdll, aintt it that big mucky-muck Crygtdlite Chantiforth Bins? High Pontiff or some such, an't it?
What in the name of dl that's holy are you doing out here in Presence country? | thought you Crytalites
believed in keegping your distance.”

"Well, we do," said the voice. "Except when one of our ownisintrouble, Tripmaster. Which | have
reason to believeisthe case.”

"|sthat the truth? Now who would that be?'

"Member of our congregation. Had a baby under unsanctified conditions, fell on hard times, sold hersdlf
into bondage to the blasted BDL ers. I've cometo buy her bond and take her home."

Therewas slence. Vivian lay in baffled silence. The story made no sense. There was no woman on this
trip who had sold hersdlf into service.

"Don't think | know the party you're speakin' of," said the Tripmaster. "No passengersthistrip.”

"Oh, come now, Tripmaster. | know BDL pays your salary, but I'm prepared to be more generous than
you can imagine. Thewoman's nameis Vivian. Vivian Ferrence? And she has alittle boy."

Vivian was screaming slently into her hand, fighting to keep hersdf sllent and unmoving in the grove. The
Tripmeaster had said no passengers. Why had he said that?

"Wadl, you're weekstoo late, Bins. We had that lady with usfor atimewith her child, but sheleft usat
the Deepsoil Twelve cutoff. There was a caravan there goin' by the northern route, one with women and
children on it, and she chose to go with them. Kind of lonesome lady, lost her husband recently. Wanted
some other women around, and | can't say's| blameher ...

"By theway, that fellawith you hasthat stun rifle pointed kind of in this direction. He plannin’ to shoot
some of us, or what?' The Tripmaster had been talking very loudly, loudly enough so that no onein the
camp could have missed aword.

Hearty laughter. "He's just mistrustful, Tripmeaster. He wouldn't put it past you to lieto us.”

"W, easy enough to prove," the Tripmaster bellowed. "There's me and my backup 'Singer. Thereés six
drivershere, includin’ the cook, and thereés six wagons. You canlook indl six of "em."

Vivian kept slent, thinking frantically. Had sheleft anything behind. Any toy? Any little shoe? Any
blanket or bit of clothing?

"He covered himsdlf," she explained silently. "The Tripmaster said we were with the caravan for awhile.
If you left anything, it was from then. Beill, Vivian. Bevery ill."

So shewas Hill, though she could not even identify the threat. She had had nothing to do with the
Crydallites. She had heard Chantiforth Binsin the temple. Everyone went to the temple. It wasamajor
attraction. What was he doing here? Why was he looking for her, for the baby? Why was she shaking in
fear hewould find her?

"Bedill," sheordered hersdlf. "Trudt the Tripmaster. Be very Hill."



Chantiforth Bins was speaking again, over the sound of rummaging, over the muttering between him and
hisman ... men? More than one. Two, maybe three. "I don't find her, that's for sure, Tripmaster. Well,
since sheleft you so long ago, you won't mind our going along with you into Degpsoil Five, will you? We
canwait for her there."

"Suit yoursdlf, Bins. But suit yourself with thoseriflesin their scabbards. Well have enough trouble gettin'
by the Black Tower without your making us nervous.”

There were multiple clicks and snaps as therifles were put away. The men were staying. Staying. And
when morning came, when light came, the Jubal treeswould make fans of themsdlves, facing east. And
Miles might jabber, she couldn't sop him. Then they would find her.

The Tripmaster was leaving the vicinity of thewagons.
Binssvoice caled, "Where are you going, Tripmaster?'
"I'm goin' to do what | need to do, Bins. Y ou want to come dong?"

Bins mationed to one of the men with him, who sauntered after the Tripmaster into asmal grove well to
the north of the one Vivian occupied. The Tripmaster had carried alatrine spade. After atime, they
returned to the wagons. There was desultory talk. Thefirelight dimmed. Silence came. Perhgps someone
was on watch, perhaps not. She could not tell. Severd of the drivers went to the grove also. Thelast time
adriver went, no one went with him.

Before she had married Lim, Vivian had worked for the Exploration Divison, alowly job to be sure,
though aregistered one, requiring concentration and accuracy as she fed the reports of the Tripsingers
and Explorersinto the master library of BDL. Some of her co-workers did not even read what they
transmitted, their fingers doing the job al by themsalves. Vivian, however, had read alot of it and lived
every word. She had inside her head the experiences of half the Tripsingers and Explorers on Jubd. She
knew what mistakes they had made, what errors of judgment. She knew when they had been clever, too.

Now she asked herself what one of the clever ones would have done, sitting with her head bowed on
her clenched hands as she thought. After atime her face cleared and she rel eased the valve on her
mattress and alowed the air to bleed away, so dowly it seemed to take forever, not making ahiss. Then
Miless mattress, dowly, so dowly. He dept on. Miles was agood deegper. She picked him up, cradling
him in her arms, hislimp mattress under him, then crept through the grove to the side away from the
wagons. She needed a declivity, even the smallest trough would do, and she needed distance, to the east.

Behind her someone coughed, and she stopped, agonized. Silence fell again and she went on, up the
long rise of ground to the east. She went dowly, keeping her feet from crunching, yard after dow yard.

When she looked back, the fire among the wagons was only adim star. Beside her were two Jubal
trees, the outlyers of a considerable grove, and behind them the ground fell away in agentle bowl. At the
bottom of the bowl, shelaid Miles down and dowly, very dowly, reinflated his mattress.

She tucked the blanket loosely around him, then went back the way she had come, measuring the
distance with frequent turnsto look over her shoulder. When she returned, she carried her shoulder bag
and dragged her own mattress behind her to wipe out the footprints she knew she had made.

When she sttled into the hollow beside the baby, he murmured in his deep. Exhausted, shelay beside



him with her open eyesfixed on the eastern horizon.

Light came at last, waking her suddenly. Despite her apprehension, she had dozed off. She could not see
the camp from where they were. Leaving Miles till deeply adeep, she crawled up the dope, poking her
head up behind the lower fronds of a Juba tree. The wagons were there, much farther away than she
would have believed. People were moving around. Chantiforth Bins was stalking here and there, poking
into things, searching every nearby grove. Within moments of sunrise, he wasin the grove she had been
deeping in, marching through it and out the Side nearest her to peer up the dope.

"Any sgn?' he cdled to someone.
"Viggiesve beenin here," someone answered. "Footprintsal over everything. Nothin' ese.”

Viggies! She gagped with relief. Her own tracks had been hidden then. Brunny was moving around the
cook wagon, hisloose coat wagging around him. After atime, clutching his coat, he went off to the same
grove the Tripmaster had used the night before, also carrying alatrine shovel. No one offered to go with
him.

Miles moved. Vivian crouched beside him, ready to silence him if necessary. It might not be necessary.
Sometimes Milesdept well into themorning ...

Ashedid thistime. The wagons were some distance away before he woke.

When she could no longer see the wagons, Vivian assumed the wagons could no longer see her and
went down to the campground, hoping that someone would have found some way to leave food and
water. The place was as clean as any campsite the Tripmaster had ever |ft.

"No cooky?" asked Miles hungrily. "Wheres Brunny?

Her eyesfilled with tears. What had the Tripmaster hoped to do? Had he hoped to take the interlopers
into Deepsoil Five and then return for her? Or send someone from Harmony? What would it be,
minimum? Three days? Five? Surdly hemust have ...

She put Miles down with an exclamation and ran toward the grove where both the Tripmaster and

Brunny had gone. Shefound it dmost at once, alittle mound. Tentatively, shedug into it with adried
frond.

Shit.

Shewrinkled her nose, disgusted. Well, of course. She shoved the half dried feces aside and kept on
digging.

Degp in the hole shefound awater bottle, asmall carton of rations, and alittle plastic sack. In the sack
was a note for her and something for Miles.

"WEell be back for you," Brunny had written. " Stay put.”
"Cookies," said Mileswith satisfaction.

Staying put for the morning was no problem. The afternoon became less pleasant, with astrong,
grit-bearing wind from the south. Vivian left Miles huddled beneath a sheltering Jubd tree while she



searched the surrounding areafor cover. To the northwest were ramparts of Presences, pale yelow and
gray-blue with forests of 'lings gathered at their bases, dwindling southward amost to thetrail. Directly
north was the pass to Harmony, along, 'ling-littered dope, dmost barren of growth. Nearby, groves of
Jubal trees and meadows of knee-high grasslined the trail on both sides. Farther east, another
escarpment was first amber, then orange, then vivid red, peaking at its point of ultimate scarlet into the
sheer facades of the Enigma. So much she either knew, had seen hersdlf, or had learned from her
over-the-shoulder observations of the charts.

To the south, the groves of the trees dwindled to nothing, and the sedimentary rock of a coastal desert
took over, only an occasiond pillarlike Presence breaking the flat monotony, the ruled-line of the horizon.

The rock was broken by potholes. Within minutes of beginning her search, Vivian found haf a dozen of
them, none of them much larger than her head. A bit deeper into the rock desert, the holes became
larger, and about aquarter of amilefrom thetrail, in the middle of a patch of fine sand, shefound ahole
with nicely stepped sides, a sandy bottom, and an overhang on the south edge—a perfect shelter from
the strong south wind.

It waswarm in the hole, also. The stone walls gathered the rays of the sun and held the warmth. They
would giveit up dowly, evenin the chill of the night. All day they sat in the sand at the bottom of the hole,
Vivian manufacturing trucksfor Miles out of ration cartons and bits of string, Miles building roadsin the
sand, both of them retreating under the ledge when the wind blew chill. It was a better hiding place than
the grove of trees had been, and from the lip of the hole she could see anyone or anything gpproaching
whileit was ill milesaway. She did not consider that anyone might approach in the dark or in the fog.
She had not even seen one of the notorious fogs of the southern coast.

When it came, it was not much to see. Thefirgt hint of it was the clamminess of the blankets that
wakened her, blankets suddenly soggy and cold in the darkness. She had gathered dried tree fronds for
fire, if it became necessary to havefire, and shelit asmdl pile of them with the firestarter from the rations
kit. They smoldered with adense, eye-burning smoke that would not rise above the lip of the hole, and
shethrew sand over the charred branches, cursing at them. Better to be cold than half asphyxiated, she
thought, not realizing quite how cold it would get. Once that redlization struck home, she pulled Miles
onto her larger mattress and half deflated the smaller one to make atent over them, thriftily setting the
water jug beneath one folded corner and listening to the plop, plop, plop as condensation from the fog
ranintoit. A Tripsinger had done that once. She had read about it in hisreport. She sat cross-legged,
with Milesin her [ap, making atent pole of her body and head, both blankets wrapped around them.
After an endlesstime, she even dozed.

It was the voices that wakened her. Soft voicesin the dark, calling her.

But not by name. At first the strangeness of that did not strike her. Only when she had come fully awake
did the voices seem odd and mysterious. Until then they had been a component of dream.

"We search for the wife of Lim Ferrence,” the voices said. Sang. Chanted.

"Lim Terrée," another voice contradicted with a soft soprano warble. " The mother said he caled himsdf
Lim Teréa"

"So shedid," the voices sang. "We search for thewife of Lim Terrée"

She did not answer, could not have answered. These were ghost voices from aworld of spiritsand
haunts, a childhood world of reasonlessfear.



"Perhaps sheisafraid,” said the second voice. It sounded like awoman'svoice, or achild's. Not aman's
voice. Vivian's heart hammered. She had to say something. Perhaps they had cometo help her. Help

Miles
"What do you want?" she called, her voice athin shriek on the edge of terror.

"Do not be afraid, please," the voices sang. "The mother of Lim Terrée thought you werein danger. We
have cometo help you.”

"Some men came," she cried. "Looking for me. For my little boy."

"Ah," the voices sang. "' Can you move? Can you wak? Are you strong and wel | ?*

"Yes. Yes I'mdl right.”

The voices murmured in some other language. A few voicesfirg, then severd, then many. A chorus.
Whatever it wasthey were Singing, they did it severd times over until it satisfied them. In some obscure

way, it satisfied Vivian, too. When they were through with the song, it was completed. Even she could
hear that.

"We have sung this predicament,” the voicestold her. ™Y ou cannot walk in the dark. Y ou have not the
means, aswe have. Y ou would hurt yourself and thelittle one. So, when it islight, you must cometo the
red mountains. We will come behind and wipe away the tracks you will leave.

"The red mountain? The Enigmal"
"Yes. Soyoucdl it."

"It'swhere Lim died,” she cried. "I don't want to go there!™

"Not quite there,”" they murmured. "Only near there. It is safe there. No Loudsingers ... no humans come
there”

"| wanted to go to Deepsoil Five," she cried. "Lim's mother isthere.”
"We think the men who looked for you are dso there. It isnot safe there. Later we will take you there.™

The fog became silent once more. After atime, she thought she had dreamed it. When light came at lat,
she knew it had not been adream. In the fine sand al around the edge of the hole were the strange

four-toed prints of viggy feet. She had never heard that they could speak. In thelight of day, she could
not believe they had spoken.

Her disbelief immobilized her and would have kept her from moving, except for thelight that came
darting from thetrail toward Harmony. Morning had come; the fog had dowly burned away; she had
seen the tracks and marveled at them, uncertain whether to be curious or terrified. No one had ever
aleged viggiesto be harmful. The few specimens who had been caught in the early years of exploitation
had al died, most of them very quickly. No rumor of violence attached to them at al. They were virtudly
unseen, acongtant presence to the ear, an unconsidered irrelevancy otherwise.

But no one had ever said they could talk. It was this that made her suspicious. Suppose they were not



redly viggiesa dl.

"But they were here," shetold hersdlf. "Right here, not four feet from me. If they'd wanted to, they could
have snatched me up or killed me or whatever they wanted.”

Still, she was undecided. Then, as she was having adow look around from the lip of the hole, she saw
the glint of light up thetrail toward Harmony. Flash. Then again, flash. She watched for along time until it
came again, three, four times. Light reflecting off lenses. Up that trail, at the limit of vison, someonewas
watching this place.

Had they been watching yesterday?

She did down into the hole and began to pack their few belongings. A little way east of them wasa
narrow ridge, pardleling thetrail, running esstward along it. If she could get behind that, no one could see
her fromthetral.

She watched firgt, waiting until the flashes came, then came again, then did not come. Then she was out
of the hole and trotting toward the east with Miles staggering aong behind. When they cameto agrove
of Jubd trees, she picked up Miles and darted into the grove to lie behind a tree and watch the Harmony
trall.

After atime, flash, and flash again. Thistime she carried Miles as she trotted quickly away to the next
grove. She had begun to get thefed of it. Someone wastaking alook every quarter hour.

It took four more dashes between groves to attain the ridge. Then they were behind it.
"More game," suggested Miles, who had become fond of diving behind trees.

"Not right now, my big boy," shetold him. "Right now, we're just going for along walk. Can you do
thet?"

He nodded, mouth pursed in abargaining expression. "Cooky?'

"When we stop for lunch, I'll give you a cooky. How's that?!

llFi I,E.II

Long before they stopped for lunch he was worn out and asleep on her shoulder. Long before they
arrived at the red mountains, while they were dill milesfrom them, she was equally worn. Evening found
them curled in acircle of settler's brush, esting cold rations and drinking less water than they wanted, then
fdling into exhausted dumber.

"Come," thevoice said, dmost in her ear. "Y ou cannot deep now. Men are seeking you. Come.”
Thistime she saw them, in the thinnest glimmer of New Moon light, occulted by the shadow of
Serendipity to amere scythe of silver. They were furred and large-eyed, with wide, mobile ears. Their
necks were corrugated with hanging flaps of bright hide, shadowed red and amber and orange, and their
heads were decked with long, festhery antennae that |ooked like nothing so much as the fronds of Jubal

trees. They were dl around her, sSinging, singing in her own language, and she was not afraid of them.

"Where are the men?' she whispered. "How far back?'



"They saw you comethisway," the viggies sang. "Even though we wiped the lands clean of your fest, il
they search.”

"What are we to do?"’
"Wewill take you where they cannot go, woman of Lim Terrée, honored be his name.”

They guided her. She carried Miles, and two of the viggies ran dong at her sides, their hands on her
thighs, pushing or tugging ever so dightly to keep her on theright path. Bondri had introduced himsdlf, as
they went he named off the others of the troupe. Sometimes they dowed, sometimesto allow others of
the troupe to clear away ahead, sometimesto allow those who had been clearing the way behind to
change jobswith others. Alwaysthey sang, sometimesin their own language, sometimesin hers. So she
learned the tory of Favel, the broken one, and of hisrelease by the Loudsinger child. She wanted to
laugh, then to cry. Lim hadn't done it out of generosity. He hadn't doneit out of sympathy for the poor
viggy, either. Hed doneit out of spite and wounded fedlings and jealousy and pain. Shetried to tell
Bondri this, and he listened with one ear cocked backward to hear her.

"Good," hesaid at lagt. "Thisiswhat Favel wanted. Another view to make his song moretrue.”

It made no senseto her. Only that they were saving her, and Miles. That made sense.

They went eastward to the end of the ridge, then northward, into the crystal range. Now the viggies
were Snging in their own tongue exclusively, quieting the earth that trembled beneath them, opening ways
that would be closed to those who followed. Some of the troupe climbed to the tops of peaks and
yodeled into the night, while al those below opened their earswide, listening.

"What are they doing?" she asked Bondri.

"The troupe of Chowdri goes around near here. They keep watch on the Mad One, the one you call the
Enigma. | have adaughter to trade with Chowdri, and we will sing of Favd's death so the word may go
east and south." He did thisal in one breath, akind of récitatif, and she shook her head in amazement.
Lim had been an accomplished musician, perhaps agenius. But Bondri could do thingswith hisvoice Lim
could never have attempted. Of course, Lim hadn't had a song-sack on his neck to hold severa extra
lungfulsof ar, ether.

At dawn they stopped. The Enigma towered above them, alittle to the east, like two bloody swords
stabbed upward into the sky. Severd weary viggies ran up from the south, singing asthey came.

"The men have gone back the way they came, sill looking. They did not find any sign of the woman or
the child. They say they will go to Deepsoil Five, that the woman must eventualy come to Deegpsoil Five.”

Wéll, she had left some of her few belongings on the wagon, in a carton. Undoubtedly whoever was
after her and Miles had found them.

"They cannot comein here,” Bondri said. "Y our people have no wordsto let them into this place.”
"But | cannot stay with your people forever, Bondri Wide Ears! Someday | must go to my own people.”

"Someday is someday. We will sing that later. Just now we egt."



Mileswoke up. Helooked at the viggies with total wonder, then politely offered Bondri hislast cooky.
Bondri took it gravely and ate haf, returning haf. In return, Bondri gave him acup of bark sap, which
Miles shared with his mother. When she had drained the cup, she looked at it carefully, paling as she did
0.

"What ... what isthis?'

"An ancestor cup,” Bondri replied. "This one belonged to Favel who honored your husband's name.
Favel who laid his debt upon usthat good should be returned for good.”

Gently, shelaid the skull cup down. Nothing in the Tripsingers reports had prepared her for this, but
native good manners did what preparation could not. "1 am honored,” she whispered, listening carefully
while Bondri sang severd songs of Favd'slife. Shejoined the troupe in eating settler's brush, though she
gave Miles his bregkfast from rations he was more accustomed to.

And when they had finished, she joined the troupe in singing the song of her own rescue. That she had
little or no voice did not seem to disturb the viggies. Miles more than made up for her.

"He hasagood voice, your son,” they sang to her. "When heisbig, hewill be atroupe leader.”
"If helivesto get big," shewhispered. A giligee patted her shoulder and crooned in her ear.

At midmorning, word was received from Chowdri's troupe, and they began to work their way east, ever
closer tothe Enigma.

"lsn't thisdangerous?' she asked Bondri. "Aren't we going into peril ?'

"Not into peril,” he sang. "Not to the Mad One's roost. Only to the edge of the skin where the songs
keepit quiet.”

"Skin?"' she asked, not sure she had understood.

"The outer part,” Bondri explained, searching hismore limited Loudsinger vocabulary. "The hide, the fur,
the ... " hefound aword he liked, "the integument.”

"Of the Presence?'

"Y es. The part that only twitches and daps, like your skin, Lim's mate, when awound fly cravlsoniit.
The skin of the Mad Oneisnot mad. Only the brain of it ismad, and we will not come closeto that.”

By evening they had come closer to the Enigmathan Vivian wanted to, and yet the troupe of Bondri
Gesdl showed no discomfort. Six of the viggies were delegated to Sing quiet songs to the skin, and these
sx were replaced from time to time by six others, one at atime dipping into and out of the chorus so that
it never ceased. The music was soothing, soporific. Vivian found hersdf yawning, and Miles curled up
under aJubd tree and fell deeply adeep, even without his supper.

"Y ou should stay awake," Bondri suggested. "Chowdri is on hisway here. He has agood tongue. We
sng wdl together.”

The troupe of Chowdri joined them after dusk but before the night was much advanced. There were
chord challenges and answers, contrapuntal exercises, long, dow passages sung by the two troupe



leaders, and finally abrisk processiond during which the singers tapped on their song-sacksto make a
drumming sound. Chowdri had brought food. Chowdri was less amazed to see Vivian than Bondri
thought he should be, and this occasioned sometalk.

"We have one, too," sang Chowdri importantly. "A very little one. Not depouched yet."
"A Loudsinger child!" Bondri wasincredulous. "A true Loud-singer child?'

"My senior giligeefound it in abody,” Chowdri sang. "A femaewho waskilled by the Mad One. My
giligee went a once to find bones on the Enigma, before the gyre-birds came, and she found thislittle
one, insde the woman, the way they grow. No bigger than afinger. We have sung that the taboo does
not apply to such little ones.”

"What did he say?" Vivian asked.
Bondri trand ated.
"] don't undersand,”" she said. "What does he mean?"

Bondri beckoned to his own giligee, who came forward and alowed Bondri to open its pouch and point
within. "There," he sang. "In the pouch. Thisisthe brain-bird of Favel. Here, dso, grow thelittle ones
from mating. Our femaes carry them insdefor only alittle time, not like you Loudsingers. Favel told me
al about it."

"Brain-bird?' shefdtered.

"Excuse me, Chowdri," sang Bondri. "My guest has adifficulty that | must correct before we sing further
together."

"Madesand femades mate," he sang to her. "Y ou understand this?*

Vivian fought down a hysterical giggle and told him yes, that she understood, that Loudsingersdid a
smilar thing.

"After afew days, the femae seeks out the giligee and shedsthelittle one, like alittleworm. Thegiligee
takesthelittle thing into its pouch. The tendrils of the pouch closeit in and give it nourishment. It lives and
growsthere. Whenitishig, it isdepouched. Itisafemde.”

"Always?' she wondered.

"Always," hesad firmly. "We know it isnot so with you, but with usit isalwaysfemae. Thefemdelives

and istraded as a daughter to some other troupe and mates and does femal e things. Then the time comes
her brain-bird criesfor release. The giligee bites out the brain-bird and putsit in the pouch again. It grows
agan. Thistimeitismde."

"Always," she nodded to hersdf in amazement.
"Always. In every femdethereisamaewaiting to grow. It grows up and mates and does mae things.

And when itsown brain-bird criesfor release, the giligee takesit once more. And thistime, the last time,
it growsto beagiligee”



"And when its brain-bird criesfor release again?'

"Thereisno brain-bird in agiligee. They get very old and findlly die. Then we make an ancestor cup as
wedo for dl, and put them beside a Presence and sing their songs.”

"So Chowdri's giligee has a human baby in it?'Y ou know whose baby that is, don't you? That's Tasmin's
baby. Lim's brother. Tasmin Ferrence. The woman must have been hiswife. Celcy. And Lim wasthere.
Lim was on the Enigma. Maybe he didn't diel”

Bondri turned away in some haste and began aburst of song, which his troupe joined, then Chowdri's
troupe, the two groups singing away at one another as though to compile an encyclopedia of song. When
the melody dwindled at last and Bondri returned to Vivian, helooked very sad and old, his song-sack

hanging limp.

"Heistruly dead. | am sorry, Lim'smate, but heistruly dead. The giligee took some of hisboneto
make abark scraper. Do you want his ancestor cup? | know it is not the Loudsinger way, but the giligee
cangetitif youwantit."

She shook her head, weeping. There for amoment, she had been full of irrationa hope. Well. Mileswas
aive, and shewasdive, and it seemed that Tasmin's baby was alive aso.

"How long will the giligee keepit?' she whispered.

"Until itisdone," Bondri sang, shrugging. "It isnot nearly finished yet."

"Will ... will the giligee giveit to us—to Tasmin'sfamily—when it isfinished?'

Bondri seemed to be considering this. "1 believeit will. | will take debt with Chowdri's troupe to assure
it. In that way, the debt of Favel will be repaid to the family of Lim Terrée. We have saved hiswife and
his child and his brother's child. That isagood repayment.”

"Repayment in full," the troupe sang. "Repayment a once, as Fave required. Proud the troupe of Bondri
Gesd to have repaid adebt of honor.”

15

Maybdlle Thonks squatted on her luggage in the smal tender and stared across haf amile of dupping
ocean to the spider-girdered tower in which the charred hulk of theBroumaster hung, readying for lift.
Thelittle boat in which she sat was packed with cartons and bags, al of which had been searched by
BDL security men before they had been loaded. Maybelle had been searched aswell.

"For your protection, Maam," the female guard had sneered. " Sometimes people plant things on other
people.”

"How in hdl do you think anyone could have planted anythingthere, " Maybelle had hissed in her ear,
shocked. "For the love of good sense, woman!™

"Just routing,”" the guard had said, suddenly aware who shewas violating.

"Y ou've been through my luggage, through my clothes, through my cosmetics. Y ou've been dl over my



body like abad sunburn. What the hell do you think I'm carrying, abomb?"
"Judt routing," she mumbled again, handing Maybelle an intimate bit of her clothing.

Fuming, Maybelle reassembled hersalf and turned to check her belongings, which were now in a state of
total disarray. She did aquick inventory of the jewelry case. One pair of rather valuable ear-clips
missing. The security guard had used only one hand for parts of the search. The other one had
undoubtedly been busy filching jewdry. Maybelle toyed with the idea of accusing the woman. What
would it gain her? Delay. Which she didn't want. Which might even have been the motive for the theft.

Pretend not to notice it,she had told herself. You're probably being watched right now, so lock up
the cases and pretend not to notice. Which she had done, just in time for the porter to take the cases
down to the tender.

Now she was bounding around on Jubal's purple ocean, dmogt at the launch site and herself seemingly
the only passenger for Serendipity. Well, that's what Rheme had said. No one was getting off of Jubal
these days. No body and no thing.

Except for brou. And the things the Honorable Wuyllum had stolen. And the things Honeypeach had
stolen. And afew cartons near her feet that were tagged as belonging to Aphrodite Sdlls.

"The rets are deserting the sinking ship,” she quoted, without having any clear ideawhat retswere.
Something little and scaey, with unpleasant teeth, that came onto ships smply in order to leave them,
shipslike the ones on Serendipity, shadlow and gently curved, with long, triangular salls.

"Well missyou, Mayzy," Honeypeach had said. "Y ou have no ideahow much." There had been athreat
in that, which Maybelle had pretended not to hear.

"Settle yoursdlf in," her father had directed. "Pick the best part of the capitd city and rent yourself some
kind of expensive-looking place. Rheme's arranged for some woman to help you; hell give you her
name." That was al the Honorable Wuyllum had to say on the matter, but then he was much preoccupied
with stripping Jubal of as much wealth as possiblein the few days or weeks that remained.
"That'sfunny," said the boatman. "The loading ramp's not down."

"What doesthat mean," she asked, a queasy feding rising from her ssomach to the bottom of her throat
and resting there as though it had no intention of moving.

"It meanswe can't get onto the ship,” he muttered. "Dumb shits." He hit a button on the control panel
and ahorn blatted over the sound of wave and wind.

Maybdlle put her hands over her ears. The horn went on blaring for some time. When it was cut off, she
heard an answering howl from the tower.

"Return to port. Ship islifting in the hour and will accept no passengers or additiona cargo, by order of
the launch commander.”

"Tdl him who'son board," Maybelle directed between dry lips.

"He knows," the boatman mumbled in asurly voice. "Y ou think he don't know!" Still, he put the amplifier
to hislips and told the tower who he was carrying.



"Returnto port,” thetower blared. "Shipisliftinginthehour ... "

Maybellefdl back onto the seat. There had been that vicious tone in Honeypeach's voi ce when she had
said goodbye. Something eager, lascivious, and sniggering. If anyone could have arranged this
disappointment, Honeypeach could. All shewould haveto dowascdl Justin ...

"We haveto go back," the boatman said. "Well get fried if we stay out here when shellifts.”

Maybelle had nothing to say. What was there to say? What would she do when she reached shore?
Run? Run where? She huddled on the set, obliviousto the blare of the tower or the liquid dosh of the
waves, logt in gpprehension. When they came within sight of the dock, she saw the ebony and gold of the
guards from Government House. Someone had sent them to meet her. Someone had known she
wouldn't beleaving.

The sound of ahailing voice brought her head around. A smal fishing boat lay just off their port bow.
The plump figure a the helm was shouting at them. The tender boatsman dackened speed, et the boat
come amost to astop.

"MissMaybdle Thonks?' the hdmsman cried. Plump. With gray hair. She thought she had seen him
somewhere before, though she could not see much of hisface behind the goggles and high-wound scarf.

"Yes," she nodded, petrified with fright.

"Mr. Gentry asked usto pick you up, Miss. If you wouldn't mind." He smiled at her in agrandfatherly
manner.

She cast aquick look again at the dock. Household guards till there, and among them someone else.
Someone in an extravagant hat and drifting multicolored veils. Honeypeach. Oh, yes.

"I'll go with thisman, boatman,” she said in her rarely used impertive voice, covering fear witha
pretence of arrogance. "Hold the boats together while | toss my luggagein.”

Shetransferred hersdf from tender to fishing boat, hearing angry shouts from the dock over the dupping
waves. It wasn't until shewasin the other boat, together with al her belongings, that she redized anyone
could have used Rheme's name. By then it was too late to do anything about it. The wake of the BDL
boat was disappearing in the direction of the dock, and the boat she wasin was speeding north aong the
shore.

16

Tasmin, Donatdlla, Clarin, and Jamieson |eft the north-south valley by striking southeast through agap
that the chartsidentified asthe Ogre's Stair. There was no Password and they had an anxious time getting
past the Presence. Donatella thought she had a Password that could be adapted, but the Ogre was not
amenable. They were about to give up in anger and frustration when Clarin stopped them.

"Let me," she said, opening her music box and kneeing her mule to the forefront. " Tasmin, help me.”

She touched the keys and began singing. It took Tasmin only a moment to realize what she had done.
Once or twice Don's previous efforts had seemed to quiet the Stair. Clarin had taken those brief phrases



and wound them together, amplifying and extending the mel ody, attaching aharmonic line from quite
another score, and then orchestrating the whole thing as she went. Tasmin picked up the harmonic line
and began to sing it, their two voices rising together.

He had never sung with her before.

It was as sensud astouching her. More. It was like making love. He knew this, understood it, and set it
asde, refusing to think of it, even as his voice went on and on. The music had itsown logic, just as
lovemaking did. Its own logic and its own imperatives. It wasn't necessary to think or explain. Thething
was of itsdlf, aperfection.

The mules began to move forward on their own. Don and Jamieson followed, their mouths open.
Jamieson was stunned at what he was hearing. He had sung with Clarin, but it had not been like this.

Clarin'svoice had dmost a baritone-contralto range, as softly mellow in the lower ranges as an organ
pipe, as purein the higher ones as awooden flute. Tasmin'srange was smdler, lower, the quality of his
voicericher, more velvety. The two blended as though they were one.

When they reached the end of theinitid melody, Clarin raised the key and began avariation.

Tasmin followed her, effortlesdy.

Beneath them the Ogre's Stair was motionless.

They reached the top on a soaring, endless chord that drifted away into the sky, becoming nothing. The
Stair was behind them. Asthey left it, it sang to them, three tones of enormous interrogation.

Tasmin and Clarin rode on, not noticing, not hearing, obliviousto the world around them.
Don did not have her trandator working.

"Good Lord," she breathed, looking toward Jamieson, astonished to find him pale and shivering, tearsin
hiseyes.

"Jamieson,” she murmured. Clarin and Tasmin wereriding on, not looking at one another, silent.
"Jamieson?"

"Just once," he mumbled to her. "Just once. If | could ... "

She nodded, understanding. There was nothing she could say. Poor Jamieson. Too much propinquity.
She squeezed his shoulder sympatheticaly. He loved the girl, and sheloved Tasmin, and Tasmin
loved—what? Celcy? Jubal ?

By the time they reached the bottom of the dope, Clarin was hersdf once more. She had dug a package
of sweet stores out of her pocket and now offered them around.

"The people tracking us know we're headed south. And since the only thing you did to stir up suspicion
was to come up with the Enigmascore, they may realize we're headed that way."

Don agreed. "When they get out of that valey wel€ft, they'll hit amgor east-west shipping route, with
virtualy no problemson theway.”



"Well amply haveto get therefirgt," Tasmin said, lifting amulefoot and staring a it asthough fascinated.
Hewasdill lost inthe music, ill finding it hard to connect with redlity. "Wevelogt alittletime dedling
with the Ogre, but as| read the charts, | think we can make afairly short traverse of the Blinders, just
east of us, and comeinto one of the main east-west routes ourselves."

"The one that comes through Deepsoil Two, Six, Eight, and Nine?" Jamieson asked in afairly normal
voice. "That's an easy run. | know every Password on that route.”

"Good for you, Reb. And Nineisjust through the Mystic Range from Harmony." He thumped the mule
and tightened the cinch, then took a candy from Clarin and sat down beside her. "We need to move fast.
Jugtin's got the interior shut off, and he wouldn't have done that unless he expected the CHASE
Commission to arrive momentarily. As soon as he getstheir verdict, helll send word to the troops, and
anything we have to say will come muchtoo late”

Jamieson nodded. "What do you think we have, at best? A few days? A few weeks? That, at mog, if
we're going to show them anything while they're here. Weve got to collect our evidence and then get
back to the Deepsoil Coast at adead run."”

With the Situation thus delineated, unaccountably they al felt better. The Stuation wasfully asbad as
they had thought it was and they were dl agreed on it, which relieved each of them of having to worry it
out individualy. Don even managed aquirky smile at the sght of Clarin trying to replace her lost crystd
mouse by baiting anew and elusive beast with candy. It evaded capture, and they mounted once more,
Setting out at agood pace toward the Blinders.

After that, they did not seem to pause, not for days. Slegp came and went in brief periods of exhausted
dumber, forgotten al too soon, aong with snatched meds and hasty relief stops. Jamieson fought them
through the Blinders, finding an amazing strength from somewhere, thistime leaving them with mouths
open. They left thelast of the crystd towersin the evening when the refracted light from the setting sun
madeit amost impossible to see anything in any direction and found themselves on the opentrall to
Deepsoil Two with only easy Passwords between themselves and the dirt town. In Two, Tasmin
requisitioned four additional mulesfrom the citadd, letting their own animastrail aong unburdened for
most of the following day asthey caught up with and joined a caravan headed east and stayed with it all
theway into Deepsoil Six. The caravan rested for eight hours, but Tasmin and company dept only five,
risng in the dark to continue on the way, timing their departure to let them cometo thefirdt intervening
Presences at dawn.

Clarin caught acrysta mousein the 'lings above Deegpsoil Eight.

She had it haf tamed by the time they reached Nine, feeding it crumbs and singing repetitive melodiesto
it, to which the others dreamed as they rode.

Jamieson sang them through the Startles, above Harmony to the west, and they planned to deep that
night in the caravansery. There was no citadd in Harmony, but the caravansery manager put himsdlf out
to be as useful as possible, fetching food and towels and assorted oddments to a running commentary.

"Niceto have agroup of 'Singers here again,” he said, his chins and bellies wobbling in emphasis. "Hat a
bunch earlier you wuttn't believe.

"Tripsnger trouble?' Tasmin asked, disbdievingly. "I haven't heard that we've got any troublemakers,
currently.”



"Naah, the Tripmaster was dl right, him and his ass stant. Wagon men was dl right, too. The cook even
helpt mefix amed for thelot of 'em. No, it wasthose otherswith "em.”

"Passengers?

The fat man shook his heed, first chinsthen bellies swaying like waves generated from a common source
somewhere around the ears. "Don't think so, no. Four men with mules o' their own, come dong after the
caravan lookin' for some woman and baby. Tripmaster sait the woman |eft ‘em back outsite o' Twelve.
Crazy, if shewent that way. Lotslonger that way. Have to go through Thirteen and Fourteen on yer way
up to Six, then come the way you come from there. Take dmost twicet aslong.”

"Y ou didn't happen to hear who it was they were looking for, did you?' asked Tasmin, dry-mouthed.
"Woman's name was Terrée. Same'sthat Soilcoast snger got himsdlf kilt onthe Enigma... "

"These men didn't happen to say who they were, did they?' Donatella asked.

"Oh, no neet to tell me the name o' the one of ‘em. Bins, he was. Chantiforth Bins. My wife buys ever
cube those tamnt Crystas put out. True believer, sheis, just 0 long as she won't have to get up off her

lollyfalooz to do nothin' abou tit. Ever time |l comein the room, it'sthat cube rantin' and ravin' like some
bantigon with a buttache. I've seen him till I'm sick of him. Heart him, too, and he toesn't make any more

sense up clogt than on the cube. | knew he waslyin' the minute he startit talkin'.
"But he didn't find the woman."

"Nah. Shewaslong gone. Way | think, that Tripmaster he hit her somewheres.”
"Hit her!"

"Right. Like hit her in thetrees or hit her in ahole in the ground so's those fdllas cuttn't hurt her none.
Her'n the baby."

"The answer to dl our problems" said Jamieson, sotto voce, leaning heavily on Clarin. "Hit 'emin ahole
in the grount.”

"I'll hit you in aholein the grount if you're not careful,” murmured Clarin, smiling a him.

"Wheresthe Tripmaster now?" Tasmin asked, trying to glare at them and succeeding only in looking
weary.

"Gone on t'Five. 'Forn he went, he ast me to get 'long there and help her out. Whispert it, kind of. The
Tripmaster that was."

"When wasthis?' Tasmin said, dangeroudy patient.
"Was yesterday since. Troublewas, | can't go 'til these ones go away."
"Did the Tripmaster say where they came up to the wagon train? Bins and his bunch?'

"Oh, yes. Come up on it down at the turn off where one roat comes up here tHarmony and one goes



east to nothin' much. | think that's right. Course, you might ask ‘em. They'redl of 'em adeep in there.”
And he pointed to one of the dormitory rooms, hafway down thelong hal. "They lookt for her but din't
fint her. Sait they're goin' on t Tegpsoil Five, firgt thin' tomorrow.”

"Armed?’ asked Jamieson.
The caravansery manager shook hishead. "Don't think so. No arms | saw."
"l guesswe don't deep?’ Donatella asked, only haf aquestion.

"l guessyoureright,” said Tasmin. "Do you have any Bormil tea?" he asked the caravansery manager.
"Or Tsamp? something that will keep us awake for awhile?"

"Now, what kint o' caravansery wuttn't have Tsamp," the manager nodded. "Sure| got Tsamp. You
want it powdert or cookt in somethin'?"

They settled on Tsamp in broth, drinking enough of it that their nerves were screamingly dert when they
left Harmony, headed south.

When the sun came up, they found themselves at the fork of thetrail, along ridge leading away to the
ead, groves of trees speckling the shallow soil between the westward trail and the Presences, and not a
sgn of Vivian or the baby. They caled and searched for an hour, then spent some time hailing with the
machines, and then, in amood of fatdistic exhaustion, turned east and rode for the Enigma.

Tasmin had seen it before, from the north side, from between the twin needles, between the two insolent
daggers of bloody ice. He had looked down onto the little flat that lay between those daggerslikea
stained handkerchief between two gory swords, and he had seen that handkerchief fold away around
Celcy, around Lim, wrapping away those arrogant enough to test the Enigma.

Now he saw the same place from below.

A polished ramp of crystal wound upward toward that same little flat. All the shards and shattered
fragments had been cleared away. It gleamed like cut glass, like ruby or dark garnet with paler edges, as
though its blood had coagulated in some places and had run with water in others, dark clots and paetints
intermingled where something bled into the sea of that great crystal, bled forever and was forever washed

away.

Within the bloody traceries glinted the web of fracture, the ddlicate tracery of didocation, of tilted planes
and vacant edges, shivering with dawn light.

"Where did you go before, Don?" Tasmin asked. "When you talked to it?"

"Upthere," Donatellaanswered. "It was adim, gray day, with fog intheair. Not liketoday. | ... | don't
recal being afraid then.”

"Areyou now?'
"Lord, yes, aren't you? That thing isglaring at us."

"| expected to be afraid. But then I've only been here once, and my experience was a different one from
yours"



"What do we do?' Clarin asked. "Now you can tell us, Donatella. What was your clue? What did
Erickson give you that took you up there?"

Donatdlaturned and adjusted her music box, finding a particular setting and playing it so softly they
barely heard it, a haunting melody, rising and falling in quiet repetition, as though water ran upon stone,
eating it away. "An-dar-ououm, an-dar-ououm.” It was the Enigma score, and yet it was neither
synthesizer nor human voice.

"Viggies?' asked Jamieson. "Isthat viggies?'
"I'll cut inthetrandator,” shesaid. "Now ligten.”

The same melody, trandated. "L et the edges deep. Let one haf deep,” sang the trandator, "let it deepin
peace, let it rest, et it rest, et water run deep, let the edges grow, let the way come clear, soft, soft, let
thefingersdeep, let one half deep.”

She cut off the machine. "Therés more. Not alot more words, but alot more music, and very repetitive.
That'swhat Erickson suggested—that | record a group of viggies near a Presence without a Password.
Wéll, I got lucky. | hid. | heard them singing off in the night, and | recorded that first thing.

"However, the trandator could only give me afew words. | doubt if any trandator, up until now, could
have done even that. It told me it needed more, lotsmore. So, | hid in ahole in that cliff up there for over
aweek, recording viggy songs and chatter and describing what they were doing until the trandator had
enough that it could gart to giveit to me clearly. We got words for water and fingers and deep right
away, but it took sometimeto get the rest. The viggy language is more complex than you can imagine.
Once| had the trandation, | learned their words, then came here and sang the thing. That'swhat | used. |
sang that to the Enigma, all of it, for about an hour. | don't have much voice, but it didn't take much. Y ou
heard it. Smple.”

"And you were recording whatever sounds the Presence made?”

"Of course. At firgt, only noise. Whatever different kinds of noisethere are. Like back inthevaley, like
most places, just agarble, akind of whistling, chuckling, squeaking, snoring noise. But as| sang, it
quieted down. I'd already figured out what questions | wanted to ask.Do you have a name for yourself
you would like me to use? | thought that would get us off on the right foot. So, as soon as everything
was quiet, | sang that. Loudly.”

"And the answer was, as | recall from when you played it for us,Messengers know to whom they
come. Right?" asked Jamieson.

"Right. Not exactly responsive, but it did make sense. So, | thought 1'd give it someinformation at that
point. | sang,| am not one of the usual messengers. "

Clarinsad, "And thereply to that wasNone of them are, "

"That's right. Up until that point, everything had been very peaceful. Then | started to go on to my next
question. The minute | sarted, it shook. Just alittle, and only on one side, but | thought—well, | thought,
hell, I had enough. I'm no lingui<t, no philologist, no specidist in dien communication. Suppose | dashed
it off, al unwitting. So | went back to thefirst song, the peaceful water one, and | sang that while |
backed off."



"So your intention isto repeet that sequence?’ Clarin asked again, staring upward. "With usas
witnesses."

"Why didn't wetry it on some other Presence, something closer to where we were?' Jamieson wanted
to know, aso staring upward. There was something ominous about the bloody glare coming from the
Enigma, something threatening about the darting, dancing light.

"| tried the viggy music on some other things, and it didn't work. Evidently it's specific to this Presence.
And | haven't had timeto record any other viggy songsand try anywhereese”

"Would you say the viggies are sentient?" Clarin asked.

"I didn't think so before," Don cried. "I thought of that, of course, because the trandator was taking their

babble and making words out of it. Nobody has ever serioudy aleged that they were. They're so usive.
It would have been hard to prove. But, yes. Once the trandator began to make words out of their songs,
| believed they were. Not that they've offered to talk to meto proveit.”

"Which isn't the point right now anyhow," said Tasmin. "Anybody want to stay down here?' He looked
Jamieson full inthe eye. "Y ou should, you know, Reb. Stay here with Clarin and the trandator. Y ou'll be
ableto hear, but you should be out of danger. Then if something happensto Don and me, you two can
dill carry theword.”

"Master Ferrence?

"Yes, Reb."

"With dl due respect, Sir. Of the two of us, I'm quicker. | agree that some of us should stay down here.
You, Sr. And Clarin." Hiseyeswere clear ashe said it. He didn't look toward Clarin, though Donatella
knew he wanted to.

"He'sright,” Donatellaagreed. "Y ou're good, Tasmin. But he's better.”

"Ah, the confidence of youth," Tasmin said, smiling weskly. They wereright, of course. He should be
ableto accept it without its hurting, but damn it, it did hurt. Jamieson had never been afraid to try things,
even forbidden things, even foolish things. And it told. He had learned, learned adong the edges where
Tasmin had aways forbidden himsdlf to go.

"Luck, Reb," hesaid at lagt, biting hislip. "Go ahead."

"Loudsingers," gasped one of the troupe of Chowdri, galloping wildly into the camp, antennae waving.
"Loudsingers on the Mad One."

"Who dares?' cried Chowdri. "What Loudsinger dares? Has not the Mad One killed enough of them?”

"Sameone aslast time," the messenger chanted, bresthlesdy. "The female one. And one called Tasmin
and one called Reb and one called Clarin.”

"Tasmin!" cdled Bondri, thrusting through the surrounding troupe members, Vivian close behind him.
"Tasmin Ferrence?’



"They are holding asong captive in abox," the messenger cried. "I heard it. The female one hasit.”

The troupes rose with one accord. "1 cannot let Tasmin Ferrence come to harm,” Bondri chanted. "Heis
part of the debt.”

"Neither can the song be left captive,” Chowdri asserted, showing hisfangs.
"Let metak to him," Vivian cried. "I'll make him understand, Bondri. Theré's no need for violence.
"Hurry then," he sang. "Go quick. | will bring the baby."

"Down there," said Chantiforth Bins, pointing to aridge dong the side of the Enigma. " Seethem,
Myrony? Spider? Just to the left of that tall splinter.”

Chantiforth Bins had gone on to Deepsoil Five from Harmony, and in Degpsoil Five he had found
Myrony and Spider Geroan—aong with Aphrodite Sdlls and two unhappy Explorers. The Explorers had
|eft for the Deepsoil Coast. Affy was dtill in Degpsoil Five with Spider's man. Chanty, Myrony, and
Spider had decided to come to the Enigmaand give it one more try before returning to the Coast
themsalves. After dl, where e se could their various quarries be heading?

Now they stood dmost where Tasmin had when he saw Lim and Celcy die, looking down on the area
between the Enigmatowers from the north. Beneath them the ground quivered in a ceasslesstremor.

"l see'em," Myrony admitted nervoudy. "Now what?'
"Sash 'em off and get back to Splash One," Chantiforth said, lifting hisrifle.
"No," said Spider Geroan.

"Whattaya mean, no," Myrony objected. "That's what we came for, Geroan. Get rid of the Tripsinger
and the Explorer, and there both of ‘em are, down by the splinter.”

"That's the wrong one," said Spider Geroan. "He's only an acolyte. Where's the right one? Ferrence?”'

"Ah," Myrony remarked. "Y er right, yaknow. Theresthe fuckin' Tripsinger. | see hisrobe. Down there
at the bottom, with the girl. HE's out o'range.”

"So, dash off these two, then go down and get those two, what'sthe fuss.”" Chantiforth wasin ahurry.
Things were happening back on the Degpsoil Coast. Thingsthat might threaten the profit from thiswhole
jobif he didn't get there soon to protect hisrights. He lifted therifle again.

"No," said Spider again. "Y ou hit these two up here, those down there two are going to seeit. They'll
run off, back into the range most likely, where we can't follow." Spider narrowed hiseyesin
concentration.

"| told you we should'a brought those Explorers.”
"What good would that have done?' As ever, Spider's voice was quite expressionless. "They said there

was no way they could get us by the Enigma, and everyonein Deepsoil Five agreed with them. Y ou can't
use anoodleto beat bantigons, Bins. It'sall going to work out anyhow."



"Damned if | see how. The fuckin' manisout o' range.”

"She'sthe one that came up with the Enigmascore,”" Chantiforth observed. "She'sgoing to sing it right
now, isn't she? What else would she be here for? Well. That gives us sometime.”

Spider nodded. "While they're occupied, well sneak down behind these 'lings. Y ou and Myrony hide
there, as near the Explorer and the acolyte as you can get. I'll go on down and get into range for
Ferrence before you dash off these two."

"What about the girl with Ferrence?”

"I'll keep her,” Spider said, affecting not to notice the expression of revulsion that crossed Binssface. It
had been avery long trip, and he had not had any amusement for along time, had not had that particular
excitement that came with watching the one thing he had never experienced. He examined Clarin through
his glasses. Good. He liked that type, that age. They were strong and agile, capable of many contortions
and pleas before they died.

"You'l yodd when you're ready?' Myrony asked. "l don't like bein' around those fuckin' Presencesfor
very long." They started toward the gap in the Crystal through which Tasmin had stared down. "Wait!"

"What's the matter with you?' Chantiforth demanded.

"We take out these two firgt, then go on down where Spider is, and he's done the Tripsinger, then this
Presence starts to shake and jiggle, how do we get back over the top here to get back to town? Affy's
there, waitin' for us"

"He'sright, you know," Binssaid to Geroan. "Our mules are back there in Deepsoil Five. And dl our
supplies. I'm not eager to live off the country all the way back to the Coast. Even if we don't go to the
Coag, it'salong hike around by way of Harmony."

Spider ruminated. "All right. I'll make asmal changein plan. Do it just theway wed said. Y ou go on
down alittle way and cover these two in case therestrouble. I'll go all the way down and take out the
Tripsinger and the girl first. These two up here won't be paying any attention; they'll be busy with their
boxes. I'll come back up, meet you, then welll adl come back up here to the top before we dash off the
Explorer and the acolyte. Kind of spoilsit for me, but that's the way well doit." Though it did not show
on hisface, Spider was disgppointed. He did not tolerate disappointment well, and only by subgtituting a
menta image of Aphrodite Sdllsfor Clarinin hisplansfor the next day or so was he ableto fed quite
comfortable.

The others had no objection. They stood quietly, checking their weapons, waiting for the tremorsto
cease.

"There," sang Bondri. "That oneis Tasmin Ferrence. Prime Priest Favel said he had hair that color.”

"Yes," agreed Vivian. "That's Tasmin al right. Keep the baby here, Bondri, will you?" And she dipped
out of the grove of settler's brush and made her way toward Tasmin and Clarin.

Behind her, the viggy messenger who had brought the earlier word returned again. "More Loudsingers,”
he sang softly to the assembled troupes. "On the Mad One's back. High againgt the sky.”

"Ready?' asked Donatella, her fingers poised over the box.



"Ready," nodded Jamieson, grinning. He stared around him at the little flat place between the towering
scarlet peaks. He wanted to remember it, just asit was. Hismind felt like there were flames legping over
it, laughing flames. He remembered every score he had ever sung, every one he had ever seen! "Ready,”
exultantly.

Their hands came down together and the music began.

"The men at the top of the Mad One have weapons,” sang the messenger. "They are pointing them &t the
people of Tasmin Ferrence.”

"Tasmin," cried Vivian. "Tasmin, you've got to get your people down from up there. Please!™

"Move now," Spider Geroan directed. The quivering of die ground had lessened enough that they could
move securely upon it. "Move fast, and keep out of sight.”

"L et the troupes of Bondri and Chowdri surround the men with weapons," urged Bondri. "A debt of
honor is about to come unstuck.”

"It isnot our debt," demurred Chowdri.

"Itisthe debt of Prime Priest Favel,” Bondri trilled. "Prime Priests are of dl troupes.”

The troupes sang thisfor afew momentsin severd variations. No one could deny that it wastrue.
Though some sang that a debt incurred before aviggy became Prime Priest might not be binding on dl

troupes, thiswas aminority voice, which became only ahaunting anharmonic in the finished song.

"Go then," urged Chowdri, somewhat grudgingly. "Go to the Mad One, the Presence Without Innerness,
the Killer Without Cause, cdled by the Loudsingers, the Enigma. Fulfill the debt.”

"Vivian! How did you get here?'

"Theviggies brought me, Tasmin. Listen, therés no timefor questions. The viggies say that the Enigma
will kill anyonewho triesto Sing it quiet. The Enigmaiscrazy.”

"Donatdladid it before.

"Not redlly. It wasn't awake, and she got on and then off before it woke up, isdl. It'swide awake
today. Tasmin, get her off of there."

While Tasmin was il staring at Vivian, trying to make sense of what she was saying, Clarin did not
wait. Some deep apprehension within hersaf was verified by Vivian'sfirst words, and she darted up the
dope at adead run while Tasmin watched helplessy from below, unable even to follow for Vivian was
now clinging to hisarm. "Tasmin, do you have arecording of aviggy song? Tasmin! Do you?'

Hetried to focus on her question. "Y es. Donatdlla played it just alittle while ago.”

"Y ou've got to giveit back to them, Tasmin.”

"Giveit back!"



"Wipeit out. Something. They'll try to take it from you, Tasmin, and some of them could bekilled. They
saved me. They saved Miles. They've got Celcy's baby, Tasmin! Oh, don't ask how, why. Don't ask
questions, just tell meyou will."

The music was builiding dowly into arhythmic pattern, Jamieson's voice softly soaring, legping, likethe
wind. Beneath the sound, the Enigma quieted, shivering amost into silence. Still, therewasaquiver.

"It took me almost an hour last time," Donatella whispered.

Jamieson nodded, never losing the line of melody. His eyes swung between the two towers of the
Enigma. Asthey moved between the two, he saw Clarin coming up thetrail. "She'sin atearing hurry,” he
told himsdlf, ill Snging. There was someone with Tasmin on the flatland, pointing and gesturing ...

"It'sgill shakin' alittle,” whispered Myrony.

"Well, wait until it quits" Chantiforth replied. They were working their way down toward the pillarsthat
bordered the clearing where Jamieson was singing. Spider had started before them and was hafway
down to the scree dopes on which Tasmin stood.

"Somebody coming up,” hissed Chanty. "Lieflat and be till." They peered between tumbled bits of
crystd, watching Clarin as she came toward them up the mountain, panting and pulling hersaf dong a
gpeed. Just alittle below them she stopped, positioning hersalf againgt apillar, gasping for breath.

"What in hell," thought Jamieson, not for amoment interrupting the song. Clarin was gesturing,
imperatively. He began arepetition, a phrase that was sung again and again, in ascending keys, only to
hear her voice moving with him.

"An-dar-ououm,” he sang.

"Bro-0o-ther," she sang in thirds below, clear asabell.

The danger cdl! Therecognition cal! His eyes darted around him, he turned. Nothing!

"An-dar-ououm,”" he sang, hisvoicerisng.

"Bro-oo-ther," inthirds.

Jamieson beckoned to Donatella and began to move down, away, away from the bloody ground
between the spires, down toward Clarin, never sopping the song.

"An-dar-ououm,” he sang again, voice soaring.
"An-dar-ououm," came haf ahundred voicesfrom al around him.

Viggied Inthe shadow of crysta he could see their eyes glowing behind the ruby orbs of inflated
song-sacks. "An-dar-ououm, an-dar-ououm.”

Then he and Donatellawere beside Clarin, the three of them moving downward, swiftly, letting the
viggiestake the song.

"What's the matter?' Donatellademanded. "Why did you cry 'brother'?"



"Save your breath, Don. Just get down and out of the way of thisthing. According to the viggies, it's
going to blow."

"Blow! It'squiet asatomb, and getting quieter al thetime." Donatella stopped, turned as though to go
back up the mountain. "Isthatviggies Snging?"

"Trying to give ustimeto get out of the way. Us and themsalves. Move, will you." Clarin grabbed
Donatella's arm and forcibly turned her. "Move, down. If were wrong you can dways come back ... "

Then they were down off the ramp and running toward Tasmin and Vivian and Miles and a dozen young
viggieswho were dl staring a the Enigmaand at one another with open mouths, immobilized by
drangeness.

A quiver.

A smdll quiver, asthough arug had been pulled benegath their feet. The song was running away, trickling
off the mountain on awave of viggy fedt, fleeing. The rug moved once more, thistime agood tug.
Donatdla staggered. The viggiesthrew themsaves down, gesturing, caling in Loudsinger language,
"Down, down, hold on, tumble down coming.”

And then it came, thunder, the mountain heaving, the spires shimmering, seeming actualy to bend and
sway asdl around them the smaller pillars shattered and roared.

Fragments spun across the sky, glittering shards of bloody light, edged like knives.

Chunksrained from the top of 'lings, bounding, shattering, ricocheting in hissing trgjectories.

Againg the sky the twin tines of the Enigma shouted, ahowling cataract of threat and danger.

The Trandator, set at the top of itsvolume, roared.

"You'd think after all thistime they could get it right. " Donatella's voice become the voice of agiant.
Then"That was petulant of you, " Donatella's monstrous voice again.

Then" It pisses me of when they don't know who | am ..." Donatdlasvoice. Asit had been Lim's
voice, that other time.

On the height, two figures staggered to their feet, one of them carrying arifle. A spinning shard took off
his head, the shard no redder than the blood that spouted high in amomentary jet. The other figure fell
and was swadlowed up in adancing fountain of razor-edged boulders.

Where Tasmin and the others clung, the earth heaved and hit them in the face, falling away benesth them
again, shaking, again, agan, again.

Then dlence.
Vivian, Miles, Donatdla, Tasmin, Clarin, Jamieson.

Theviggies had gone.



Vivian, Miles, Donadla, Tasmin, Clarin ...
"Where's Jamieson?' grated Tasmin. "Whereishe?’

"Hewasright behind me," Clarin sobbed. "Right behind me." Shelevered hersdlf to her feet, Saggering.
"Back there"

Back therewas only piled crystal.

From behind atumble of sanguinary glass, glittering with malice, adusty thing roseto itsfeet, teeth
exposed in agrimace of hate. It put aweapon to its shoulder and snarled at them through the blood on its

face. "Stand where you are.”

"l haveto find Jamieson," said Tasmin supidly. "I've got to find him."
"| said stand whereyou are! Or I'll shoot the lot of you.”

"Spider Geroan,” Donatellawhispered. "Oh, God. Spider Geroan."

"Get over here," Spider said, gesturing with the wegpon at Clarin. "Get over here, or I'll kill the rest of
them right now, Sarting with him!"

Asthough hypnotized, Clarin moved toward him.
"Clarin! No!" Tasmin'svoice.

Shetwitched.

"Keegp moving, girl, or I'll take him out. | swear | will."

She moved on. When she was within reach of him, he grabbed her, turning her to face them, one of his
arms around her throat, the other fumbling to place aknife at the sde of her face.

"Now," said Spider Geroan. "Who did that?'
"Who ... who did what?' Donatella asked.

"Who set off that thing!"

"No one" shesaid. "It just blew."

Theknife a Clarin's face made atiny motion and she cried out, athin, black trickle oozing down her
cheek.

"None of that!" he grated. " Somebody did it."

Tasmin struggled to make his voice cam. The man before him was mad. Perhaps had always been mad.
"Clarin went up to tell Jamieson and Don that the Enigma doesn't act rationdly,” he said. "Vivian brought

usthat message. We didn't know it before ... "



"So you got scared and ran, and that did it,” Geroan asserted, moving the knife again. Clarin cried out
again, ahigh, tondess shriek.

"It was dready doing it,” Don said. "Couldn't you fed it? The shaking never redly stopped!”

Spider bresthed heavily for amoment. First, he wanted to get even with whichever one of them had
doneit to him. Then he wanted to do this girl. Then ... then held figure out what next. In the meantime, he
moved the knife again, dmost reflexively, hearing the answering cry of pain with something gpproaching
plessure.

Tasmin's ssomach clenched and he bit down on his tongue to keep from screaming.
"Digtract him," murmured Don. "Think of something."

"I haveto find Jamieson,” Tasmin called frantically. "Or none of us can get out of here."
Spider looked up, the knife stopped moving. "What do you mean?'

"Let mefind him," Tasmin shrieked. "He'slike my son.”

In the shadows of therocks, Bondri Gesdl. "Like his son? What doesthat mean? Let me done.” Thisto
agiligee who was stanching the blood from acut on his shoulder. "L et me done and find this Jamieson.
Heisone of Tasmin Ferrence's troupe, and the debt is not yet paid.”

"He could be your son and it wouldn't matter,” Spider snarled lifting the hand with the knife to wipe his
own eyes. Hefelt no pain from the cuts on hisface and neck, but the blood was a nuisance and made
him irritable. "He could be your brother or your mother and it wouldn't matter. Y ou've been abother,
Tripsinger. Y ou and the Explorer there. I've come to stop the bother.”

He choked Clarin againgt his chest with his knife hand and picked up the rifle once more. There were
too many of them to play with. Hewould save only one. Thegirl. Clarin. Though he didnt fed likeit,
redly. Maybe hewould, later.

In the shadows of the rocks, Bondri Gesdl. "That Loudsinger isgoing to kill them," heroared at the top
of his song-sack. "The debt is coming unstuck again; get rid of that Loudsinger with the wegpon.”

Something seized Spider's knife hand and tore it away from Clarin'sface. Clarin rolled away, and as
Spider leaped toward her, he tripped over something and fell down. It was afurry thing, and it didn't get
out of hisway. Another furry thing was hanging on the end of therifle and he couldn't raise it. Something
grabbed him by hislegs and sank needle teeth into histhighs. There was no pain, but the thing hung on
him, handicapping his movement. Another thing grabbed for therifle, two more, tearing it away from him.
Thethings clinging to hislegstripped him again. Dozens more of them sat on him. One Stared degp into
his eyes, brushing hisforehead with long, feathery things growing out of its head. He struggled, but there
were too many of them.

"Thisoneisdefective" said the senior giligee. "Bondri Gesdl, this Loudsinger is defective. He hasno pain
fedingsat dl. Perhgpsthat iswhy he acts as he does.”

Bondri regarded the L oudsinger with disfavor. The Prime Song urged good returned for good, and when
possible, good returned as an example for others, even when bad had been intended. However, the song
aso directed that those who kill without good reason must be disposed of in order that others may livein



tranquility. Then there was the question of the taboo. There was no good reason to break the taboo for
this man. Now he looked down into Spider Geroan's expressionless eyes and attempted to apply the
Song.

"Canyou fix him?" he sang. "Can you fix him so he can fed?"

"Smple" caroled thegiligee.

"WEell, then, fix him," he said, with a sense of satisfaction that he did not even attempt to understand.
"And when you havefinished, tell the troupe they can eat him."

By the time the first astonished screams came from Spider Geroan, Tasmin and the others had found
Jamieson and carried him far enough away from the Enigmato avoid any further "tumble down.” When
they had gone far enough that they could hear no further noise from that direction, they dumped on the
flat, motionless earth without moving, watching in dull amazement as a giligee everted her pouch over
Clarin'swounded face and began to mend it.

Jamieson lay nearby, acircle of giligees around him. He was, according to Bondri, somewhat broken,
but the giligees thought he could be fixed.

One of those giligees, at Vivian's suggestion, had shown Tasmin what wasin her pouch. "It isn't finished
yet," she had gpologized. "But it's developing nicely. The femae Loudsinger saysit isyour young?' What
wastherewas very small, but very pink and lively.

"l can't beliveit,” Tasmin said over and over. "l can't believeit.”

Bondri could not figure out why he could not believeit. He had seenit. So had everyone ese. And they
had sung it to him two or three times. Bondri was getting impatient. He had not raised the question of the
captive song, but he nudged Vivian from timeto time, until a last she cleared her throat.

"Tasmin. Bondri asksthat you free the song you have captive.”

"It'sthe only proof I've got,” Donatella objected.

"No one'sgoing to believejust that," Clarin said. "Weve got nothing, Don. The Enigmablew. It didn't
tak toyou."

"It did before," shecried.

Bondri inflated his sack. These people did not sing in an orderly fashion. They did not get things
straightened out and properly harmonized; they jumped from one thing to another, over and over.
"Mease," heboomed. "Onething a atime. Firgt, the captive song. Then what other things are of
concern.”

"Therecord of the viggy musicisno good to us," said Tasmin. "Come on, Don. They've saved our lives."

"All right," shecried. "I don't care. | was probably deluded anyhow.”

Tasmin opened the machine. "Would you like usto eraseit?"

"Erase?| would like you to st it freel”



Vivian reached across Tasmin's hands to pressthe controls. "Let it play out, Tas. Then burn the cube.
That'swhat they do with their dead. The cube will be dead then, and the song will be free.”

"S0." Bondri nodded his gpprovd. "Wewill join the song.”

Asit played from the synthesizer, the viggies sang with it. An-dar-ououm. A song of quiet. When it was
done, Tasmin placed the cube in thefire where it expired in aflash of sparks.

"So." Bondri Sghed.

"Why did the Enigmablow?' Tasmin asked Bondri, Snging it.

"Becauseit isthe Mad One, which hastwo minds. Y ou heard it. On your machine."
"On the machine?'

"On your machine. Which speaksin Loudsinger language with the voice of that one." He pointed to
Donatdla

Tasmin clutched his head. "It uses your voice, Don?"
"It useswhoever'svoiceisusng it. When Lim had it, it used his."
"Then that bellowing from the trandator, it wasn't you?"

"It wasthe Mad One," sang Bondri. "It was angry that you did not addressit by name. Y ou, femae
Loudsinger," he pointed to Don, "had asked it before what its nameis, but you did not remember ... "

"I don't understand,” she whispered.

Chowdri was annoyed. These people didn't understand anything! "Bondri and | will Singit to you,” he
chanted. "Now ligen!"

"Y ou came to the Enigmabefore. Months ago. Y ou used a stolen song to quiet the skin of the Enigma, is
that not s0? That is so. Then you asked it aquestion. Y ou asked it what name it had for itself.”

Donatellanodded. Tasmin brought himself out of his self-absorption and listened. Even Clarin half sat
up, making the giligee beside her snort in disgpprovad.

"The Enigmareplied,” sang Chowdri. "We heard it do so. It sang, ‘"Messengers know to whom they
come.'"

"Wasthat areply?' chanted Tasmin.

"It was the name the Enigma cdled itself. Messenger s know to whomthey come. Perhapsthe Enigma
thinksit isamessenger to dl the Presences, and so it says this mad thing.

"Then the femadetold it something. ‘I am not one of the usua messengers,’ and the Enigmareplied, 'None
of them are.’ There are no usua messengersto the Enigma. Messengers do not come to the Enigma.
Thinking of this made the Enigmaangry, and you, you femae Louds nger, wisaly you went away very



quickly. Isthis not atrue song?'

"Itisatrue song," sang Donatellain atone of resgnation. "That's what happened.”

"Thistime," sang Bondri, "you came again and quieted the skin. It isasunny day, much light flowsinto
the Enigmamaking it hot. The Enigmais awake and irritable. It expected you to addressit by name. It
had told you its name. Y ou did not addressiit by name. Y ou merely went on with skin quieting, even
though the Enigmawas awake. It becameirritated ... "

"Y ou mean that's what happened with Lim? He did the same thing?' Tasmin'sjaw dropped. "It wasn't
because he stopped following the score?!

"When the Presence wakes, you must cdl it by name," sang Chowdri and Bondri together, the troupe
behind themin full chorus. "Every child knowsthat!"

Silence, while they thought about it. It was Clarin who asked the question at last. "Then all we had to do
wascdl it what it told usits name was?Messenger s know to whom they come?”

"Perhaps,”" sang Chowdri, solo voice. "Except that the Mad Oneismad.”
"Whét does that mean?’

"It changes what it callsitsdf. Sometimes every hour, every day. Sometimes not so often. And
sometimesit will not tell anyonewhat itsnameis™”

"So," said Don. "It got angry, and it blew."

"It sngpped itsfingersat you," sang Chowdri. "And we had only finished cleaning up from last time.”
"It shouted,” Tasmin said. "It shouted out that after dl thistime we ought to be ableto get it right.”
"One hdf of it sang that," agreed Bondri.

"Then it was the other half said, That was petulant of you." "

"True. The other half islessirritable. It remongrates with the first haf. But it wasthefirst half of the
Enigmathat said, 'l become annoyed when these creatures do not know who | am." The Enigmasaid
these same thingsto Lim Terrée. The Mad One sometimes says the same things over and over. We
believe the Mad Oneis mad because it hastwo halvesthat are partly separate and partly the same.”

"It wasthere dl thetime," Tasmin said. "I heard those words, but | thought it was Lim who said them.”

"Y ou could have asked us," said Bondri irrationally. " The other Great Ones are not mad, most of them.
Some are silly, but most of them are not mad. Except that they are very irritated just now, and it must be
because of the thingsthe Loudsingers are doing!"

"But you've never spoken to us before,” Clarin sang. "Why?"

"Because you do not sing the truth,” Bondri chanted, the troupe joining him to make this manifest. "To
sing to those who do not sing the truth, thisistaboo.”



"But you broke this taboo!

"Because of the debt we owed for Prime Priest Favel, for your brother who released him from captivity
inthelong ago. A debt of honor takes precedence over taboo." He stood up, gathering his troupe around
him. "Now we go, and the taloo is once again asit should be. | have paid the debt of Prime Priest Eavel.
Vivian and the child are saved. Y ou, Tasmin Ferrence, are saved. Y our amost child is aso saved, or will
bewhen itisfinished. | have returned good for good.”

Don cried out, a pleading sound of negation. Tasmin thought bleskly of what wasin storefor Jubd, his
mind franticaly searching for some way to stop the departure of the viggies.

"Thereis gtill adebt," he gasped. "A debt owed by Bondri Gesdl.”

Bondri drew himself up, fangs exposed. "What debt!”

"When my brother released Prime Priest Eavel from captivity, a debt wasincurred. Isthisnot so?"
"ltissn.”

"And isasong not asimportant asa Prime Priest?"

Bondri cocked his head. It was not aquestion he had considered before. A giligeetrilled aresponse, a
femaetook up the refrain, then two maesin countermelody. They sang it for sometime. Finally Bondri
responded. "A song isamost asimportant asa Prime Priest.”

"Did I not free asong from captivity, Bondri Gesdl? Do you not owe me a debt?”

Thistime the singing went on for the better part of an hour. Tasmin went to the place Jamieson lay,
running his hands dong the boy's face and body. "Will he live?' he whispered to the intent giligees.

"Oh, yes" one of them trilled in return. "Hewill live. | think we have him mostly fixed. Tomorrow,
maybe, hewill walk." She sat with her pouch everted, and Tasmin withdrew his gaze from that mass of
thin tendrils that had penetrated Jamieson's body and were busy deep insde, doing incredible things.

He went to Sit beside Clarin. The wounds on her face were closed. She lay huddled in a blanket,
shivering from time to time. He put his hand under the blanket, on her neck. She jerked away from him.

"Shhh," hesaid. "It'sdl right, Clarin. All right.”

She began to cry. He gathered her upin hisarms.

"Shhh." His heart turned over at the sound of her weeping.

"No one ever hurt me before. Not purposely.”

"He was amachine, Clarin. Pretend it was amachine. Not anyone worth hating. He's dead.”
"They ate him!" sheturned her head away, retching.

"It'sameat-poor planet, Clarin. According to Vivian, they eat very little meeat. They eat fresh fish
whenever they get to the seashore, or whenever their fisher kin run inland with acaich, and they dry fish



to carry with them. They don't eat carrion or carrion eaters, which diminatesalot of the other wildlife."
"Itjust ... just takes getting used to. What are we going to do now?"
"Assoon astheviggies quit singing, I'll let you know."

When they finished singing, it was to announce that freeing the song had indeed brought a debt with it.
Neither of the troupe leaders was happy about this. Tasmin wondered how much of the decision had
been brought about by viggy curiosity concerning the Loudsingers. Perhaps the troupes had not wanted
to return immediately to the taboo.

He said nothing of this. Instead, he drew Clarin up beside him, held her until she quit shaking, and then
sad, "Bondri Gesdl, Troupe leader, great singer. | beg aboon from you. | beg that you listen while | try
to sing truth to you. Me, and this person with me here." He gestured at Clarin. " Jamieson sings more truth
than | do, but he cannot sing just now. Will you ligen whilel try?"

Bondri, annoyed, conferred with the troupe. The troupe was a good deal more compliant than he was.
"What arewe singing?' whispered Clarin, atrace of color coming back into her cheeks.

"We're singing the destruction of Jubd," Tasmin said. "If we don't get some help here, everything we
feared is4till going to cometo pass.”

In later years the troupes of viggies who moved from the pillars of the Jammersto the towers of the est,
resang on festival occasionsthe First Truth Singing of the Loudsingers. Not that it was avery polished
performance, but it rang with a passionate veracity that the viggies much admired. Of course, there were
only two who redlly sang, plus one who gave them some musical support, so the ultimate truth of the song
might have been in doubt, were it not for verification by later happenings. Nonetheless, the viggies
remembered that night.

Tasmin stood up and sang the story of the PEC, of human exploitation of many planets. He sang of the
Prime Song of humans, and of the disobedience that many showed that Song. Beside him, Clarin—the
viggies assumed she was his mate, they sang so dike and so well together—sang of greed and pride,
thingsthat the viggies understood to some extent. She sang of lying, which they did not understand but
were willing to take on faith. Then together they sang of what they had learned, of the liestold about the
Presences, of the great destruction that was sure to come.

At this point, the viggiesjoined the song, query and reply, antiphonaly, circling, circling again, asit grew
more and moretrue. "If," they sang, "then what?' and Tasmin replied. "Theniif," they sang, "whéat then?"
and Clarin told them.

They sang of the good guys, Jamieson who lay wounded with the giligeesworking on him, Thyle Vowe,
Grand Magter of the Tripsingers, who worshipped the truth—Clarin sang this, much to Tasmin's
surprise—of Tripsingers and Explorers, and those people of peace who tilled the soil and loved Jubal.
These people would not be alowed to stay, they would go in any case, but they would not want Jubal
destroyed behind them.

And lastly, they sang the names of villains. Spider Geroan, who had been hedled of hisaffliction and then
eaten. The Crydtalites, who were liars. The troopers who blocked the way east. And findly, Harward
Justin, Planetary Manager, who would destroy the Presences, very soon unless something was done.



And finished singing.

Therewas along silence, unbroken. None of the members ventured song. At last it was the senior
giligee, the one who carried Prime Priest Favel's brain-bird, who caled in ahigh, clear soprano that
soared above them like agyre-bird.

"Come, Troupe leader. We must go to the Highmost Darkness, Lord of the Gyre-Birds, Smoke Master,
the one the humans call Black Tower, and ask it what to do."
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They cameto the Black Tower on the following day. Jamieson was unableto ride. Tasmin had held the
boy before him on the saddle, cradling him like ababy while he degt.

The troupes of Bondri and Chowdri had come by their own paths, swifter trails than the one followed by
the humans. When Donatellaand Clarin arrived, some distance ahead of Tasmin, Jamieson, and the

gpare mules, they found the troupes aready singing.

The humans made camp. None of them had eaten recently, and food, while uninteresting, was a
necessity. The smell of heeting rations woke even Jamieson.

"| thought | was deed,” he said wonderingly. "It came down on top of me."

"Y ou probably would have been,” Tasmin whispered, lifting the boy's head to the cup. "Except for the
giligess"
"Except for thewhat?'

A long explanation followed, which had not redlly ended when Bondri Gesdl cameinto their campsite,
shaking his head.

"We sang to the Black Tower," he chanted in aweary monotone. "It did not want to listen. It isfull of
annoyance and irritation. It isworse than when we were at the one you call the Watcher. It isnot the skin
that speaks, nor the deep parts. It is some middle part that is new to us, apart full of questions and
anger. Something has happened to make it very angry, Tasmin Ferrence. Presences have been
bothered™

"Bothered?" asked Tasmin, uncertain what the viggy meant.

"To the north. Loudsingers came. They made noises and shattered the fingers of many Presences,
passing through the air in the confusion. The Presences were dow to wake, but now they are wakening.
On dl theworld, they are wakening."

"The peoplefollowing us," said Don. "I wondered how they got onto us so fast. They camein by air!”

Bondri went on. "We have sung to the Highmost Darkness. We have told it everything we know. Then
we sang everything you sang to us. It wantsto sing to you."

"Me?' Tasmin asked.



"Y ou. And the Explorer and the young female and thisone. All of you."

Jamieson heaved himsdlf into aSitting position. "I'm not sure I'm up to Snging." Hewas staring at the
viggy in complete absorption, turning to Tasmin. "Who did you say thiswas?"

Tasmin introduced them. "Bondri, thisis Jamieson, my friend. Bondri Gesd, leader of theviggies.”

The young human and the viggy nodded their heads precisdly &t the same moment and to the same angle.
Evidently ceremony knew no species. Tasmin fought down asnort of bleak amusement.

"Bring him anyhow," said theviggy. "The Black Tower wantsto look a him."
"Look?" faltered Jamieson. "They can see?'

"Not with eyes," admitted Bondri. "But they see, yes. When they want to."
"And you'vetold them al about what's happening, with BDL and al?’

"We are not sure Highmost Darkness, Smoke Magter, Lord of the Gyre-Birds understands, because we
do not undergtand. That iswhy it wantsto seeyou." And Bondri turned away, stamping hisfeet alittle as
he went, head high and throat sack half distended.

"He'smiffed," said Jamiesonin awe.

"Heisthat," agreed Tasmin as he got to hisfeet and joined the othersin astraggling procession toward
the Black Tower, the music box with the trandator program at the ready.

"How isit," the Tower asked, after |aborious introductions had taken place, "that you have not
proclaimed (sung, announced) our sentience before—if you have known it (contained a concept for) as
you say you have known it."

Bondri trandated thisinto Loudsinger language. They checked it againgt the trandator. Viggy and
machine were more or lessin agreement. Bondri was waiting somewhat impatiently for ahuman

response.

Tasmin looked helplesdy toward Clarin. They were assembled so near the monstrous monolith that it
actually seemed to bend above them. The sounds that came from it came from here, there, everywhere.
They had no sense of location. It was not like looking into a human—or aviggy—face. Therewas no
way in which the question could be smply answered. There was no time for equivocetion, for polite,
diplomatic evasions. These words were the first between two totaly different types of sentient creatures.
Though they did not have the language of the viggies, which could speak only truth, Tasmin felt
desperately that he should try.

Clarin nodded to him, eyesfastened on his. "Tdll it," she said. "Tell it the truth. Find the words,
somehow, and tdll it the truth.”

"What do you want meto sing?' whispered Bondri. "It isavery important question the god has asked."

"l don't want you to sing,” Tasmin cried. "l want to tell it myself. Me. And Clarin and Jamieson. | want to
tell it exactly what we mean to say!"



"Do the Loudsingers have the words?'

"No, Bondri. Y ou know we don't have the words. We have to have awhile to get the words.”

"Then | will tel the Highmost Darkness thet the Loudsinger is preparing an answer.”

The troupe sang a short phrase, three times repeated, and a cascade of sound belled from the Tower.

"It undergands the difficulty this question poses,” said Bondri. "The Great One found intriguing
dternativesin encoding it linguisticaly and can extrapolate there would be dternative possibilitiesin
answer. It dlowsyoutime.”

Shaking their heads over this, trying to believe they were living aredity rather than adream, they
gathered around Donatella's synthesizer. Tasmin bent above the keyboard, making quick notations asthe
trandator gave him each key concept. Clarin was beside him. Jamieson heaved himsdlf up, tottering, and
Vivianranto hold him up.

"Liedown, young man. Y ou're not fit to be up.”

Jamieson grinned. "Y ou think I'm going to let that old man do al the Singing, Vivian?' He taggered a
little. "I'll get stronger if | move around.”

He went to peer over Tasmin's shoulder. Tasmin looked up, shook his head disapprovingly, then turned
back to the machine. After atime, Jamieson leaned closer, to help.

Occasionally the trandator beeped, clucked, and refused to offer anything at al. When this happened,
Tasmin turned to Bondri and asked, "How would you say ... " or "Isthishow you say ... ?* Bondri
offered him word or correction, and Tasmin returned to hiswork.

What concepts would the Black Tower have? No organic ones, surely. One could not talk of hearts, of
blood, of pain. Did they fed pain? Did they have honor? Did they understand truth? There were
honorifics aplenty, so they had some concept of glory and power, but what did even these mean to them?
They did understand beauty, so much was clear. There was not a phrase sung by the viggies that was not
beautiful, and that could not be accidentd. There was not aword or phrase in asuccessful Password that
was not beautiful either, and that should have told them something. Though perhapsit told them only that
viggy and human had smilar esthetics.

It emerged that the Presence had no concept of its own crystdlinity. I1ts mind existed within the grest
crystd asthe mind of humans existed within its cdlls. Was the human mind aware of its cdlular nature, of
its neurons and receptors? Only from the outside did that kind of awareness come. And what were the
minds of the Presences after al but vast arrays of didocations, molecular vacancies, sdlf-reproducing line,
and planar defects generating energy dong infinitesmd fault lines, molecular neuronsrather than
biologica ones, aloms of chromium instead of dopamine, with vacanciesin theinfinite grid serving as
receptor cells.

And yet they were aware. They knew inside from outside. They spoke from their own universeto a
universe outside themsdlves. It would suffice—as agtarting point.

Sowly, linesof musica notation grew beneath Tasmin's hands. More dowly yet, the words were
chosen.



"l can't do that," sighed Jamieson, indicating asoaring line of vocalization. He was able to stand without
help, able to move with only minor discomfort. Or so hetold himsdlf, refusing to admit how much of his
competence at the moment was mere adrendine. But he couldnt sing that ...

"I can," sad Clarin. Her voice was factud, without expression, and yet her eyeswere dive with
concentration.

"Yes, better let Clarin do that. Y ou take the other part. Thiswill be yours, Clarin,” Tasmin muttered,
dashing the notation pen across the staff, notes blooming in its wake. "Here's another one for you, Clarin.
The main themeismine. I'm leaving the embd lishmentsto you two."

Jamieson grunted, making notes on his own machine, subvocaizing certain phrasesto set them in mind.

Tasmin scowled, erased, notated once more. "This cadence, here. Take it dow; don't hurry it. Extend
this syllable out, out, that's the base. Build on that, don't loseit. Come up on the vibrato softly, then et it
grow, makeit tremble ... "

"Wait aminute," Clarin muttered, reaching for the pen and pointing at the screen. "Here, and here, do it
thisway." The glowing notes and words shivered and changed. Tasmin considered. Yes, it was better.

Wasit enough? Only the attempt would tell.

"] don't get thishit," Jamieson said. "Shouldn't it fall into the minor, TA-daroo , like that? Y ou've got it on
thenext sylldble ... "

"No, it works. Y ou initiate the harmonic line and Clarin comesin here, and me, here.”

"What arethey doing?' Bondri whispered to Donatella

"I'm not sure," the Explorer answered. "I've never seen anyone do it before.™

"How can they make asong without singing it?"

"It'sjust something they do,” shereplied.

An hour wore away, and most of another. Words and phrases were changed in meaning by others that
came before or after, by subtle modificationsin emphasis or key. They sang very softly to Bondri, phrase
by phrase, and he nodded, wondering at the strangeness of this. What would the Great Ones make of

this concept of difference? Of dominance of one group by another group? To the Great Ones, all viggies
were dike, the same. The Great Ones seemed to know nothing of individuality. What would they think?

What would they do?
Bondri turned to the senior giligee for comfort.

"All will beasal will be" it sang, quoting the fifth commandment of the Prime Song. "Be a peace,
Bondri Wide Ears"

"Tha's easy for you to sing," Bondri mumble-hummed, quoting Jamieson. This human language had
some interesting thingsin it. Sarcasm, for instance. And irony. Bondri was very taken with both.

"All right,” Tasmin cried at last. "Pay attention, class. Werre dmost Sght reading this one, so hold your
concentration. Get it right the first time, because we may not have a second chance. Donatdlla, help us



with these effects—on thislineright here ... "

"Y ou expect meto sght read thig" she exclaimed increduloudly.
"You candoit," announced Clarin through tight lips.

"It'll take dl four boxes," Jamieson said. "Tasmin leads.”

"Pronounce that word again,” Tasmin was asking Bondri. "Dooo-vah-loo-im." He made another notation
of accent on the keyboard. "Did you feed it to the other boxes, Jamieson?’

"All in but thet last change. All right.”

They stood apart, breathing deeply, the boxes supported on their retractable stands. Tasmin keyed the
first sounds he had scored, alow, brooding bass, pulsing beneath the words he was singing, the words he
was thinking. It would not be enough to sing nonsense syllables. They had sung nonsense words for
generations. Thistime he had to know what he meant.

The bass built into amighty chord of pure sound, noninstrumenta in feding, then faded away almost to
slence as Tasmin began to Sing.

"Herein thisbeautiful land,” he sang, "we lived onlies™ Thiswas a phrase Bondri had helped them with:
acondition that isnot real, aword that iswarped.

"Lies" sang Clarin and Jamieson, weaving the sound of lies into a dissonance, which throbbed for one
moment and then resolved into an expectant harmonic.

"Powerful oneslet usmoveintheselandsonly if welied." Tasmin had wanted the wordfreedom.
Neither Bondri nor the trandator could come up with anything. Did the Great Ones have any concept of
freedom? How would they?

"If wetold the truth, they would force us [the word meant shatter or demolish] away from these lands of
glory. Our voiceswould be silenced, our praise songsfalen into quiet.

"Theliesthey put into our mouthswerethese ... "

Donatdlabent frantically over her box making awild clamor of bells. Beneath Jamieson'sfingers,
trumpet sounds soared into incredible cascades of sound. Drums best in an agitated thunder under
Clarin'shands.

Three voices rose as one, separating into distinct upward spiraling tendrils of song. "They forced usto
say there were no Presences[great beings, mighty nonmobile creatures]. They told usto say the Gresat
Oneswere no more than empty stones.”

Silence. A tentative fluting. "Why?Why did they do this?* Jamieson's voicerosein alilting cusp of
sound, questioning, seeking, whedling like a seeking gyre-bird, tumbling in the air, aquestion that moved
so quickly it could not be caught or denied. "Why?"

From the troupe of Bondri Gesdl, an antiphon, unrehearsed, spontaneous asafdl of water. "Why? What
cregture could do thisthing?'



A return to the ominous base, the annunciatory drum.

"Thelaws of man [this small, mobile cresture not made as the Great Ones are made, other than the
messengers of the gods] are clear,” Tasmin sang. "Where sentient creatures dready are [beingslike the
Great Onesin thinking, making concepts] humans may not go except as those same creatures will alow.”

A hushed phrase, sung in unison, echoed by the troupe of Bondri Gesdl. "We singers respect [obey,
honor] thelaw."

"But the powerful ones do not respect thelaw,” Clarin trumpeted.
Silence. A cymbal, tapped. A woodblock sound, like the inexorable drop of water.
"We, we the singing creatures, the speaking creatures, we respect the law and yet welied ... "

Threevoicesrising in one grest harmonic chord. "Because our concepts would be broken if we left the
Great Ones. Wedid it out of fear, out of hope, out of love."

Voicestrailing into sllence. Liquescent flute sounds dripping away. A last faint cal of agrieving trumpet,
asthough from adistant rampart, being abandoned. A last tap of dack headed, fading drum. Quiet.

What adefinition of hypocrisy, Clarin thought, amost hystericaly. A symphony on human mendacity.
From the Black Tower, not aquiver.

Thefour of them stared up at the enormous height, their faces strained with the concentration of the
song, gradually relaxing, becoming dack. Jamieson staggered and collapsed on the ground, smiling
gpologeticaly a Donatellabefore he passed out. The giligees gathered around him again, chirping angrily.

Tasmin wondered weakly if they'd gotten any of the wordsright. The word for love, for instance. Bondri
had said it that way, but Bondri had had an odd expression on hiswide face when he said it. Tasmin
started to ask Bondri whether the word had ever even been used with the Presences.

And was knocked to his knees by the song coming from the Black Tower.

He could not understand aword of it. The trandator chirped and gurgled, words fled across the screen
only to be replaced with others.

Words accumulated, multiple meanings were tried and discarded. Missing sense wasfilled in on the
basis of gpeculation, words in parentheses bubbled and disappeared. Others camein their places.

"Interesting! (occupying of intelligence). More interesting (even than) the exercise (amusement,
occupation) we have (been engaged in). Small mobile creatures (having such) concepts has not (been
considered). Our messengers have not (troubled us, announced to us) concepts. Northern entities
(parts?) find this (intriguing). Southern parts (entities?) even now begin (debate upon) conceptsimplied.
Deep buried sections (pans? entities?) where the (great water lies) aso include themsalves. Wonderful!
Quitewonderful! Imperative: Explain love. Explain hope. Explain fear. "

Just in case they missed it, the Black Tower sang it twice more, in variations. The trandator compared
versonstwo and three with version one and settled upon asingle message.



Bondri had huddled down beside Clarin, the two of them arguing over an explanation of love that would
make senseto acrysaline being. An unlikely duo to be doing such athing, Tasmin thought at first. Then,
remembering certain things both Bondri and Clarin had done in the past, he thought perhapsthey were
the best onesto do so. Bondri was going on about loving sets of offspring, loving agood giligee, loving
the troupe.

Clarin didn't talk with the viggy long. Using the trandator, she began singing about hope and fear, with
the troupe of Bondri Gesdl as backup. "Those of uswith short lives," she vocalized, in aline of extended
melody, "much regret ending, becoming nothingness. Thisregret isfear. Those of uswith fragile bodies
that can be broken, much regret that breaking. Thisregret isaso fear. We fear ending and bresking. We
fear the ending of those we think of as parts of ourselves. Others are those who are not broken with us
or ended with us. Thinking of others as part of self iscaled love.

" S0, in our minds we cregte patternsin which thereis no fear. These patternsare called hope ... "

Donatellawas stretched out on the ground, smply listening, her face remote and musing. When she saw
Tasminlooking at her, she remarked, " She makesit al sound so smple, Tasmin. They'll probably
understand her, too. | told you they talked, Tasmin. | told you. God, | wish Link could behere ... "

Later, falling over themsalves from exhaustion, they tried to deep, but Bondri Gesdl kept waking them.

"The Great One wishesyou to explain pain once more, Loudsinger.” "The Great One asksthat you tell
again of the difference between bad and good." "In answer to a previous question, you used certain
Loudsinger words the Great One does not understand. The Great One wants to know more about
'sandard business practices.' " "The Great One wantsto know if you have something the same as hoosll.
| told the Great One that was anger, but it wantsyou to tdll it. It sang your particular label. Thismeansthe
Great One now knows we are each a separate creature, Tasmin Ferrence. It never thought that before.
None of them ever thought that before.”

Tasmin accepted thisthrough ahaze of fatigue. "I noticed the trandator had some trouble deciding
between parts and entities. Asthough the Presence isn't quite sure about boundaries between things.”

"The viggies noticed this, too, Tasmin Ferrence.”
"Y ou sound amazed, Bondri Gesdl."

"l am ... what isthat word Jamieson gave me? | am dumbfounded, Tasmin Ferrence. | am based in
dlence.” Bondri bounded away, obvioudy eated, only to return later, waking them al to get yet another
answer and to answer aquestion or two himself.

"What was that business about the northern and southern parts, Bondri? | didn't understand that,” asked
Jamieson.

"The oneyou call the Black Tower touches the ones you call the Watchers, deep beneath the soil. Far to
thewest it touches the ones you call Mad Gap. It touches the False Eagers and Cloud Gatherer and al
the Presences of the Redfang Range. Beneath the lands, Tasmin Ferrence, dl the Presences touch one
another. Or perhaps not quite al. Perhapsthey are dl part of onething. A thing that is everywhere,
beneath the Deepsoil, far down, even benesth the seas. We think thisis so. Or perhapsthey only talk
with one another. Thisiswhy, we viggiesthink, the Great Oneis not sure about edges of things. The
Black Tower isnot sure where it ends and other things begin. It is not madness, likethe Enigma, but it is
strangeness... "



Morning.
Donatdla, ill triumphant, to Jamieson. "I told you they talked.”

"You didn't tell methey talked al thetime." Jamieson was unable to get up, and no onewould let him
try. Still, he seemed to be aert, with a clear understanding of what was going on. He asked Tasmin,
"What do we do now? Have we got enough proof for the commission?”’

"We haven't taked to it yet about what Justinisplanningtodo ... "
"Has dready done," snapped Don. "At least partly.”

Thistook the entire morning. Some things were understood almost immediately. The Black Tower
understood destruction. It did not understand "maximizing profits," however, which Tasmin had taken
sometime to trand ate though he used the Urthish word for it, too. When the Tower finally understood
cost benefits, it had afit of hoosil, which required them to leave the vicinity for over an hour. At theend
of the hour, the concept had been spread through the vast network and they were told that all the
Presences both understood it and were equally annoyed by it asit pertained to them. What came out
always equaled what went in, so far as the Presences were concerned. Taking more out than went in was
immord, unmathematical, and illogical. Thingsdid not balance properly if more went in than out, or vice
versa

"Of course, they're completely right," Donatellasaid. "Do we want to talk about closed and open
systems? Maybe that can wait."

"It haveto wait,” Tasmin told her. "Were dl getting to the point that our voices are giving out.”

"Now what?" intoned Bondri Gesdl, sounding weary but indomitable. The troupe had spent the morning
telling each other what was happening, just to get it on record, and they had not been ableto arrive at a
finished song. Some of the words did not seem to be entirely accurate or true. The senior giligee was
having afit over that. Giligees were conservative anyhow, and this one was carrying the brain-bird of
Prime Priest Favel, which made it even more conscious of doing thingsright.

"| hate to say this, Bondri, but do you suppose we could teach the Black Tower to spesk some Urthish?
The human language? We have some words that are very cumbersometo trandate.”

"It should be very easy for them to learn the whole language,” Bondri sang. "The Great One has dready
asked usto begin." Bondri sounded offended by this.

"Y our own languageisfar superior,” Tasmin offered placatingly. "Truly."

"Oh, we know it is. More accurate. More specific.”

"Exactly.”

"Y our language, on the other hand, has alot of wordswe don't have at dl. It hasmoreroominit.”
"That'strue.

"That's what the Great One says. The Great One saysit isagood language for puzzles, becauseit can



mean many things."

"The Great Oneslike puzzles, do they?'

"For millions of yearsthey have done puzzles, Tasmin Ferrence. They have divided themsevesinto

parts. What you would cal teams. They have used usto carry puzzle moves from one part to another, so
the other team would not know what move they are making. They made usfor this, or so our Prime Song

says. Now you are their new puzzle, Tasmin Ferrence. Y ou and dl the Loudsingers. Weviggiesthink it
will beinteresting to watch them figure you out.”

"I want them to speak Urthish for only one reason, Bondri Gesdl."

"We know," said the troupe leader. "When they speak to your powerful ones, there must be no
misunderstanding what they say.”

Now Tasmin was dumbfounded. "They intend to spesk to our powerful ones?!

"They do, Tasmin Ferrence. As soon asyou give them dl the wordsin your language and tell them
where these powerful ones are to be found.”

"All thewords?'

"Arethey not in the machine somewhere? Thefemale, Clarin, said they were in the machine.”
"Thedictionary! Inthetrandator, yes."

"Can this be played to the Great Ones?

"l supposeit can." The Presences themsalves had thought of this? Well, it would certainly savethe
human voices. "l understood that recorded things were unacceptable to them.”

"Irritating to the skins, yes, Tasmin Ferrence. But they can tolerateit if they are awake."

Tasmin exchanged awondering glance with Clarin, who said, "Before they speak to the powerful ones,
Bondri Gesdl, ask the Tower if they will speak, very quietly, to persons from the citadels of the

Tripsngers?'
"They will do this, even though they say your language isugly, Clarin. It has some very bad soundsinit.”
"Would they understand an apology?'

"They dready know. They say you are ayoung race that has not had time to smooth yourself. You are
gill very bumpy." Bondri made asmildike face, fangs showing & the edges of hismouth, atrifle
malicious, Tasmin thought, before continuing. ™Y our language is bumpy, and it is obvious some of your
individua persons are dso bumps that need to be smoothed away. Or eaten, perhaps.” Bondri licked his
lips, enjoying Clarin's near success at hiding a shudder.

"Undoubtedly you have other bumps aswell. However, they find even that interesting. Thereisno end to
the interest that the Great Ones have stored up.”

Jamieson could not travel. The giligeeswould not let him travel. Tasmin knelt beside him, hishand on the



boy's shoulder, watching the rise and fdl of his chest, the flutter of eyelids, moving with the dream hewas
in.

The pressure of Tasmin's hand brought him from deep. "Magter Ferrence,” Jamieson said, wakening all
at once.

"Reb."
"I'm sorry to plop out on you thisway."
"| shouldn't have let you sing to the Tower."

"Y ou and who else would've tried to stop me?"

"Therewas a Tripsinger here awhile ago from Deepsoil Five, Reb. They heard the Tower roaring and
sent someone to find out what was going on. I've asked him to send some people out to be with you, and
with the Tower. The giligeeswill stay with you & least until then ... ™

"Have agood trip, Master Ferrence. Make it fast.”

"Wewill. I'm sorry you can't be there for the end of it, however it ends.”

"It'l end here, too, one way or the other." Jamieson grinned at him, then heaved a deep breath, as
though it hurt him to do so. "Master Ferrence.”

"Yes Reb."
"Remember, once | told you there was alot to Clarin, Sir. | told you she wanted to work with you."

"Well—she got her chance.”

"Morethan that, Sir. Tasmin." That heaving breath again. " She lovesyou. | got it out of her. | wish you'd
kind of remember that. Asafavor to me."

Tasmin could not think of anything to say. He clagped Jamieson's shoulder in his hand once more and | eft
him there.

A caravan moved from Deepsoil five westward, laden with brou. It cameto the Waichers. The

Tripsinger put back his hood and rolled up his deeves. In the Tripwagon, the backup man leaned
forward to touch the synthesizer.

Trumpet sounds. A tap of drums.
" Arndaff-du-roomavah,” the Tripsinger sang.

"Brother, brother, brother,” replied the South Watcher. "Return to the citadel and tell the Master Genera
this Presenceis his brother and wishesto speak with him."

The wagons halted.

TheTripsnger fell Slent, amazed and dizzy, totdly unbelieving.



Not a'ling quivered. The ground was slent.
"Areyou deaf?' the North Watcher rumbled. Do what your brother says.”

Outside the Jut, awagon train moved eastward aong the 'Soilcoast road. It came to the Jammers. The
Tripsingers readied themsdlves, atrifle nervoudy as every Tripsinger had done since the massacre. The
ground was quiet, suspicioudy quiet. They did not know what to make of that, and regarded each other
with unease. Thefirgt notes sounded from the Tripwagon, only to be drowned by quite another music.

"Brother, brother, brother,” sang the Jammersin close harmony. "Return to your citadel and tell your
Master Genera to check hisarmory and be ready for trouble. Also, tell him to keep quiet about it until he
hearsfrom us"

At the Redfang Range, alondy Tripsinger sat high within thefirdike glimmer of the ranked pillars, awash
in orange light. Night was coming, and he had caught no sight of anyone the Grand Master wasinterested
in. Rumors were the Grand Master's own daughter wasin here somewhere, but if that were true, she
wasn't showing herself. Sighing, he put his glassesin his pack and started down thetrall.

Ashewent into peril, he picked over the controls of hisbox, singing the Password in a passable voice, a
bit wearily. He had been sitting high on the pass dl day, and it had been afunny day. Spooky. Absolutely
quiet. No movement in the Presences at al. He yawned, garbling the first words, his mouth gaped wide.
It stuck that way. Someone elsewassinging ...

"Brother, brother, brother,” the Presence beside him vocdized softly in flutelike tones. " Tripsinger, go tell
the Master Generd of your citadel to get word to the Grand Master of the Worshipful Order that |,
Redfang, want to spesk with him."

And then, amogt as an afterthought.
"Areyou recording this, youngster? Y our Master Generd may want proof.”

The CHASE Commission was assembled in Splash One, conducting its scheduled meetings with
congderable pomp. Among the audience were anumber of VIPs, afew from Jubd, though
most—including representatives from both the current and historic press aswell as advisers and so-cdled
neutra observers from the PEC—were from off-planet. Those from Jubal included the Honorable
Wuyllum Thonks, not yet departed for he had not the means to depart, and hisless than honorable lady,
present for the same reason, dthough she did not understand why Wuyllum was a al worried. The only
thing that had upset Honeypeach in along, long time was Maybell€'s disappearance. Justin wanted her
and Justin was getting nasty about it. Honeypeach licked the corners of her mouth and visualized what
she would do when shefound the girl. Maybelle had to come out of hiding sometime.

Grand Master Thyle VVowe was a0 in attendance, though severd of hisfriends and colleagues were
not. Gereny, for example, and Jem. And that sweetheart of Rheme's, the Governor's daughter, the one
that Vowe had personally pulled off that boat before Honeypeach Thonks could lay hands on her.
Luckily Rheme had aerted them to provide a backup escape, just in case she didn't get away. These
three and some others had established quite aredoubt in the haf-empty warehouse in the fishing village of
Tdlawag. That it was an unlikely place for them to hide could have been testified to by severa minions of
Honeypeach's who had been searching for Maybelle ever since VVowe had abducted her. So far, they
hadn't even come close.



Watching Honeypeach steam had given V owe enough satisfaction to carry him over the deadly boredom
of the hearings. He was of the opinion that the hearings were designed to be deadly, planned to be
uninteresting in the extreme. Witness after witness testified to attempts to make sense out of Presence
noises, some of them philologists who spoke pure jargon with no recognizable meaning. No one
mentioned viggies. No one even thought of viggies. Vowe wondered at this. He had ways had
suspicions about viggies.

Harward Justin squatted at one side of the hearing room, low-bottomed as atoad, his dushy eyes
swiveling from sdeto sde of the room, histhin mouth stretching in agratified grimace whenever a
witness made aparticularly telling point. For dl the boredom, the place was crowded and concentration
wasintense.

Thus when someone jostled the Grand Master, he did not immediately respond. It took the elbow in his
ribs twice more before he looked down to see anote held in the hand of an anonymous donor who was
looking everywhere but at the Grand Magter.

"Emergency. Northwest Citadel, soonest.” The name appended was Jasum Porlees, Master Genera of
the Northwest Citadel. He and Thyle Vowe had been boysin choir school together.

The Grand Master et alittle time e apse, then squirmed through the crowd to the door. Outside on the
seps, the same anonymous man was standing, staring out over the city and talking dmost without moving
his mouth. "Theresan air car waiting for you at the garage, Grand Magter. Y our friend says hurry.”

It was only when Thyle Vowe was hafway to the garage that he realized the man who had been talking
to him was Rheme Gentry.

"Y our daughter'sdl right,” said the Master Generd of the Northwest, soon after Thyle Vowes arrival.
He poured a cup of teafor the Grand Master and waited for the inevitable question.

"Whereis she, Jasum?"

"Somewhere near the Black Tower. Or maybe most of the way here, by now. Probably coming pretty
fadt, Snce they won't haveto sing their way by anything.”

"Won't haveto what? What in hell are you talking about?'

"Y ou're not going to believe who told me, Thyle. Best way to tell you isto show you. Areyou up for a
short mulerideinto the Redfang Range?"

The commission had heard witnesses for ten days and part of an eeventh. Findly it recessed for aday
or two before reconvening to consider its findings. Some of the members took advantage of this
interruption to see something of Juba while there was till, in one member's words, something to see. The
destruction that would occur following their pronouncement was fully understood by certain members of
the commission, athough not by Honeypeach's stepson, the chairman, Y mries Fedder. He had been
brou-sotted in his gpartment since arrival, and the commission had been chaired by itsvice chairman, a
junketeering bureaucrat from Heron's World.

Harward Judtin retired to the BDL building to teke care of afew details. Wuyllum Thonks was waiting
for him there.

"What the hell are you doing here, Thonks?'



"That'swhat 1'd like to know. What am | doing here? Honeypeach and | were supposed to be off this
place aweek or more ago."

"After the findings are announced, Governor, you can be on the first ship out. Along with the commission
members. | had to seal things up to prevent any last-minute problems.”

"And when will thefirst ship out beleaving?'

"Three or four days. Maybefiveif they want to makeit look good. Some of them are Sghtseeing right
now. They may take an extraday or two."

"Y ou don't anticipate any trouble?'

"| dways anticipate trouble, Thonks. That'swhy it never bothersme." Justin smiled, adithering of lips
acrossirregular teeth, making Wuyllum think of snakeswrithing over stones. "Troubleisjust another thing
to plan for, Governor."

Wuyllum shivered for no discernible reason. "I'll tell Honeypeach.”

"Speaking of your charming wife. "Justin smiled again, aparticularly reptilian smile. "Honeypeach
promised to introduce meto your lovely daughter, but seemingly she's disappeared. Did you ever find
her?"

"Not yet." Wuyllum waved the question away, refusing to consider the implications of what Justin had
just said. "Maybelle had planned to return to Serendipity. It's her home, you know. When she was
disappointed about the journey, she probably went to stay with friends. No doubt shelll turn up. Well.
Well be expecting space, Justin. On thefirst ship out. You'l let usknow."

"Remind your charming wife about the introduction, Thonks. | certainly want to meet your daughter
before you leave. The Governor's residenceis right next door. Call me when you find her.”

The Governor |€eft, ashen-faced. He did not care terribly what might happen to Maybdlle. He was,
however, suddenly very worried that he might not be able to find her. Justin, for some inscrutable reason
of hisown, had just placed a price on Wuyllum's departure.

As soon as Justin was alone, he commed Colonel Lang, commander of the troops on Juba. The men
and the equipment were ready. As soon as the commission announced itsfindings, they could stan
blasting their way into every dirt town east of the coast.

"Colond Lang?'

"Manager Judtin. "

"It comesto mind, Colond, that there may be some demonsirations when the commisson announcesiits
findings"

"Isthat o, Sir? Everything seems very peaceful .

Justin sneered. The man was being dow on theload. "Wdll, the findings haven't been announced yet,
havethey?'



"That'swhy I'm wondering why there should be disorder, Sir. If we don't know what the findings are,
then we can't know what the response will be, can we?"

The officer's voice had been very dry, dmost insolent, and Justin cursed himself. Damn the man's nervel
He wasright, though. Any preemptive action, particularly while the commission members and observers
were gill on the planet, might be interpreted as exactly what it was.

"So long asyou're ready for any eventudity, Colond.”

"Oh, indeed, Sir. Always ready for any eventuaity.” Colone Lang punched the com out. Every company
of troopers moving toward the east had trailed behind it astring of relay points. Orders could be sent
down those relay stations within hours. Once the commission's findings were known, ordersto begin
destruction would be received by the troopers without delay and Colonel Lang intended to join in the fun.
However, just to avoid any problem later on, the Colond did not intend to send those orders until the
commission'sfindings were formally announced.

At another military office in Splash One, Captain JinesVerbold put down the snoop-ear that had been
tuned to the Colond's call.

"Harward Judtin," he explained unnecessarily to hisvistor.
"| thought s0," said Rheme Gentry. "He's getting nervous, now that everything's coming to aclimax.”
"When'sdl thisclimaxin' goin' to take place?’

" After the commission reconvenes to consder itsfindings, but before those findings are announced.
While the observers are till here, needlessto say. Probably tomorrow.”

"It would've been nice to have alittle more notice," the Captain said mildly. "Not complainin', you
understand. Just commentin'.”

"Sorry, Captain. We've only known about it ourselves for the past day or two. Weve acquired some
unexpected dlies. It was ... well, to say theleast, it was asurprise.”

"Youwouldnt caretotel me... "

"Can't. Sworn to secrecy. You'll know when it happens.”

"Y ou want to tell mewhere?'

"Y ou know where the commission members are housed, Captain?"

"Judtin fixed up an old BDL residentid building out at the east edge of town.”
"Right. I'd keep an eyeon that if | wereyou.”

"How can| help?'

"Captain, it would be useful if there were afew troops on Juba that Justin couldn't get at for awhile. Just
in case some very important orders arrive, you know? Orders that replace the current chain of



command? Since you were given the assgnment of keeping order herein the city, you're elected. Of
course, your opinions have been noted, too, aong the way."

"My big mouth,” murmured the Captain.

"Let'ssay you let it be known where your sympathieslay. Well, as| said, it'd be avery good thing if
there was a good-size body of men elsewhere. Elsewhere, but not too far away. Say, oh, an hour's
move, if possble. Needlessto say, they should be ready for action on receipt of orders.”
"Who—ah, who might they expect to get orders from?"

"Someone very high up, Captain. Someone outranking the Colond by agood bit."

"Sayin' they're my men, I'd bein the clear then?'

"Oh, yes, Captain. You'll bein the clear. Better than in the clear. Y our cooperation with legitimate
authority will be noted.”

"If | can stay out of Colond Lang'sway until then.”
"Yes Thereisthat."
"I'm not sure enough of the men would back mein outright mutiny.”

"| understand the problem.”

Verbold frowned, drumming hisfingers on his desk as he consdered the Stuation. ™Y ou know, Justin
has his own security forces. BDL people. They're spread al over, watchin' everyone, runnin’ back to the
BDL building carryin' tales. | suppose you know that Justin doesn't trust just anybody. That bunch is hard
and mean, and | wouldn't want to tangle with "em.”

"Hm. Damn. I'd forgotten that. Is there anything you could do to be sure they are where they won't give
you any trouble? Say, a& BDL headquarters.”

"Ah." Captain JnesVerbold thought quietly for atime, stroking hischin. "If his security forcesarein the
building, then you've got dl the maggotsin one hole, don't you? Wdll, | might cal Justin and tell him to be
sure hisown men are guarding BDL because ... "

"Becauseyou've had rumorsof ah ... an nation attempt among ... ah, covert Crystdlites,”
suggested Rheme. " People who didn't get rounded up when the others did. People he didn't identify,
because he didn't buy them in thefirst place. Redl converts. Red religious fanatics.”

"Oh, yes. Covert Crystdlites. Why, I've been hearing about this assassination business from covert
Cryddlitesfor sometime. Yes. | mugt let Justin know. Hell pull hismenin, and then | think I'll take mine
out on maneuverstonight. Out, but not too far out.”

"Dothat," agreed Rheme, drily. "Just be sure I've got away to reach you."
During the night, afog came up. When morning arrived, there were cottony mists hiding the environs of

Splash One. At the building on the outskirts of the city, which had been remodeled for their use,
members of the CHASE Commission and various observers from the PEC got out of bed, looked



through their windows, and sighed. Many of them had not dept particularly well. There had been strange
tremorsin the night, shiverings and rollings. Not enough to panic anyone, but enough to rouse some and
cause bad dreamsin others.

On ausud morning breskfast would be served on the terrace. On afoggy morning like this, the somber
dining room would probably be substituted, to no one's satisfaction. In preparation for this event, and
othersthat would follow, members washed themsalves and cleaned their teeth, scratched themsalves and
engaged in other, moreindividua, wake-up practices. Some of the commission members considered
what findings they would give. Others didn't bother. In their cases, the findings had aready been paid for
and needed no consideration.

Among the ancillary personnd, and one of those last to arrive on Jubal, was atall, moustached
gentleman of unmistakably military bearing, who openly carried PEC observer identification. Therewas
another, rather different set of papersin ahidden compartment in histraveling case. Thismorning, as part
of his preparation for the day, this observer removed the papers from hiding and transferred themto a
breast pocket, where they would be readily available. They bore, on the lower |eft-hand corner, the
linked dlipsesthat were the sgn of CHAIN.

Outsde of town on alow hill, Tasmin got off his mule and helped Clarin down aswell. Donatella had not
yet arrived, but they expected her shortly.

"Foggy," sad Clarin.

"He sad it would be"

"Why do you cdl him he?' she asked. "I mean, why do you call it he?"
"l don't know. It had a deep voice. Mostly. | guessthat's why."

"| guessthat'swhy | did, too. Then | got mad at mysdf for doing it.”
"Do you think the new oneisready?'

"He... it ... the Black Tower said it would be."

"Whet'sits name?'

"Nobody said. | guesswell ask it."

"Where's Bondri?' Tasmin asked.

"Could be anywhere. Mot likely isanywhere. HEll comewhen we cdl him. He says.”
"I kept thinking the viggies were going to reingtitute the taboo.”

"Not after their Great Ones told them not to. According to Bondri, our whole tribe has become a debt
of honor, Tasmin."

"Tribe?'

"Tripsngers. Explorers. Us. We're the good guys.”



"The bad guys have dl the guns, though." He was staring at the city before him, athoughtful ook on his
face.

"What are you thinking about?'

"Donatellaslover. Link. Shetold the giligees about him. They may be ableto fix him."

"1 wonder if the debt would extend that far.”

"No. They sang about that for quite awhile and decided it was a private matter. They have aword for
private reproductive or affectional matters, but I've forgotten what it is. Anyhow, she'd haveto pay for
it

"With what?"

"Meat. Bantigons, | guess. They say they like bantigon. Hell, sodo |."

"Look. Thefog isburning off," shesaid.

They watched asthe dow vellslifted. Donatellarode up beside them and joined the quiet scrutiny.
"Thereitis" whispered Clarin.

"Where?'

"Over there. A kind of greenish shadow between us and the residence where the CHASE people are.”

"God! It'ssobig | didn't even seeit.”

"With the top of it hidden that way, it looks like ahuge new building, sort of "

Asthefog rose, the new Presence came clearly into view. Green asnew grassin the dim light, growing
more glowingly emerdd asthe mist burned away. Two hundred feet high, perhaps. A narrow tower of
living crystd inwhich the light danced and pkyed.

"They didn't grow it thet fast!"

"No, it's been there, degp down. They pushed it up from underneath, according to Bondri." Donatella
yawned, shaking her head.

"Without an earthquake?”
"According to Bondri, just afew shivers.”
"Where did you see Bondri?*

"He's back there," Donatella gestured. "He says helll come out later on. Right now he and the troupe
want to watch and sing, so they can remember it right!™

When it became obvious the fog was burning away, the manager of the hostelry told the dining room



supervisor to serve bregkfast on the terrace as usua. The supervisor set up the tables and the buffet,
never lifting her eyesfrom theleve of utensils and plates. The commission members and observers, when
they arrived, sought hot drinks and companionship. Fog still lay mistily above them, alow ceiling of
shifting vellsthat hid any distant view. It was severd minutes before the gentleman of military bearing,
who was somewhat older and less gregarious than the rest, said in atone of astonishment, "Was that
there yesterday?"

The otherslooked out and then up, seeing abulky structure nearby, itstop hidden in thefog. They
continued to stare as the migts shifted away, perceiving the crysta tower for thefirst time. It wasn't a
building, as some of them had assumed when they had subconscioudy noticed the bulk. It wasn't a
building, and it hadn't been there the day before.

Some of the members, those who had been paid to bring in certain, predetermined findings, began to
entertain horrible suspicions.

These suspicions were verified amoment |ater.

"Good morning, members of the CHASE Commission and observers from the Planetary Exploitation
Council," caroled the looming green tower in impeccably articulated harmonic fifths. "'For your
convenience, you may address me as Emerad Eminence. | am here to testify before you asto the
sentience of the Presences on Jubal.”

Everyone, including the observersfrom the PEC, later agreed that by the time the viggies appeared on
theterrace, infull choruswith an Urthian libretto, their obvious sentience was an anticlimax.

Within moments of thefirst appearance of the new Presence, Justin was aware of it. The resdence
provided for the CHASE Commission had been well equipped with eyes and ears. Justin was not one to
leave anything to chance.

Now he stared at the smdl holostage on his desk in furious disbdlief. Theimage of the Emerad
Eminence appeared tiny and irrd evant and he heard the words coming from it with angry incredulity.
Nothing had prepared him for this. No one had even suggested that this could happen. It was atrick!
Had to be. It had to be explained to the commission members as atrick. Somehow it had to be
explaned avay ...

But he couldn't wait on that! He picked up the com and punched for Colond Lang.
"Send the ordersto destroy,” he snarled.

"The commission report isnt in,” The Colond objected, testily. The Colond had eyes and ears of his
own.

"Y ou can send the ordersto your troops and gpologize later, telling them you thought the commission
had reported, or you can refuse, in which case | have some papersto be transmitted to your superior
officerswithin the hour. | think these papers would solve the Jut Massacre mystery to everyone's
satisfaction. No one has ever known how the assassins got off the Jut ... until now."

Colond Lang's voice cracked with rage. "Y ou'd implicate yoursdlf, Justin!™

"Youthink I care?1'm going to hold this planet, Lang. I'm going to take it over. I'm going to get rid of al
the roadblocks and take it for mysalf. There won't be any sentience to question when I'm through withiit,



and I've got somefriendsin very high places. Now what are you going to do?*
Therewas only amoment's reluctant silence. "I'll send word to the troops.”
"Fine. Dothat."

There was a disturbance somewhere in the building. Justin went to the door of his office and listened to
the uproar from the reception area below. Raised voices, one screeching, the other bellowing.
Honeypeach Thonks and Wuyllum. So, they had a so seen the Presence speaking to the commission and
had come for asylum. Justin showed histeeth. Let them. It might come to the point that any pair of hands
that could recharge arifle would be an asset.

Justin summoned his chief of security and barked haf a dozen hasty orders. Thanksto Verbold'stimely
warning about the assassination attempt, all the men were present. There were enough forces and
wegponsinside thewallsto hold the BDL building againgt anything the planet had available to bring
againg him. And in addition to that, the building had afew nasty surprises built in, surprisesthat Justin
had arranged for, even though he had never redly thought held have to use them.

By the time he finished—first with the Presences and then with Juba—any power that might have
opposed him would be gone!

Partway up the vertical shaft that burrowed down six floors through the BDL building walls, Gretl
Mechas leaned her head againgt the wall and listened. The bottom of the shaft was now within inches of
the god. Thelast few bucketsfull of shattered mud brick had been hauled up and poured away. Now
she could hear great disturbance insde the building, much shouting, feet hammering to and fro. Taking a
deep breath, she began to ascend the peg ladder to the servant's quarters, amost a hundred feet above
where Michad waited. It wastime.

18

Since Jamieson and Clarin had first encountered them blocking the way west, the troopers had
methodicaly worked their way farther into the ranges. Although led initidly by Explorers, most groups
had long since lost their guides. Asthe intent of the troops had become clear, the Explorers had vanished.
Thisdid not greetly disturb the officers, who had been well briefed by Colond Lang, athough it
occas oned amild spookiness among the ranks, inclining them to start at the least sound and move hastily
away from anything that resembled a Presence.

"Y ou don't understand,” ayoung lieutenant remonstrated with his men. "When we get the orders, were
going to blow them up. They won't be able to do anything to usif they're blown up!"

From time to time a shadowy, dusk-hidden figure might approach a nervous group to ask some such
guestion as, "How much of them do you suppose is showing? Most of the Presence is underground. If
we blow up the top, what's the bottom part going to do?'

The shadowy figure would then drift away, leaving the enlisted men to passthis question on to their
fellows. They didn't know who had asked them—just “somebody." The officer, aware that hysteriahad
gone abit further than consonant with discipline, tried to find the somebody with no success, and the
Tripsinger who had started the rumor moved back into the ranges to think up something ese, equaly
troublesome.



Thiskind of harassment, which was widespread, made the Tripsingerswho did it fed dightly better, but
did amost nothing to mitigate the danger to the Presences. The troops kept on moving eastward, and
when the orders from Colonel Lang began to reach them, there were bodies of well-equipped men
dallying dong within afew hours march of amost twenty mgjor Presences.

The orderstold them they needed delay no longer.

Sergeant (sometime) Halky Bend had been detailed to lead a smdl group of men at afast pace, guided
by an unwilling Explorer knight, by acircuitous route to the Watchers. The route was no good for
wagons or mules, but men on foot could makeit. Bend had been released from the disciplinary barracks
in order to lead the group because he was known to move quickly, he was thought to be indomitable,
and he had been in the stockade only for breaking most of the bonesin awoman's face, not for any
serious breach of military discipline.

When the orders came, Halky, his men, and the Explore—who had been marching for some days at the
end of ashort and uncomfortable rope—were ill milesfrom the Watchers.

"Get amove on," Halky instructed the Explorer, both verbaly and physicaly. "Accordin’ to this map,
weve got five milesto go yet!"

Hisingtructions were interrupted by the return of a point man who came back over an easternridge at a
run, hollering, "Sar'n, Sar'n,” as though he'd spotted a diamond mine. When they arrived at the top of the
ridge, it was easy to see why. The False Eagerslay below them, ranked towers of glittering gems.
Halky'slips parted in alascivious smile. He licked them with a suddenly dry tongue, then spread the map
to see whether anyone had identified this opportunity for him.

The glittering spires of the Eagers were regarded as one of the visual wonders of the known universe;
they were not listed on the map as atarget; they threatened no shipping route; no one had thought to
guard them. To Halky Bend, however, they were an irresigtible lure.

Halky had left Heron's World just one step ahead of the planetary police. He had stolen nothing much,
killed nobody important, and engaged in no large-scale fraud or blackmail. Halky's crimes were often not
motivated by profit at al. He smply liked to break things. His earliest years had been made joyous by
destruction. Hisfirst orgasm had been accompanied by the incomparable clatter of huge windows faling
before afusillade of stones. He and severa adolescent cronies had twice managed to shatter
millennia-old stained-glass windowsin a historic church and get clean away, though later and more
ambitious exploits, which brought together certain incendiary devices and severd large public buildings,
brought the police closing on his hedls. Well aware of this, he had joined the military and shipped out.

Now as he stared at the marvelous scintillation of the Eagers, he heard in hismind the tinkle and crash of
broken crystd, the satisfying impact one felt when hitting something that would not bend or give way and
could not hit back. With afeding not so much akin asidentica to sexud lust, he announced target
practice. The troop set up their smple mortars and fired afew rounds to get the range. Thousand-year
crystals shattered and fell. Diamond towers shivered into glittering shards. A cry as of agonized reproach
came from the ground, and hearing this the troopers whooped and cheered, bringing the mortars to bear
upon the few Tineea Singersthat were il intact. Within the hour, the Eagers were no more.

While everyone was having fun, the Explorer escaped.

Within the next hour, every Presence on Jubal knew the Eagers were gone. They told every Tripsinger
and every viggy within range of their voices. As soon as the Explorer found friends, every Presence,



every Tripsnger, and every viggy aso knew the name of Halky Bend.

A large company, under the command of Colonel Roffles Lang himsdlf, was brought by coastd flier to
the southern coast and then inland asfar as was safe to do so. The company needed to march only alittle
farther north to reach the Enigmaand begin an assault on it. Tripsingersfrom Degpsoil Five fought in
defense of the shrieking Presence dongside a dozen Explorer knights, but they could not get close
enough to the well-armed troops to cause them any rea damage. The Enigma shuddered, screamed in
two voices, and fdll at last into amountain of scarlet glass, abloody wound on Jubal's skin. The
Tripsinger defenders retreated northward to the citadd at Degpsoil Five, which they felt they would have
to defend before long. Colond Lang regarded the results of the action with satisfaction and sat down to
look at the map. There were other targets listed on their route of march: Sky Hammer, the Amber Axe,
the Deadly Dozen, Cloud Gatherer, and then, findly and most importantly, the Black Tower. The
Presences were so close together that Lang felt they could probably al be destroyed within aday. In
fact, he could leave the closer and lesser targetsto ajunior officer and quick-march with a select group
to take care of the Black Tower himsdlf.

Stopping in the Redfang Range on their way to the Jammers, agun crew took sight on the Redfang and
saturated the areawith explosive charges. When they were finished, only rubble remained—rubble and
the far-off sound of viggiesgrieving.

Outside Splash One, the CHASE Commission members, al of whom had seen and heard both the
Emerad Eminence and the viggies, stubbornly inssted on arguing their findings for what remained of the

day.

"A trick," asserted one dewlapped man with darting and suspicious eyes who had been paid well for his
participation on the commission and had aready spent the money. He was convinced the credit would
have to be returned if he did not do what he had been paid to do, and he did not have it to give back. "It
wasatrick," hesad firmly, eyesflicking from left to right to left again.

"What about the viggies?' someone demanded for the tenth time.

Theviggieswereinarguable. The viggieswere Sitting there, occasonaly bouncing in their comfortable
chairs, looking interested and asking questions. Enough of the commission members clung to their
commitments, however, that it was not until very late that night that the exact wording of the findingswas
agreed upon. Sinceit was S0 late, the commission retired without announcing what those findings were.

In the bowds of the BDL building, Harward Justin blew the dust from a cracked notebook he had dug
from the back of along-closed drawer and flipped the pagesto find the checklist he had written there
years ago. Reading fromiit, item by item, he crossed the room to alocked control board, which he
tugged at in futile impatience for amoment before fumbling in his pocket for keys. He had not beenin this
room for dmost ten years. He had not really thought the time would ever come when he would need it.

Staggering footsteps on the stairs brought him away from the control board, teeth bared, furious a the
interruption. Wuyllum Thonks was stalking down the stairs as though he were a home in the gardens of
Government House, Honeypeach behind him, both wearing expressions of angry disdain.

"Judtin,” complained Honeypeach. "Weve just been watching troopers marching in from somewhere.
They've surrounded us. | don't think it's Colondl Lang's men. | haven't seen him. But they do have guns
and things. And | can't reach Ymriesat dl, I'vetried and tried ... "

Wuyllum added his own comments. "It'd be smart to go on out and give oursalves up, Justin. Put agood



face on it, show them we're innocent. They'll never convict us of anything anyhow. Not you or us, not
with the friends we have and the money we can put into our defense. If we stay in here, they may assault
the building! We could dl get killed."

"Shut up,” snarled Justin. ™Y ou and your whorelady get out of here, Wuyllum. I've given you guest
rooms. Go stay there."

Ignoring theinsult to hislady, Wuyllum went on. "At least tell your security peopleto let usout. If you
don't want to giveup, dl right ... "

"Jugtin!" cried Honeypeach, "why, how could you say such ahorriblething ... ™

Jugtin turned, arm out, catching her across the face with the full force of hisweight, crumpling her against
thewall. "I said to get that dut out of here," heinstructed Thonks. "I've till got achanceif | can bring
enough of those damned crystals down in ahurry, and I'm not going to waste time fooling with you or
your trull. If you want to go on living, get away from me." He turned away from them, not bothering to
see whether Wuyllum dragged the bloodied Honeypeach away.

The ingtdlation before him controlled a battery of chemical rockets, rockets without eectronic
components, rockets carrying nothing that could be atered or burned out by the mysterious interventions
of Juba. The Watchers, the Mad Gap, the Enigma, the Black Tower, and haf ahundred other Presences
had been pretargeted by these missiles. Though Verbold's troops had probably demolished some or even
many of these Presences, the fact that troops now surrounded the BDL building argued that the
destruction orders had aready been countermanded. Justin could not depend on the troops to clear the
trangportation routes on Jubd ...

But if the troops couldn', the rockets could. Let the rockets fly and the routes to the dirt townswould
be open. Therewouldn't be any Presences|eft on this part of Juba! Evenif he had to lielow for awhile,
he could come back to pick up the pieces. With dl that money on Serendipity—his own and what his
phoney Crystalites had squirreled avay—there was plenty to start again. Even if he had to leave Jubal
forawhile...

With the redundancies he'd programmed in to prevent accidents, it would take an hour'swork to set up
the firing sequences. Once they were set, however, Justin could leave them to their work. He had abolt
hole, an escape tunnel dug ostensibly as a sewer line when the BDL headquarterswas built. At the far
end of it was acavernous garage, and in that garage was a quiet-car. Eastward, about two hours drive,
there was arefuge he had prepared years before. He could hide there until he could get off-planet to
collect the money that would let him come back and start again. He had planned for trouble. Justin
aways planned for trouble. Just as he planned for Jubal!

His plansfor Juba were not going to be forestalled by afew talking crystals and a mutinous commission.
Hislips drawn back into an anima snarl, Justin set to work.

"Stdemate," said Rheme Gentry to Tasmin. "Jugtin's holed up in the BDL building. I'm afraid of what he
hasin there. Logically, we should take the place out now, but we don't have the wegpons here to knock
it down—all the heavy wesponry on the planet iswith Lang's men. We won't even have enough men to
mount an assault until Lang'stroops return, assuming they do. All we can do iskeep Justin and hismen
penned up in there until the Generd can get some help from off-planet.”

"The Gengrd ?"



"My uncle. Zorton Pardo. He's the commander of CHAIN, and if you don't know what that is, neither
doesanyone d<e. It'sthe very quiet, dmost invisible enforcement arm of the PEC. | sort of work for him.
He showed up here as one of the PEC observers. He's taken command of the troops on Juba. But my
message never got off-planet, and with atypica lack of foresight, he didn't bring agunship with him."

"Has he stopped the destruction!”

"Orders have gone out. It may take awhilefor them to arrive. Y ou know that, Tripsinger.” Rheme'sface
was blotched and gray with fatigue. "And if Justin doeswhat | think he meansto, it won't make any
difference”

Tasmin put hisfaceinto hishands. The Enigmawas gone. Redfang was gone. The Eagers were gone. All
the Presences had trumpeted the destruction of the Eagers. Tasmin remembered the Eagers. He
remembered traveling through them with Clarin, when he wasfirst aware of Clarin. He remembered
going home from them to Celcy, when Celcy was il dive. The memories swirled and twined to become
joined in hismind, twisted together like asiriped candy, infinitely sweet, nausestingly sad, apain that
clenched the guts like a cancer, eating him—women and Jubdl, love and love—the one destroyed, the
other destroyed. Hiswoman, women, this place. Everything heloved. This man, he said to himsdlf with
hating fury, thisman is destroying, has destroyed everything. Harward Justin!

"What d'you think he'sgot in there?' Tasmin gasped.

"We know what he has. I've picked up some of the origina construction workers, and they're happy to
tell us everything they ever knew. He's got over a hundred pretargeted chemical rockets without any
fancy electronicsat dl. No seeker components. No hunters. They're aimed just asyou'd am a projectile
rifle. By aming thelaunch tubes.

"Hesgoing to set them off," Tasmin said definitely.

"Hemay, yes."

"Not may. Will. That's exactly what helll do. He'slike an animal when you corner it. Hell go down
fighting with everything he has" Tasmin's mind spun, jittered. He knew his perception of Justin wastrue.
"Justin's theory would be he could dways pick up the pieces. Break Jubd into enough pieces, no one
esewill care about it, then helll salvage what's|eft. Or held think that if he committed enough destruction,
he could get away in the confusion. Either way, Rheme, he's going to set them off."

"How do we stop him?' Rheme asked helplesdly.

Tasmin concentrated, his nose wrinkling amost like an animd's. "Evacuate the areaaround the BDL
building,” he demanded. "Move. Right now. Get the troopers away from there.”

"What doyou ... " Rheme stopped as he saw he was talking to Tasmin's fleeing back. He was headed
away a arun, toward the Eminence. Cursing briefly, Rheme turned to do what Tasmin had suggested.

Tasmin found Don and Clarin beside the Eminence, together with Bondri Gesdl. He hailed them
breathlesdy.

Two verba acknowledgements, one quaver of song, and a deep musical tone that was somehow
interrogetive.



He blurted out what Rheme had told him, what he himself suspected, repeating and stuttering, trying to
make both Bondri and the Eminence understand projectiles, what they were, where they were, what they
might do. "There!" he pointed. "Behind the BDL building wall."

"More destruction?’ queried the Eminence, the mighty voice trembling, shivering. With fear?
Apprehension? Fury? It was the Eminence that had told them the Eagers were gone, the Enigma,
Redfang, the Amber Axe—thelist had seemed endless.

"It can be stopped if you can move the rockets. Or break down the installations where they are. Or
break the controlsthat go to them ... "

"Silence. Then avoice dmogt gentle, speaking words Tasmin did not understand.
"The Great One wishesto know if there are any individua s—persons—near that place,” Bondri asked.

From where they stood, they could ook down into the city. Rheme had taken Tasmin serioudy. The
areaaround the BDL building and Government House had been evacuated of civilians when the troopers
surrounded it. Now even they were retreating, moving away quickly, herding afew stubborn civilians
before them.

"Tell the Great One no oneisthere except those evil ones who have caused the destruction,” Tasmin
told Bondri.

"The Great One used our |language because he needed to know what istrue," apologized Bondri.
"Tel the Great Onethat | understand.”

There was further conversation in the viggy tongue, then Bondri gestured toward the long eastern dope
abovethe city. "The Presences will try to stop further destruction. Y ou could watch from up there," he
suggested. "That place should be safe”

Tasmin moved in the direction the viggy had indicated. He felt hollow, burned out ingde, asthough his
perceptions formed athin shell around vacancy. Clarin and Don were behind him, leading their mulesand
his. The animas had beengrazing at the foot of the Eminence, no more concerned by itssize or the noise
it made than by any other on Jubal. Bondri and some of histroupe went off to one side. It was nearing
dawn. Only onefull day since the Eminence had heaved itsalf up out of the cracking Degpsoil. One day
since the Eagers had gone. Tasmin cursed. From behind him, Clarin reached out, then dropped her hand.
There was nothing anyone could say to him now. Since he had heard about the Eagers, he had been shut
down, amost as he had been when Celcy died. It was as though everything that had happened had been
focused on one point somewhereingde him. Only that one point had vaidity for him now.

They cameto arocky ledge about haf a mile from the edge of the city. A narrow belt of farms lay west
of them, then ashort street lined with low storage buildings, another street of small stores, and finally the
wall that marked the eastern boundary of the three great Structures: Government House, the empty
citaddl, and the BDL building. Around thiswall, Captain VVerbold's troops had been established in asolid
line, well protected behind hastily built barricades. Now the barricades were abandoned. The troops
were on building tops and at street corners some distance away. There were none on the near side at all.

Tasmin glared at the wal asthough it were his enemy. Behind the wall was Harward Jugtin. If something
happened to that wall, if that wal came down, Harward Justin would run. Hewould run. Tasmin licked
hislips, amazed a the flavor of that thought, the flavor of seeing Justin run, skittering like acrysta mouse,



dodging, evading, eventually being caught. Oh, the catching. Tasmin's muscles tensed, asthough he
prepared to legp. Adrenaline poured into hisveins, and he tasted it, tasted the thought of doing something
himsdf ingtead of gtting idly by while everyone and everything e se acted.

Oh, yes, Justin would run. And if hedid, it would haveto bein thisdirection.

Tasmin gtared around himsdlf, searching the ground between where they were standing and the city,
peering here and there, his head twiting, eyes glittering.

"What makes you so sure hélll comethisway?' asked Clarin.

Heturned in amazement. Don had moved away, toward the viggies, but Clarin was sitting camly on her
mule, dark hair tumbled around a clean-washed and expressionless face. "Y ou are watching for Justin,
aren't you?' she asked.

"How did you know?'

"Because our minds are alike, Tasmin. Because hé'sthe one," she said. "The one you can blameit dl
on."

"Do you object?" he grated, unreasonably angry.

She shook her head, kept her face calm, euded hiswrath. "What makes you believe hed come this
way?'

"Thecity'sal torn up," he snarled, not redizing he had thought it dl out. "If he hasatunnd, it couldn't go
in the direction of the city. They keep digging foundations and substreets and drainage trenches. He
couldn't have had atunnd going into the city and kept it hidden. It would have to comethisway."

She amiled, atiny, bardly curved Upline. "Amazing, Tasmin. My father told me you were clever.”

"Your father?"

"Thyle Voweismy father. Never mind. So you redly think Justin will come.”

"If he can move, hell come.”

"Y ou could be hurt. Killed." She said it cdmly, asthough it didn't matter.

Hedidn't hear her.

Colond Lang'sdetall arrived at the Black Tower early in the morning, tired but till functioning. A few of
the men had been killed, falen to Tripsinger sniper fire or shattered into bloody fragments by atoo close
approach to troublesome 'lings, but the dead were no more than Lang had been willing to sacrifice. He
had been more concerned about losing hisweaponry, but it had arrived virtudly intact. Now he directed
his men to within aquarter mile of the Tower and there set up hismortars.

Jamieson, fairly well recovered from hisinjuries on the Enigma, lay on aledge to one sde of the Tower.
For thelast few days, Jamieson had been living his own resurrection, as though in heaven and granted the

privilege of talking with God. He and the Presence had spent long hoursin colloquy, hoursthat were as
ecdatic as any Jamieson could remember. Now he lay on the ledge with Tripsingers from Deepsoil Five



scattered around him, determined to defend the Presence against whatever came. The men were
equipped with wegpons that the armorer of the citadel—who had been working on them franticaly for
days—had assured them would have more than twice the range of the usud stun rifles. Below the Black
Tower, Highmost Darkness, and so forth, the two giligees who had stayed behind with Jamieson were
preparing to leave. They had not been diligent about their preparations, and Jamieson called to them that
the attack was imminent.

"Get out of there" he demanded. "Tumble down."

"Stayed to be sure you were fixed," sang the giligees softly. They had become very fond of Jamieson. He
had a voice better than most viggies and was very good to sing with. Listening to Jamieson and the Black
Tower had been edifying. They had much to sing to the troupe when they were reunited.

"I know," he caroled. "I am grateful. But you must move now. Those troopers down there are setting up
mortars.”

The giligees had not seen mortars nor sung them. They had no ideawhat Jamieson was talking about and
were dready surfeited with new Urthish words and phrases. Politely but without haste, they started up
the narrow trail to the place Jamieson waited.

On the prairie below, Colond Lang estimated the range of the Tower and ordered hisgunner tofirea
round. It landed dightly below the giligees, knocking them off their feet, haf burying them in shards.

With acry Jamieson legpt to hisfeet and ran down the trail, frantically digging out the unharmed giligees
and tossing them above him onto aledge that led back into the ranges. "Hurry,” he screamed at them.
"Run”

"Threet!" sang the Black Tower in an enormous voice. "Destruction.”

Jamieson gulped alungful of air and sang, "Do not fear. Wewill protect ... "

Atthesdeof the Tower aTripsinger tried hisnew rifle on the gunner, drilling aneet hole through him.
Colonel Lang cursed, corrected the aim, and dropped another shell into the mortar.

Jamieson was reassuring the Black Tower, singing dl hislove and determination, hisvoice more glorious
in this epiphany than it had ever been. He saw the shell coming out of the corner of hiseye. He was il
sngingwhenit hit.

Near the BDL building, Tasmin felt atremor benegth hisfeet. Clarin hastily got out of the saddle and sat,

pulling the mules down beside her. Obediently, they collapsed with their long necks stretched along the
ground. "Get down, Tasmin."

"What's happening?"
"Whatever the Eminence intends to happen.”
Thetremor grew into arocking, ashattering, atumbling of soil.

Before them, the long row of earthen brick storehouses collapsed into a hegp of mud rubble.



"Not quite,” Clarin breathed. "Not quite enough.”

It began again, first aripple, then awave, the second reinforcing the first, harmonic vibrations that
amplified with each return. The wall around Government House began to twist and topple. Still not

enough.

Then more! Vast undulationsrolling them first one way, then the other. Trees dancing awild pavane on
the prairie beside them, tipping and bowing. Buildingsin the city shaking and trembling. Theworld so
awash with mighty sound that they were deafened by it, making each individual destruction seem to occur
in eerie sllence. The golden dome of the temple coming gpart, dropping in ragged chunks that seemed to
takeforever tofall.

Tasmin wondered if it had been full of pilgrims. Worshippers of the Great Ones. The Great Oneswho
were bringing the city down on top of their heads.

And again the mighty shaking, the harmonics of one huge oscillation reinforcing another.

Thetower at the corner of the BDL building crumpled in upon itsdlf like wet paper. One corner of the
main building sagged and fell. The grounds within the wall shifted and jigged, soneslegping over the
ground like waterdropson agriddie.

Tasmin put his glassesto his eyes, bracing his elbows on the ground asthe lenses swung wildly. There
was motion in the courtyard of the BDL building, someone at the gate that separated it from Government
House. The Honorable Wuyllum, quite alone. No. Someone staggering dong behind him, clutching at

him. Honeypeach?

Clarin muttered an imprecation. She, too, was watching Honeypeach Thonks who was covered with
blood from awound on her head. The Honorable Wuyllum turned and kicked at her, then fled as she
pursued him through the gate, across the expangve terraces, and into Government House.

It came down upon them. All a once. Asthough the bottom layer of it had been pulled away. Within the
walls, nothing stood, no wall, no fragment of corner, no towering chimney, and then thewalls themsalves
fell.

Andfindly the BDL building went, tumbling in upon itsdlf in the shivering tide of motion asthough it had
been built of sand.

"Thecitadd ... " he breathed.

"Empty," shesaid. "My father told meit was empty.”

They both saw the dark opening in the earth at the sametime. The soil was dtill shivering when Clarin's
arm went out, her finger pointing toward it even as Tasmin stood up and mounted his mule. The opening
expanded. A camouflaged doorway, well east of thefalen area. And out of it camealarge manin asmal
quiet-car, driving speedily away toward the east, toward them, where they waited.

"Clarin..."

"YS,"

"Get away. Hell be armed.”



"l wantto ... "
"If anything happened to you, | couldn't bear it. It would kill me. There's been enough. Please, Clarin.”

She said nothing more. He sensed her motion rather than saw it. He would not take his eyes off the man
before him.

It was dawn. The morning light shone straight into Harward Justin's eyes, blinding him. He waswithin
yards of Tasmin before he saw the slhouetted figure of mule and man, the blocky outline of arifle at the
man's side. He had been shaken out of hisusua concentration by the earthquake. Without thinking, he
wrenched the steering lever to turn back the way he had come, not stopping to realize that theriflewasin
its scabbard, that he could have outrun the mule,

Tasmin leaned forward and kicked the mule into arun. He could not hope to catch the man—could not
hope to. Did hope to. Wanted to get his hands around that bulbous neck. Fracture that thick, oil-rich
skull like anut, squeezeiit.

The car sped back. Justin fumbled on the seat beside him, but the hand weapon he had laid ready had
falen onto the floor when the car made its sudden turn. The car teetered, amost overturning, and he gave
up trying to reach the wesapon in favor of reaching the secret tunnd from which he had emerged. Directly
before him on the scarcely visible track lay the entrance to the hidden cavern, the door till open. There
was alarge open area behind that door. Once insgdethat area, he could turn the car. Once inside, he
could get a hisweapon. The car plunged into darkness. Not far behind, Tasmin pursuedit ...

Something hit him from one sde. Someone. Launched at him from one side, knocking him off the mule.
Someone shouting & him.

"Tasmin, Tasmin, for God's sake it'sgoing to blow don't go in there after himit'sgoingtoblow ... "

The earth came apart asit had come apart once before on the

Enigma, except that thiswas not the Enigma, this was Deepsoil, solid asrock, eternd as stone, now
broken and riven, with fire belching into the sky as ahundred huge rocketstried to launch themselves and
blew apart under countlesstons of shattered stone. Rocksfdll around them in aclattering hail. Someone
screamed in pain. What was | eft of the rulers enclave of Splash One shivered into microscopic dust rising
on awhite-hot wind. The cloud boiled, towered, heaved itsdf into the sky, blocking the sun. A dusklike
shadow fell.

Tasmin lay on hisback, staring &t it.

Someone beside him was moaning.

Clarin. Cradling her arm and crying from pain and shock.

"| think it's broken,” shewept. "A rock fell onit ... "

He got up, dowly, feding himsdlf to seeif his own partswere present. From the hill behind him came a

trill, then aharmonic hymn. Bondri Gesdl and the troupe, who had felt it coming, had sung awarning and
would now record it dl in song.



When Tasmin turned back to Clarin, the giligee was aready there, working on her arm.

"Y ou are making ahabit of hurting yoursdlf,” it sang to Clarin, even asit looked up a Tasmin with angrily
Speculative eyes.

Tasmin shook his head. Somewhere under al that rubble was a man he had wanted to kill. Still wanted
to kill. The emptinessin himsalf was not filled. Nothing could have lived through that. Justin must be dead,
and yet he, Tasmin, wasnot at al satisfied.

The troops who had just arrived at the Great Blue Tooth, Horizon Loomer, Mighty Hand, the Presence
humankind called the East Jammer, had not received any order that countermanded the origina one.
They set up and got off severa very well aimed shells, which knocked afew large chunks off the
Jammer. Gyre-birdsrosein awhirling, agitated cloud. The ground shook. The men cheered. The Jammer
cheered in return, its enormous voice increasing in volume and rising in pitch. The troops found
themsdlves groveling on the ground, hands over ears, screaming at the noise, which did not end until they
stopped moving atogether.

Rage had led the Jammer to this unplanned retaiation. Quiet mdiceled it to communi cate the success of
thetactic to all other Presences.

At the foot of the Black Tower, one of the giligees whom Jamieson had saved ran frantically among the
Tripsingers and Explorers whose sniper fire had successfully kept the troopers at bay.

"Highmost Darkness wants you to move away," it squeaked in their ears, so excited by the action that it
could no longer maintain cam song. "Black Tower wants you to move. East, awvay, awvay.”

"They'll destroy it," grated one of the Tripsingers, wiping blood from hisforehead where aflying crysta
chip had cut him. They had managed to hold the gunners at bay. They had managed to kill agood many
of them. The Colond who had st off the shdll that had killed Jamieson had |eft some time ago, marching
hastily away toward the south with a handful of men, but he had left enough men behind to pound the
Tower to rubble once they got close enough.

"No. Black Tower won't let them. It knows how, now, but you must go away. Quickly. Eastward, back
into the ranges. Go, and cover your exrs."

The defendersfled, covering their ears asthey had been directed. The sound began amost immediately,
apainful intensity of sound, and they increased their speed to get away from it as soon aspossible. As
they got farther away, the sound increased and went on increasing, dways only bearable, and they did
not stop running.

The troopers, who had not been given permission to run, were soon unfitted for further attack. Some of
the wegpons detonated by themsalves, quite harmlessy so far as the Tower was concerned, though the
recumbent and unconscious men would not have agreed.

Thereafter, there was no more destruction.

The CHASE Commission, delayed by explosionsin the city, which rocked the building they werein and
blanketed the participants with dust, convened belatedly at noon for the sole purpose of announcing their

findings

Sentience: of two types. Human persons, including their livestock and cropsare to be allowed to



remain on Jubal only at the invitation of the sentient species.

The commission membersrelaxed. It was done. Facing a corner, the iron-jawed man silently chewed his
lips, relieved that he need no longer stand amost aone. If certain people wanted their money back,
they'd have to whigtlefor it. He didn't have it anymore. One and then another of the members began
moving toward the doors. Now if they could only get off the planet.

To the east of and far below the piled rubble of the BDL building, Harward Justin awoke to an amost
darkness, a cavernous, echoing emptiness in which shadows moved and gathered. After an unfocused
time of haf consciousness, he began to concentrate on the light. He could see severd flickers from where
helay, dancing light that gleamed from along the floor and walls. Fires. Small fires. Nothing dangerous.
Nothing threatening. He tried to get up and found himself pinned by one arm. The car had overturned,
throwing him clear except for the right arm. He struggled to drag himself free and dmost fainted from the
pain that surged through his shoulder and chest. Something there wasinjured, broken ...

Hewasin the garage, he told himsalf. He had come back into the garage, and then the rockets had gone
off. The garage was till intact. Of course, he had built it and the tunnd to take anything except adirect hit
from something ma or—something nuclear, perhaps. He stared at the flickering light. Perhapsthey were
electricd fires. By squirming alittle he could see anarrow and broken line of light in one direction—the
large doors through which he had driven the car, now falen amost closed and partly buried. Inthe
opposite direction there was only adark hole, ablack elipse. That was the tunnd back into the
wreckage. He stared into it, not really aware for atime that what he heard coming from its depths was
voices. Voices. The only people who had been in the headquarters except himsalf were the security
people. Those on the lower levels must have escaped.

"Hi!" hecdled. "I'm down here.

There was slence, then awhispering. Then silence once more.

"I'm caught under this car,” he shouted again. " Get off your asses and get over here.”

Now he heard the voices again, the shuffle of feet. The car blocked hisvision. He couldn't seewho it
was. Only the feet coming. Bare feet. Why would security men have bare feet? Then another set, shoes
thistime. Herelaxed. Not only those two, however. There were others ...

"Mr. Judtin," said avoice from beside the car. "Harward Justin?' A woman's voice?

Heturned, fighting the pain, turning his eyes upward in their socketsto seewho it was. A woman. A
haggard, burning-eyed woman.

"Number sx," hesadin disbdief. "Number six."

"Gretl," the woman corrected him gently, her eyes quite mad. "Gretl Mechas. With some of your other
friends..."

It waslate in the evening before Rheme Gentry came to the Genera's room to greet hisuncle.
"Has the destruction been stopped?"' the General asked.

Rheme Gentry nodded wearily. "We understand it has. Little thanks to us. The Presencesfound away
to defend themsdlves™



"Arethey holding that againgt us?"

"No. Not according to Tasmin Ferrence and his group. Tasmin and friends have turned out to be our
main spokesmen. Them and the viggies." Rheme shook his head, surprised to find tears coursing down
his cheeks. "The damned troops destroyed the Eagers,” he cried. "And Redfang!”

"You'recrying," sad hisuncle, shocked.

"Oh, Generd ... You just haven't been herelong enough.”
"No. It'sobvious| haven't."

"Infact, I'm not sure | know what brought you here at al.”

"There were two things that brought me, Rheme. One was not hearing from you. Considering your
unremitting and frequently irrdlevant verbosity, | found that somewhat ominous. The other reason was
that | did hear from someone else. | got aletter afew weeks ago, evidently just before Justin shut down
communications entirely. It was from aformer employee of mine, aremarkable woman who used to be
the head of our cryptanalysisdivision. Cynda Prince. Cynda retired and came here to Juba where her
only living relaiveswere. A siger, | believe, and aniece and nephew. Any letter | get from Cyndd, |
send over to Crypto as amatter of course. She had some interesting thingsto say, as usud, beautifully
encoded, information she couldn't have gotten through Jugtin's censorship by norma channels. Taking the
two thingstogether, | felt my presence might be useful.” He regarded the wet-faced man before him with
sympathy. "Now, if you can set emotion aside for the moment, I'd like your opinion on what we need to
do next."

Rheme wiped hisface. "Y ou reconvened the committee as a committee of inquiry?"
"Y es. They found as seemed gppropriate. We have indictments against Justin, againgt the Governor, his
wife, againgt awhole throng of lesser villains. Mogt of whom, I'm afraid, have escaped justice by dying

rather sooner than we'd intended.”

"Lang's4ill dive. Some of the troops, including Lang and the bunch that destroyed the False Eagers,
have refused to comein as ordered.”

"How do you know that?"

"Viggies. Tripsingers. They hear things, then they tell aPresence, and the next thing you know, the
Emerad Eminence knowsall about it."

IIS)?I

" S0, we have to take some of the loyal troops and go after them. We can't let them roam around like

brigands.”
"Y ou don't think the viggies and the Presences will take care of them?"

"I'm sure they would, eventualy. It will ook alot better to PEC and be more honorable if wedo it
oursalves, however."



"Whereis Colond Roffles Lang now?"

"He's somewhere south of where the Enigma used to be with a couple hundred troopers. He's
proclaimed himsdf commander of al humanson Jubd.”

"Oh, hashe," the Generad mused with an audible sniff. "Wdl! | agreethat it will look better if we
discipline our own. And since we may haveto leave Juba very soon, it should be done at once. I've
promoted Captain Verbold to Colond, Commander of the Garrison, effective immediately. Sort through
the troops you have and the ones that are coming back. Work with him and get the matter in hand.”
The matter had been put in hand by the following morning, and Colone Verbold was much in evidence
as troops began to assemble outside the city. Donatella Furz, who had been aderted by both Clarin and
Rheme, circled through the gathering men, her long legsticking off the distance as she searched for one
particular participant. Shefound him at |ast, red-eyed, obvioudy somewhat brou-sotted, sitting in the
shade of hisown mule as he cleaned hisrifle.

"Tasmin," shesaid camly. "I've been looking for you."

He grunted at her.

"What do you think you are doing?"

"Going with the troopers,” he mumbled. "Get everything cleaned up.”

"Wasn't Justin's degth enough for you?”

Heglared at her. "1 don't know what you're talking about.”

She sat down beside him, "'I'm talking about vengeance, Tasmin. Clarin said you redlly wanted to kill
Judtin. | can understand that. He did rather dip through your fingers ... "

"Bastard," he growled.
"But that doesn't make this more sensible.” She gestured around them at the assembling ranks.
"Colond Verbold said | could go." He sounded like an unreasonable five-year-old.

"No, what he said was that he couldn't stop you tagging along. However, he did mention his displeasure
to Rheme, who mentioned it to Clarin, and both of them told me."

"I'vegotto... " Hefumbled for words, unable to find them.

"Y ou've got to get it out of your system,” she said for him.

"Cedcy," heblurted. "Shedied.”

"Yes, shedied. And Liras dead. And the Eagers are gone, and the Enigma, and Redfang, and a couple
of dozen others. | can't say | blame you for wanting to kill Justin and trying your best, even though you
damn near got yoursdf killed in the process. Still, Justin had alot lessto do with Celcy's death than he

did with Gretl's, for instance, but I'm not out here with astun rifle set on high-fry, trying to do amop-up
job that troopers are trained for and were not.”



"Gretl wasn't your wife. Celcy wasmine.”

She gtared at the pig-headed man before her with acombination of pity and irritation. Part of thiswas
her fault. If she hadn't lectured him, hadn't gotten his back up over Celcy, if she hadn't made him aware
of and, therefore, guilty over hisattraction to Clarin, maybe matters would smply have taken their proper
course and he would have let himsdlf forget. Damn!

"Tasmin, do you vaue our friendship enough to go into that tavern over there and have a glass with me?
Broundy, maybe? Hot tea?'

"Y ouwon't change my mind."

"After wetak, you do what you like, Tasmin. | won't try and stop you. | promise.”

Unwillingly, he shouldered his weapon and followed Donatella through the scattered groups of men.
When they were seated at the back of the almost-empty place with steaming drinks before them, she
regarded him thoughtfully, trying to find akey to that locked, barricaded door he was using for aface.

He was sotted, exhausted, agitated, and pae. Jamieson and Clarin had both mentioned that he had lost
weight snce Celcy's death, and Don thought he had lost even more since she had first met him. He didn't
look well. Obsessed, perhaps. Maybe just stubborn. Maybe merely guilty.

"Why did you pick her, Tasmin? Out of al the women in Deepsoil Five. Why did you pick Celcy?’

Of the many questions she might have asked, he had not expected this one. The stubborn regjection he
had ready would not serve. "Wl ... | didn't pick her, not redlly. | met her. She wasworking at the
commissary. Shewas admiring somelittle trinket, and | bought it for her. | made some remark about
buying a pretty thing for apretty girl ... " Hetried to focus on Don, having some difficulty in doing it, but
hisvoice was clear.

"And then?'

"Widl, onething led to another. Y ou know."

"Tdl me"

"Next timel went in there, | asked her to have lunch. She told me about her family, how shelived. It
sounded ... bleak."

"You fdt sorry for her?!

"Inaway. Shewastrgpped in that life. It was extremely limited."
"And, of course, shewas sexy."

Heflushed. "That's my own affair, don't you think?"

"] think we've shared enough of oursalves that we can talk about it, Tasmin. Take it as agreed. Shewas
sexy. She made you fed—powerful. Protective.



"l suppose.”

"Did you ever redly look at her, Tasmin? Did you redlly evauate how much of her you liked? Did you
make a conscious choice, based on how well you got dong? Did you ever compare her with other
women?'

He made an impatient gesture, which sheimmediately and correctly interpreted.

"There weren't any other women. Y ou were completely tied up in yourself and your work, and you
weren't looking for someone who could live happily with you. She was pretty and sexy and shewas
doing amenia job, which you regarded with aristocratic distaste. She was there. She needed someone,
and you responded.”

"l suppose,” he said, flushing. ™Y ou make it sound superficid, but al that conscious choice businessis
pretty cold-blooded, isn't it?"

"Isit?| don't know, Tasmin. I've never been married. All | know is, given your nature, you probably
takealot of carein thefitting of your Tripsinger robes. Y ou were probably very salective about picking a
mule from the stables. | know you take infinite care in checking out your synthesizer, because I've seen
you doit. After al, those things are important and essentia to you. But according to you, you didn't give
that much care to seeking awife. Y ou smply found her, like abit of crystal in your path. Y ou let her get
accustomed to you, et her learn to depend on you without ever making any conscious decision to do so.
Then, having done that, you couldn't in good conscience let her down.”

Heglared at her. Nothing she had said wasredlly incorrect, and yet she infuriated him.

"Y ou are admirable in many respects, Tasmin. And honorable. But you are sometimes so damn stubborn
it takes my breath away."

"You'veno right to say that,” he blurted. "'l left Deepsoil Fiveto find out why she died. I've traveled God
knows how many milestrying to find out why she died. Onething led to another thing, and they dl led to
Harward Justin—him and hisminions. Y ou say Judtin isn't that reponsible? Then you tel mewhy she
died."

" She could have died, Tasmin, because she knew you were disappointed in her and she wanted to do
something you would wholly approve of "

"Youresaying | killed her ... "

"I'm saying that when any of us get into relationships where one person totally depends on another, we
kill something. Oursdves, perhgps. Or them.”

"Wegot dong!"

"Of courseyou did! Good Lord, Tasmin, between you and Jamieson, I've heard all about your life
together. Y ou werein love with Jubal, and she was scared to death of it. Y ou were fascinated by the
Presences, and she wasin sheer terror of them. Y ou were waysforgiving her for it. Always making
excusesfor her. Always patronizing her. She may have died because she wanted to live up to your
expectations, Tas. Oh, maybe she was brou-sotted at the time, | hope so, so that she didn't know what
was coming—maybe in her fogged up mind she decided to do one marvelous thing that you would have
to admire.”



He gaped at her, unable to find words.

"It'strue. You were at least as responsible as anyone else. But all you want to do is blast someoneto
make yoursdlf fed better. First it was Lim, but he was dead. Then it was me, but you decided it wasn't
my fault. Then it was Harward Justin, but he got killed without your help, much. Now who isit going to
be? Some mutinous trooper who doesn't know a Presence from a piece of rock sat?"

Donadlawas crying, partly for hersdlf. "Quit looking for someoneto blame, Tasmin, and get on with
your life.... " Sheunderstood hisfedings very wel. She had been through it hersdf, with Link. She got
up and left him there, saring at the steam rising from the cup in front of him.

When the troops marched out, Tasmin did not go with them. He was outside the city, at the foot of the
Emerald Eminence, snging with Bondri Gesd.

"Donatellasadit,” hesang, "but itisn'ttrue... "

They sat in quiet sunlight while machines thundered in the city, clearing away rubble, finding bodies,
occasondly finding onethat lived. Tasmin couldn't identify what was going on insde himsdlf, akind of
freshness coming, as though someone had opened awindow inside him so that achill, pure wind blew
into him. It hurt. It was very cold and it hurt.

"It wasn't the whole truth, what Donatella said." He gasped again. ™Y ou know about us, Bondri. With
us—each of us seesthe truth our own way, from our own totally egocentric point of view, and then we
ingst onthat. It'slikekids, fighting. You did. I didn't. Y ou did, too. Y ou viggies don't have those kinds of
arguments. When you sing it, it comes out, 'He felt hurt that she seemed to do this, and she was wounded
at hislack of consideration, but neither intended such an outcome.” "

"Y es, you perceive us properly,” sang Bondri Gesdl. "We would sing that, more or less.”

"| guessthat once the words of memory are set into our mindsin aspecific way, that's how we
remember. We can't remember the thing happening, we just remember the words we told oursalves
about it. | told my mother oncethat | didn't want a blind woman for my mother, and she remembered
that for years. Every time she remembered it, she cried. She said blind iswhat shewas, and if | said what
| did, it meant | didn't want her. | don't think that'swhat | meant, and yet it'strue. Shewasright. There
was no way to separate what she was from her blindness. | had to accept her blindnessif | was going to
accept her. There's no way to separate people into pieces of themselves and only accept the pieceswe
want. If the viggies had been singing to her, what they said wouldn't have hurt her, for diey would have
sadital—notjust partof it ...

"I'm beginning to think | talk to myself only in skin quieters, Bondri. What | say isn't necessarily what |
mean. It isn't eventhetruth. It just getsmeby ... "

"Ah," sghed Bondri Gesdl. "It'simportant to you? Y ou really want to sing your Celcy, Tasmin Ferrence.
Sing your Celcy aswewould sing one of ours?'

Tasmin put his head in his hands, wetting his pamswith tears. "Y es. | would like to sing the truth of her,
Bondri. Because how do | know what happened to her until | know what she redlly was?| can't believe
she went there because of me..... "

Bondri shook his head, an astonishingly human gesture. "Don Furz should not havetried to Sng her to



you done, Tasmin Ferrence, because she did not know her. Even you should not sing her done, Tasmin
Ferrence. Who e se was there, Tasmin Ferrence? She had no children. From what you say, your males
saw only her qudity of tineea. Y ou have aword,flirtation. Itisthe same. It isalittle dance the femaes
do when they are too young to mate. Thetineea. It says, admire me. Flatter me. Sing pretty thingsto me.

Expect nothing from me, for | have nothing yet to give. It isthisqudity of tineeal hear in your song of
her."

"There was more to her than that!"

"Yes. Thereisawaysmore.

"She was going to bear my child.”

"Isthisdifficult or dangerous among humans?”

"Not particularly, no. But she didn't want to do it. She was doing it only for me."

"Ah. Wdll, then, we might sing the song of achild who reluctantly began to grow up for love of her mate.
It isaready abetter song than tineea aone.”

"She went to the Enigma, even though she wasterrified of the Presences.”

"Y ou speak often of terror when you speak of her. Was she often frightened?’

" She was dways frightened. Her parents died when she wasllittle. She was abandoned. Her uncle raised
her, but he had children of hisown. | wasthefirst person she ever had that she belonged to—that
belonged to her. Shewas afraid she would lose me, terrified, of that—of everything.”

"Ah. Wdl. Thisisadifferent matter. Now we will sing of her valiance, of her courage, to be so afraid
and yet to try to conquer it."

"She gave Lim what he needed when | refused it.”
"Wewill ang of generosity.”
"Sheloved me. If Don'sright, she died because she loved me.”

"Wewill ang of devation.”

Courage. Generosity. Devotion. They were not words he would ever have picked for Celcy, and yet he
could not say they were not true. "1 kept saying to mysdlf that | would find the time to be with her more,
time with her enough to reassure her that she wouldn't lose me, enough so that she could start to grow
up. She might have become a person quite different from the one people saw.”

"Wewill ang of posshilities, Tasmin Ferrence. We will sing of what she might have become, giventime.”
Tasmin sighed, a breath that filled him completdly, thet |eft him completely, suddenly aware of truth.
"Sing what she might have become. That'sit. That'sthe part that hurts so. That | didn't give her timeto
become it before she died.”

"Sowewill Sng."



Tasmin cried, then laughed, weakly, wiping the tears away. "Isit true, what you sing, Bondri? Are your
songstrue?!

"Truth iswhat we sing, Tasmin Ferrence.” On Tasmin'sarm the viggy fingerslay, four of them, threeand
athumb, petting him. "Y ou did not know her well enough, Tasmin Ferrence. And then shedied. All things
die. You did not know her as you should have, as you would have done. Y ou cannot sing her now. You
blame yourself. So, that becomes your song. Y ou can Sing that you blame yoursdlf for not taking time.
Bondri'stroupe will listen and help you sing. ‘He blames himsdf, we will sing, ‘but it isnot hisfault. He
did what he could do.' It isnot fault. It isadebt you owe. Y ou cannot pay it to her, but her child lives.

Y ou can learn to sing that child. And to that child, if you will Sng devotion and courage and generosity
long enough, that, too, will betrue. If you will Sng what she might have become, then the child will grow,
knowing these things about his mother. And what starts now as asong full of time that never was,
becomes, in time, the truth.”

Tasmin thought about it, dowly nodding his head. So. So. So. What starts as an enigma score, becomes
the truth.

"Think about it, Tasmin Ferrence.”

"I'll think about it, Bondri. When Jamieson gets back, I'll talk to him about it. He knew Celcy. And he
knowsmesowel ..."

The viggy gasped as though hurt. It was avery human sound, full of adeep and abiding pain.

"Tasmin, my friend. Thismorning | wastold of something very sad and grievousthat now | must sing to
you..."

Thyle Vowe asked Tasmin to speak for the Tripsingersin negotiations with the Presences. Donatdlla
wasinvited by her colleaguesto represent the Explorers. After thinking about it only briefly, Don
declined.

"Let Tasmin represent us,” she said to her colleagues. "'l can't do anything for you that he won't do. And
| have something else | haveto take care of ."

As s00n as services were reestablished, she withdrew a good part of her savings from the BDL credit
authority and spent the lot on bantigons, which she offered to the five giligeesin Bondri's troupe. She had
two friends she wanted them to work on. Link, of course. And Gretl Mechas, who had shown up out of
the settling dugt, like awraith, half naked and quite mad.

After her initial shock and surprise at seeing Gretl, Don had asked few questions. Months ago she had
identified atortured body as being that of Gretl Mechas, doing so because it was found with Gretl's
clothes, not because she had actually recognized any part of it. Now, even as sheredlized it had been
some other poor creature's body, put there so that no one would look for Gretl, she aso realized that
Gretl might have preferred that that anonymous body had been hers, that she had been, in fact, dead,
gone, out of it. On the surface, Don accepted this, even while she plotted with the giligees. ™Y ou want me
to let your family know, don't you?' she suggested, carefully staying away from the subject of Gretl's
lover. "Back on Heron's World?'

Gretl started to say no, then nodded yes. "Yes. Tell Mother I'm aive. Not ready to come home yet.
Maybe not for quite awhile. Never maybe. Maybe sometime. Yes. But alive" Alive, her mind sad,



wishing her soul could be convinced of that. She consented to go to the viggies because Don suggested it
and because she was not able to decide to do anything else. After what she and the others had done to
Harward Judtin, she did not know if she would ever befit to do anything norma and human again. And
yet, at the end it had been Gretl who had convinced the othersto et him die.

Link had been dow to agree to Don's offer. At length, however, he had consented to go into the ranges
with Don and Gretl and spend atime there with the giligees.

When ten long days had passed, the giligees had not yet done for Gretl what they hoped, eventudly, to
do. Gretl stayed with them. Link, despite his doubts, had been a smpler matter. He returned to Splash
Onewith Don, wesk and staggering, but walking. Each day he became stronger. Don watched his
strength return, wondering why she did not fed the euphoria she had expected; then knowing why, never
mentioning it to him. Now that Link could explore again, it seemed likely there would be nothing to
explore. The dream had come true; the reason for the dream had departed. Theirony of this escaped
neither of them. They spent agreat dedl of timein each other's company, gently making love and
purposdly saying very little, asthough their emotions were aforest of 'lings they needed to thread their
way through, very carefully.

After severd daysof this, Donatelladid make time to have lunch with her Cousin Cyndal.

"| was S0 sorry to hear about Lim'swife and baby,” Cousin Cynda said, with an air of competence and
without looking at the menu. "When Lim and | arranged the whole thing, he never said aword to me
about thefinancia sde of things. | fed responsble.”

"Y ou weren't responsible. Traceit back, Cyndy, and the respongbility for the whole thing fals apart into
chance and everyone'sindividua devils. Except for Harward Justin, no onewas at fault. | could have
picked any other Presenceto try Erickson's suggestion on, but because it was big, and tough, and had
stumped al the experts, and | had more ego than was good for me, | picked the Enigma. If I'd done it
with any of the others—the Black Tower, the Watchers, even the Jammers—it would have been dl right.
| could blame mysdlf, too."

"That'sfruitless.

"I know. It'sonly marginaly better than blaming someone dse.”

"How'sLink?'

"Getting used to being himsdlf again.”

"Areyou going to stay together?"

"We haven't decided. Since neither of us knowswhat kind of life were going to lead, or even where
we're going to lead it, it'salittle premature to make that decision.”

"My, yourebeing logicd."

"I've been lecturing on the subject.” Donatella remembered her diatribe to Tasmin and changed the
subject. "Did anyone ever suspect you, Cyndal ?'

"Y our ederly cousin, Cyndal? That fussy old woman? Of course not. No one here on Juba knows what
| did for aliving before | came here. Just because I'm old doesn't mean I'm feeble, but they don't know



thet."

Donatdlaflushed.

"Now," said Cousin Cyndd, "let's seeif thereés anything on thismenu | can eat.”

"So 'lings are part of the skin of the Presences, are they?' Thyle Vowe grumped to his daughter.

"'Lingsand 'lets and the surface of the large crystadsaswell,” Clarintold him.

"And dl wewere doing dl these yearswas singing lullabies, werewe?' He growled in disgust.

"I'm sorry, Daddy, but that's about what we were doing. Very complicated lullabies, of course. The
reason we could never trand ate the noises the Presences made was because they were just noises.
Snores and squesks and scratches. Just like you or mein the middle of anap, coughing, sneezing,
scratching an itch. In the hundred years we've been here, we never got the Presences awake enough to
talk."

"Shit," erupted the Grand Master. "It makes a man wonder about the purpose of life.”

"Yes," agreed Clarin, thinking about Jamieson and how much he had wanted to talk to the Presences,
how much he had been looking forward to it. "Y es. It makes one wonder."

A time came when everything had been said severa times, when negotiations were completed, when
ships had departed and other ships had arrived, when the worst of the grieving was over, when the dead
had been buried—at |east those whose bodies had been found, which did not include Harward

Justin—when the matter that had begun with the Enigma score could be considered to be amost over.
When that penultimate time came, Tasmin went looking for Clarin.

Hefound her inthelibrary of the citadel in Splash One. She was reading through accounts of old
journeys, many of them first journeys, full of the mystery and wonder that had been Jubal. Her hair had
grown long enough that it fell over her forehead, shadowing her eyes. He could not read her expression.

"I was trying to remember how it was, before we knew what it was dl about,” she said. "You and
Jamieson and | talked about how we felt. The marvel. The anticipation.”

"It's«ill there" hesaid.

"Not for us," she said, laying the book down and looking up at him with that long, level ook he thought
of assotypica of her.

"Why do you say that?'

"Oh, Tasmin, you know what the findingswereaswell as| do."

"Y ou haven't gpoken with your father, then. | sent word to him thismorning.”
"No, | haven't talked with him."

"If you had, he would have told you that we're not leaving. At least he and | are not leaving. Most of the
Tripsngerswont beleaving."



"You mean they redly ... the Presencesredly want usto stay?'

"They find usinteresting, Clarin. They find our perception of them particularly interesting. They seeus
pretty much theway I'm beginning to seethe viggies. The viggies—or at least the giligees—can go right
into our bodies and tell us all about them. Things we didn't know. We can do the samefor the Presences.
They had no concept at dl of what they were until we came dong and told them."”

"That'sright. Y ou've been negotiating.”

"The Presences see no reason for usto go, so long as we're sensible about Jubal. They don't intend to
keep their midbrains awake much of the time—evidently their philosophica life, down deep, occupies
most of their interest—and they say welll still be needed to keep them from rolling over on usin their
deep. The onesthat were destroyed are growing again, very quickly. Their roots are fill there. They tell
ustherewill be another Redfang in afew decades. Another set of Eagers.”

"But what would we do? To earn aliving?'

"Theres till amarket for brou. BDL won't be available to handleit off-planet, of course, but some
agglomerate will take us on. The provisiona setup we have now will give way to our own planetary
government. The viggies want usto stay because we provide good food. Well need Explorers. Lessthan
aquarter of Juba iseven mapped.” He took a deep bregath, eyes shining. "Clarin, dl that country out
there! Presenceswe don't know! Thingsweve never seen! All that wonderful ... " He caught sight of her
unresponsive face and sighed. " The Presences even asked our advice about the viggies.”

"Theviggies?'

"There'sthe question of their eating some humans. Seemingly aback country troupe of viggies caught
and ate atrooper named Halky Bend. | don't know why, except that the Presence said it was justified.
Things like that worry the Presences alittle. They're aware we don't eat people, or viggies. They know
something about taboos. They have some of their own ... " Hisvoicetrailed away into sllence. She
wasn't reacting. "So," he concluded weakly, "there'slotsfor usto do here."

"I'm not sure | want to be studied,” she said, gpropos of nothing.

"Sudied?"

"Of course. The scientistswill bedl over Jubd. Just think! Thefirst, nonorganic intelligences!”

"They may come, but they won't be able to sing their way past awaste receptacle,” he said. "They'll
need us, Clarin.”

"Oh, | know that. But | don't want to be their subject.”
"You?'

"Us. Oh, yes. They'll study us dong with the Presences, us and the viggies. They'll write learned papers
on "The Interactions of Human and Nonorganic Intelligences.”

IIS)?I



"It'sjudt ... " Her objections sounded specious, even to her. She flushed and examined her hands
intently.

He put apackage in her lap. "Here's something | found.”

She looked at him quizzicaly, opened it. The soft gray-green plush stared up at her. "A viggy baby,” she
sad softly. "For your baby, Tasmin."

It was amoment before he could respond. "Y es, for the baby. 1've been wondering what to name him."
" think therés only one possible name. Call him Lim Jamieson.”
"Lim." He turned away to the window, tearsin hiseyes. "Jamieson.”

"Y ou owe an indebtedness. There's only one way to pay it. Honor their names. Care for their troupes.
That'swhat Bondri would say."

"What about Celcy?' he asked her, looking her carefully in the face. "What do | owe her?'

"You've dready paid your indebtednessto Celcy,” shesaid. ™Y ou never hurt her, at least not purposely.
Everyone I've taked to says she was as happy and contented being married to you as it was possible for
her to be. And now she'sgone.”

"Don says she died because she wanted to do one, totally admirable thing.”

"That'spossble" shesad camly. "There are other possibilities, Tasmin. Aninfinite number of them.
With somethingsit doesn't matter what istrue.”

"| thought it did, to me."

"Only because you were fedling guilty about it. Y ou wanted something to exonerate you. Or maybe
something to canonize her. Then when you found the truth about Lim, you felt even worse. None of that
wasyour doing, Tasmin."

He laughed, very softly.

"l said something funny?*

"No. Y ou sing one song, and Don sings another, and Bondri singsathird, and | sing another oneyet. |
suppose we could get my mother in on this. And Jeannie Gentrack, and the other friendswe had in
Deepsoil Five. At thetime, Celcy's death seemed so silly, so futile, so meaningless. It made me so angry.

More angry than sad, as| look back on it. I've wanted and wanted to know why she died, and | don't
know any more than when we left.”

"And do you know something even stranger, Tasmin? If you could bring Celcy back and ask her, she
couldn't tdll you."

"That'strue," he said with sudden enlightenment. " She probably couldn't.”

"It doesn't matter. Nothing would change on the basis of your understanding about what happened then.
What does matter isthat you're going to get a baby soon, her baby. And you're going to go on living here



on Juba. And your mother is. And Vivian and Liras child.”

"Andyou," hesad.

"I haven't decided yet."

"Clarin. Did you tell Jamieson oncethat you loved me?"

Her eyesfilled. "Yes. | did. He shouldn't havetold you.”

"It wasthe last thing he said to me, Clarin. He asked meto keep it in mind, for his sake."

She wept.

"All these conversations I've been having with people, Clarin—they haven't taught me anything thet |
didn't dready know. Only two people on thisjourney taught me something | didn't know. Y ou and
Jamieson. | didn't know anyone could fed as| did about Jubd, caretheway | did about Jubal. | set
mysdlf apart from peopleredly, separate, in aclassdl by mysdlf." Helaughed ruefully. "Don asked me
why | picked Celcy, why | didn't try to find someone more suitable. There was asimple reason. It never
occurred to me that anyone could be what | needed. | was elite, Clarin. Solitary in my mystica splendor.
| thought | was dl done. Jamieson had to force himself on meto teach me | had no monopoly on
wonder. Jamieson ... and you."

Thetearspilled. "1 misshim," shewhispered.

"Sodol. Youreright. If | oweLim, | owe Jamieson, too. He told me where my heart was."

"Areyou trying to say you love me?'

"I'mtrying to say | love you both. Loved him. Love you. Not theway | thought | loved Celcy.
Something quite different fromthat ... "

"I don't want to be your child."

"No. | didn't think you did. | don't want that, either.”

"Will you get confused about who | am, Tasmin?' He thought about this. It was S0 easy to get confused
about who people were. Each person was so many persons. One could only try. Helifted her from the
chair, holding her tightly againgt him. Shefdt as she had that time at the foot of the Watcher, trembling.
She smdled the same. He remembered their voicesrising together as they ascended the Ogre's Stair.
Two voices, like one. Like himsdlf. If he knew himsdlf, he knew her. If he knew himsdlf ...

"If | get confused,” he promised, "I'll ask Bondri to help me sing you, Clarin.”
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The Presences on Jubd present anintriguing view of crygalineinteligence and, asin any scientific
mystery, sufficient information to form a hypothesis on how these Presences might function. The
possibility of sentient crystasis hardly new. Modern computers are, after al, an assemblage of crystdline
dlicon, and onegod of thoseinvolved in cregting atificid intdligenceisto impose an intelligence on such
an assemblage. Yet it isdoubtful, for evolutionary reasons, that the Presences of this novel would function
as some super-sophigticated silicon chip.

The single most important requirement for aliving system to come into existence naturally isthe ability to
sdf-replicate. Biologica life on this planet amost certainly had its genesisin short segments of DNA or
RNA, which, when occurring in solution with the building blocks of DNA or RNA, will produce a
complementary strand of materia. Through the process of natural selection, those segmentsthat are the
mogt efficient at sdlf-replication will dominate over those less efficient. Life, asweknow it, isa
manifestation of highly effective syslems of DNA replication.

The basic building blocks of computers made from crystaline silicon are p-njunctions. A p-njunctionis
aplanar region that has been chemically modified so that dectrica current will flow eadly only in one
direction across, or "normdl to," the plane. To create p-n junctions requires tremendous amounts of
processing, that is, energy and human intervention. They occur nowherein nature. It isnot easy to
conceive of a"natura” processthat would alow for the self-replication of such junctionsin such creatures
asthe Presences. It is, therefore, unlikely that thinking crystals would look anything like modern
computers. It isthe ability of the Presencesto grow that provides aclue asto their inner workings.

Before taking acloser ook, we might review the underlying structure of crystas.

A crystd isany periodic array of atoms. The key word hereisperiodic: acrystd isanaogousto a
checkerboard with no edges. If one starts on any white square on the board and then moves two squares
in any direction perpendicular to the square's edge, | €ft or right, forward or backward, one would find
himsdf in a position indistinguishable from the starting point. The same would hold true for ablack

sguare. In fact, from any starting point on a checkerboard one can trandate to an identical position by
moving an even number of squaresin any direction. A checkerboard is, therefore, aperiodic array of
squares with a period of two squares. Such aperiodic array has the property of trandational invariance,
for obvious reasons. No matter how one trand ates himsaf on the board, moving an even number of
sguaresin any direction, the surroundings will be the same. A checkerboard is atwo-dimensional system
with trandationd invariance. A crysd isathree-dimensiond system with trandationd invariance.

Whereas crystd's are denned to be trandationdly invariant, there are no examples of perfect crystas
anywherein the universe. All crystals have defects. The defect we are most familiar with issurface. As
soon as acrysta has a boundary—as soon as the checkerboard has an edge—the system is no longer
trandationdly invariant. Thisis how we know that no perfect crystd exists anywherein the



three-dimensiond universe. If it did, it would have no edges and would thusfill the universe, leaving no
room for us. A real checkerboard—not the imaginary one with no edges that we referred to—is not
trandationaly invariant because when one moves two squaresto the right, oneisnot in aposition
identical to the starting point. Oneistwo squares closer to the edge, closer to the defect.

Surfaces are only one example of crystaline defects. Another type of defect is called avacancy and
results from removing an atom from its proper placein the crystal and leaving nothing in that place.
Vacancies can be responsible for the color in some precious stones as, for example, in adiamond where
large numbers of vacancies produce ayelow color. If one takes cheap, less than perfect, diamonds and
subjects them to high energy radiation, some carbon atoms are knocked out of position, leaving
vacancies, and creating a"yedlow diamond,” which is considered attractive and can be sold as jewdry.

Stll another kind of defect isthe subgtitutiond, in which anorma atom in the array isreplaced by
something foreign to the array. In the checkerboard, we could, for example, paint one white square red.
Thered isasubgtitutional. The color and value of emerads and rubies result from subgtitutionds:
emeradsresult from substitution of chromium for duminum in aslicate of aluminum and beryllium; rubies
result from asubgtitution of chromium for auminum in sgpphire. Sgpphireis smply auminum oxide (eg.,
corroded Coke cans) as are oriental amethyst and topaz with different substitutionas giving them different
colors.

The chemists on Juba who investigated the Presences would have found that they did not look at dl like
the silicon crystals used in computers, which have the fewest possible defects, but that they had very
many vacancies and subgtitutionas—and didocations.

This defect, didocation, isthe one that makesit possible for metads—and dl metals are crystdline as
they occur naturaly—to be bent and deformed. Since didocation isthe only defect that "moves,” itisan
important one to consider in anayzing the Presences.

Figures 1 and 2 (see page 310) show the two types of didocationsthat occur to some degreein al
crystas. Thefirgt of theseis called an edge didocation (Fig. 1). It can be visudized asresulting when one
makesa"haf cut" through a crystal and displaces the upper face perpendicular to the lower face, usudly
by one atomic distance. The second type of didocation is caled a screw didocation (Fig. 2) and results
from displacing the upper face perpendicular to the direction of the cut. Red didocations are not as
idedlized as"edge" or "screw" represent them. Sometimes they form didocation loops that wrap back on
themselves, and at each point aong the loop they will have varying proportions of edge and screw
character. Theregion insde the didocation loop is said to be "dipped.” When deformed, the size of the
dipped region changes. Sometimesiit increases, sometimes it decreases. The amount of dipped regionis
proportiona to the amount of energy stored in the crysta.

Didocations represent small regions of deformation and they move in response to mechanical loading so
that the deformation can migrate or extend from one region of the crysta to another. Didocations exert
forces on one another, sometimes forming stable arrays that are bound together and sometimes exerting
repulsive forces that drive the didocations gpart. Energy is stored in didocation arrays and can be
released suddenly, manifested as fracture.

All of therequirementsfor "life" can be supplied by didocations. The storage and utilization of energy,
whichin biologicad lifeisaccomplished through chemica means, can be provided by the interaction of
didocations, which would act as the molecules of acrysalinelifeform. Doesthismean it could think?1s
there some mechanism through which information could be stored and recalled?

Let usimagine adidocation moving through acrysta in response to some deformation. Let us suppose



that while this didocation ismoving on astraight front, it encounters two or more subgtitutionas. It has
been observed that the subgtitutionas "pin” the didocation and do not alow it to move further. Between
the subgtitutiond's, however, the didocation beginsto "bulge," much asasail bulgeswhen pushed by the
wind and pinned by the mast. When the deformation energy reaches some critical value, the didocation
can bulge no further and pinches off, wrapping back on itself and forming adidocation loop. Thisloopis
then free of its pins and moves forward, leaving behind a didocation segment still pinned, which becomes
the source of the next didocation as the loading continues. This source of didocationsiscaled a
Frank-Reed source.

From examination of the distance between did ocations generated by a Frank-Reed source, one could,
in principle, reconstruct the deformation history of acrysta. Thus didocation arrays contain information
and could make up the most important component of a"mind,” that is the ability to store and recdl
information. A very elaborate and complicated array of Frank-Reed sources could operate as an
anabolic path for the storage of information—not visud information, which iswhat we are accustomed to,
but mechanica information, the entire deformation history of the crystd. The arrays would record heating
and cooling, shiftsin the earth, changesin the crysta's own weight, and, very important on Jubal, sounds.
Sunlight would be received only as heat and be perceived in the infrared. People and animasand climatic
manifestations would be perceived by the sounds they make. Wind would be perceived as push, lightning
perceived as heat and shock. The crystal would be, in fact, one enormous tactile being that could fed a
wagon moving on its surface or fed a Tripsinger'smusic.

How about growth? Crystal growth is aso frequently dependent on didocations. When aseed crystd is
in contact with asolution or bath of the congtituent atoms that make up a crystal, and when the conditions
areright, acrystal will grow. Anyone with house plants has observed crystals growing on the soil surface
or edges of the pot. These have grown from a seed crystd in the soil, drawing their substance from the
dissolved mineralsin water. In some crystals with large periods (as many as athousand atoms), it has
been discovered that in order for growth to occur, the seed crystal must contain adidocation, usudly a
screw didocation. The growth of the crystal proceedsin aspird, reproducing the didocation. Oneis
confronted by aparadox: Isit the didocation that isgrowing or isit the crysta ? The answer dependson
the reference point. To us, it isthe atoms of the crystd that have redlity and o, to us, it appearsthat the
crystd isgrowing. However, fromwithin the crystd, it isthe didocation that isred. After dl, didocations
exert forces on each other and arrays of didocations store energy, whereas the uniform structure of the
crystal might seem to be no more than an "ether through which the didocations move. Crygdlinelife
would probably see the didocation as growing and reproducing itsaf in the next generation. Regardless
of how one seesthe answer to this paradox, this mechanism for crystal growth serves as an analogy for
DNA replication. Over many eons, those didocations that are the mogt efficient at reproducing
themsaveswill be the onesthat dominate. Thus, it is possible that there could be crystalline life forms that
feed on mechanicd energy, store that energy in the form of didocation arrays, and then rel ease that
energy dowly as sonic energy or more rapidly asviolent, perhaps explosive, fracture.

The Presences, because the greater part of their bulk isfar underground, undoubtedly store energy from
earth movement. It is not mentioned that there are any Juba-quakes. Could the Presences be surface
extensons of large or smdl tectonic plates, storing vast quantities of potentially destructive energy rather
than using it up in earthquakes and vulcanism?

The Enigma, the "Mad One," is described as being twinned, two tines of amonstrousfork. Some
crystalsgrow as"twins," that is, as mirror images of one another, and the plane between themiscdled
the "twin boundary." Didocations cannot move across surfaces, and so cannot be transmitted from one
crysta to another unlessthey are in contact. Even when in contact the transmission of didocationswould
be very poor unless certain geometric consderations are met. Thus, the Black Tower could presumably
Speak to the Jammers without sharing their minds. However, didocation transmission or movement does



occur across the twin boundary, and we can imagine the Enigmaas abeing that is actudly of two minds,
with each of these mindsinterfering with or perturbing the other.

Asfor the Tripangers, what isit they do? Each Frank-Reed source has afrequency at which it vibrates,
its own harmonic frequency, which may be multiple. If one were to bombard a Frank-Reed source with
any other frequency, it could generate more didocations, that is, the Frank-Reed source will operate.
However, the Frank-Reed source would be absolutely transparent to its natural frequency.

If the Tripsingers smply sang in accord with the natura frequencies that were the "mind," conscious or
unconscious, of the Presences, they would leave no information behind them, that is, they would not
wake the Presences up. If certain sounds were "aertive," wagon whedsfor example, then it would have
been the Tripsinger'sjob to produce complementary sounds, which, when superimposed on the wagon
whedls, yielded exactly those frequencies that were transparent to the Presences. Thiswas, obvioudly,
quite complicated enough.

A subject of someinterest might be whether talking to them when they were awake would be an easier
or amore complicated matter.
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