The geese have returned to the Hidden Place, and | am glad. Some must have comein the night, for
though | am an early riser -- the Prebendary is customarily up with the sun -- there are aready groups
and families feeding aong the ebb-tide mudflats. Raucous voices over the Wester Greeting cloister make
me pause and look up as| hurry to the Creche. | shade my eyes againgt the low sun and seealoose V
crossthe square of ky. It sayswith certainty that the winter isfindly over. | truly thought it would never
end. But itslast breath isgone. Now comes the short, fierce High South summer. | must make the most
of these few weeks of heat and life and growth, before winter closesits hand again. The summer | have
never seen; thewinter isadire thing to awoman of kindly Tunshabhdl.

"Show me these geese, please," the Prebendary asks as| help her into her clothes. And, as| bring her
her favorite _thelbh_, with the ermine a hood and cuffs, she skips back, saying "I won't be needing that,
today." The Ambassador of the Clade can wear what she wills, even if sheistwo weeks off her sixth
birthday. | bow, say _asyou wish,_and we go back into the deeping room to look at wild geese. We
stand along time at the big window that alone of al the windowsin the Hidden Place looks outward,
down the grey sea-lough to Hardhrissag and the gresat glacier beyond.

Winter is never far. The ever-ice chills mein the pith of my soul. One hundred thousand years deep. |
now understand why the windows of this ancient sea-lord holdfast look inward. | think north, to Ahn
Shabha, and Tunshabhd initswinevadley, and Fodhla

Waterwater cool warm over breastbelly turn of head, gasp of breath, sting of eye, pull of muscle, smell
coolwater, chlorine gaspaspaspasp then down into the water turning among the legs, the palelegs and the
floating lank, swimming, we are svimming, dipped out from work in the midmea hour as shetdlsme she
doesthese days: we are swvimming, together, and we are standing, together, outlooking from the sole high
guardwindow through one pair of eyes.

_Thremher_.

| fed the Prebendary's smal, warm fingersfed for mine. | know she fedsmeflinch away. | glance at her.
Sheislooking up a me with that unnerving stare of nearly Six that looks so so much older. But sheis.
Lifetimes older. Did you hear that, Prebendary Shodmer? No. Sheissibless, solo, done._Thremher_is
agrange, dien sociologica phenomenon to her.

She does chill me, this dien ambassador.

* * %

Clarrigh and Clarbhabusy themsdves to make me my now-traditional morning mate as| cal to give them
my breskfast report. They areafunny, fussy little pair. No firg-thing update on their marriage
preparationstoday. Though | cannot imagine any pair wanting to marry them, | hope nothing hasfalen
gpart at thislate stage. | know better than to ask. In my amost-year in the Hidden Place, | have learned
something from the diplomats. Asusudl, theradio is blaring Voice of Ahn Shabha news. Crime scandd
vice corruption. Funny how one southern winter can make you nostalgic for al thet.

"Geese" says Clarrigh.
"Maybethey don't have them on Naul,” | say.
"Doesn't sound like they have much of anything on Naul,” Clarbha says.

| sp my scalding, dmost tastel ess mate through the silver straw while Clarrigh checks the morning
schedule. After breskfast and language development lessons, thereis an open forum at eighth hour for dl
thelegations. The Thraini delegation has an hour's private audience at nine, then we break until third.



Shodmer may have the mind, memory, and language of aNaulish Prebendary of the Clade, but a
sx-year-old sbless girl till needsrest and recuperation and running around.

"Here," Clarbhatosses me aplagtic cylinder. Insde, acharged hypoderm.
"I keep telling you, it gives me headaches" | say.

"Doyou haveany Thraini?'

"l could order dinner in Klutg."

"Use the tap, Fodhaman.”

Clarbhahas ahdf smile that melts opposition. He gives meit now and even though | do not exaggerate
when | tell him that the language DNA gives me an afternoon of migraine, | takeit and it ssemsadl right.
Maybe | begin to see alittle of what the uThradhan see in the Brothers Gahhadd. So, before | go to the
Crecheto bring the Prebendary to be questioned by the world's diplomats and paliticians, | dip to the
toilet to empty my bladder, for etiquette requiresthat | remain knegling throughout, and to bare my thigh
and swiftly jab the needleinto my flesh. So while | kneel on my cassock, new words dash in veeslike
migrating geese beneath the sky of my skull, settling on to the flats of my mind in groups and families,
grazing, breeding, flocking, flapping their wings so hard | fear the draft of their wingswill knock me
down.

The chief issue of the Thraini privy session isthe adnot, that mysterious Clade artifact orbiting our world.
Thrain isapedantic, reserved nation, given to secrecy and ditism; or so their imageisin Ahn Shabha
They envy our success and our open, energetic society. They are our rivas, possibly our enemies, inthis
affair of the Clade. In redlity, | have found Foreign Secretaries Auvaed and Hannaved cultured, witty,
down to earth, and their supposed pedantry an admirable determination to penetrate to the heart of any
meatter. No doubt, they have their own preconceptions of Ahn Shabha.

The sessonisdraining. The questions are finicky and repetitiousto me, let doneto asix-year-old girl.
After her lunch, | tuck the Prebendary Shodmer into her bed closet for her mid deep. | set the sound
mobile spinning above her: an old old Tunshabhd lullaby that she finds puzzling but attractive. What songs
sing the children to deep on Naul? The shutter is half-closed; early afternoon light through the high
window is broken by the fretwork into warm glowing shards that dapple her face. | imagine her skin this
color, patterned, marled, dien. Almog, | kissthat face. Almost. For | see her donein that acove, lying
down the center, the white sheetslike aglacier around her. Sheistoo smal for it in thisone smal body. |
shiver, shake my head. Some vague premonition; or isit the headache | promised mysdlf, sarting?
Whichever, | get up and close the shutters, then go and report to my handlers, the TaGahhadd. | have
two respongbilities here in this Hidden Place, thisancient see-hunting retreat. Thefirst isas Guardian to
Prebendary Shodmer of the Clade -- the second as spy.

“Itisnot_the adnot,itis_an adnot.”

"S0, not the name of spaceship, but atype of spaceship, aclass?'
"No, not aname, not any type of starship or spaceship. Itisan adnot.”
"An automated device? A robot, a sentient machine?"

"Perhaps. Itisathing itsdf.”



"It cannot be used then to transport passengers between stars, or worlds?'

Some of the strain in the Prebendary's six-year-old voice asit triesto fit round grown-up words and
ideas that must be hundreds of thousands of years old cregpsinto my own voice as| recount the
interview. My recdll, asever, is perfect. | sugpect that it helped me earn this position down in the cold
south, eavesdropping, whispering, recdling.

"How can it? Nothing organic can survive transport at the speeds of the adnot.”
"Prebendary, with respect, you did."

"My memoriesdid. My persondity did. Thisbody, you conceived for me. The Cladeisvast. Bigger and
older than you can imagine. Perhaps the Type Four civilizations can transport human bodies across space
at relativigtic speeds -- though | cannot imagine why they should wishto -- but _we _cannot. We have
contacted you through adnot. If it helps, think of this personality Shodmer as an e ement of the adnot
orbiting your world."

Mild congternation. The Thraini Foreign Secretaries begged amoment's excuse and nodded with their
advisers and attaches. The Prebendary rocked her torso back and forth on her kneelstool, wanting it al
over now, please. | so wanted that, but first | wanted to ask them why they kept asking about this
adnot, that might or might not be useful to their national ambitions. Ask about a society so huge that its
boundary grows faster than it can be mapped. Ask questions that can dive deep into haf amillion years
of history. Ask like men with starsin their eyes, not politicians begging for votes. | could see beyond the
Prebendary's childish restlessness that she dso felt thisfrustration.

"They're getting very hung up on the adnot here," Clarbha comments. He makes anote on hispalm
companion. "l wonder if they got anything from their satellite datawe don't know about?’

A flicker of _thremher_ between the sibs, policies agreed, actions decided, in that instant of joint
awareness. It reminds me how few my moments of sharing with Fodhla have been. Before the lunch-hour
swim, my last contact had been atwilight moment: dance music from the Narravhan New Wine festival,
Fodhlawith Adhmer and Adhmoladriving through the thronged streets, trying to find a parking space. |
remember fearing for the masked partygoers. Fodhladwayswas aterrible driver. | saw the Bhrainth
Brothers, the conjoint God of the Vine, rolling drunk in their sedan chairs as the young men raced them
around the piazza, | smelled the searing pork fat, the hot ail, the charcoal smoke flavored with sprigs of
herbs. | savored the faintly urinoustaste of the broached new wine. | saw the fireworks burst over the
Vintner's Chantry. Narravhan: the autumn festival. A whole hard season ago. Although _thremher
knows no physica bounds -- the Clade, thousands of light years across, may yet test that -- the distances
of the heart limit it.

"Anything else of any great import?' Clarbha says, paming open acal channe to hisown magersin
Dahlit Thal.

"The usua cosmic jibber-jabber aout joining the family of pan-humanity and dl that. Nothing redly.”
"You redly don't likethat kid," says Clarrigh.
| shrug. | say: "I don't didike her; she just makes me uneasy. Y ou're not around her; | am. | know her."

Clarrigh gets up heavily to put the kettle on and make fresh mate. The amount they drink, theinside of
their bladders must be like leather.

"I know you, Fodhaman. Y ou just get freaky around solos."



"It'snot naturd for achild.”
"It'snot natura for any of you Xenos."

| give the standard psychology answer about creating an environment for the Prebendary as much like
her home as we can recreate from the Monologue.

"Her homeis_here, Fodh," Clarrigh says. He offersteabut | have duties| would sooner be about
rather than staying with the chubby TaGahhadd and their mate and happy marriage plans. As| climbthe
great staircase to the Creche, | chew over an old piece of information in my mind, an early revelation,
before the adnot and its Prebendary, when first contact had been made by radio and we received the
Monologue across eighty-seven light years from Naul. Everywhere, anywhere, however far you travel
acrossthe universe, you will find one sentient pecies: humans. Thousands of variants but one greet
family. The Clade. A zoologica term, ataxonomic expression. A set of related species within agenus.
And, inal that human diversity, one_world wheretwin births are the norm.

* % %

It isearly afternoon, and we are up the glen. It isthe Prebendary's favorite walk, ahidden placein the
Hidden Place. Shodmer may spesk with the words and knowledge of an adult, but she has the delights of
asix-year-old. Here by the Shibhna stream are gravel coves and rock pools, rapids and stepping stones,
mossy boulders, overhanging treeslike hands and faces. Delights aplenty. Thefirst time she saw adipper
plunge dauntlessly into the white water and emerge on arock at the far side of the stream, shewas o
dumbfounded | dmost cdled the medics, fearing some mental saizure: too many memories
decompressing at once. The sweatlodge, theicehouse, the old hermitage cut into the rock above a deep,
dark swirl pool are dways fresh with wonder. Every time, she clangs the hermitage iron bell. Today the
short chute of water that emptiesinto the hermitage pond isloud, filling the stone bowl! with spray, milky
with run-off from theice high up the valey. The chuteis clogged with torn-off twigs and branches, we
somberly watch awhole sapling turn in the foamy flow, run the channel, and wedge between the boulders
in the plunge pool. Shewantsto moveit: if it has not chosen thisjourney, at least it should befreeto
completeit.

"That current would siweep you away like _that, " | say, and see again the tension between the child and
the adult sharing this body. We pick our way up to the falls through the wakening wood. The birchesare
unfolding tiny cones of leaf from their spear-tip buds. The green againg the silver isasstartlingasa
masked Nadthanhi dancer's costume. Amazing, | can _smell_the season. The valley sides are mad with
birdsong.

"Come on, come on, | want to show you this" Shodmer exclaims, dragging me by the hand up the
muddy footpath between the battalions of birch. | dip, muddy my trouser cuffs and the hem of my
_thelbh . Almogt, | swear. Thefingerstug. "Come _on. "

Wetop alow crest and stand on the lip of ahollow where atree fell winters before and brought others
down with it. The trunks have goneto rot, but the tilted root rafts shelter a carpet of more spring flowers
than | have ever seen. Y dlows, whites, the fragile purple of fritillaries, the blue grape clusters of wild
hyacinths. | smell garlic, strong green growing. They nestle benegath the canopies like offerings at shrines.
How many times have | walked the path just afew steps from this hidden place, never knowing,
suspecting? Shodmer has kept thisfor me, the newcomer, the stranger here.

"Thisislovely," | say, and hear how weak that sounds, so | turnit into aquestion. "Did Ardrahn bring
you here?'

"No," Shodmer says carefully. "I brought her." A pausefor meto think about who isthe alien here, then



Shodmer asks ™Y ou don't have any children, do you?'

"No," | say.

"Ardrahn did. Shetold medl about them, Ahnlil and Ahnthabhan and Traybhaand Trayvarra. | should
have liked to meet them. | would have liked to bring them here."

Welook for atime at the flowers. | am waiting for the next question. | have afair ideawhat it will be.

"Why did they take Ardrahn away? Y ou don't have any children, you don't know; why have | got you
now and not her?'

Thereisrefugein my professon and skills. | tekeit.

"It'sthe stage you're at. Whole new levels of memories and experiences will come out in the next few
months. Therere going to be alot of changes and we thought it best to have axenopsychologist on hand.
It'sal part of the developmenta plan. | was on the team that drew it up, so | wastheideal oneto send.
Inasense, I've known you alot longer than you think. Y ou probably don't redize it, but there were many
years of preparation between the adnot's arrival and your being born.”

Shodmer looks at me, redlizing something for thefirg time.
"Wasl| thefirg?'

Somewhere in the distance isthe drone of atilt-jet on approach. The Venjet delegation. | could end this
excursion now, make excuses about muddy clothes and dirty hands and briefings on the visitors. No. She
has shown me her secret; | will share one of mine.

"No."

Her fingersloosen their hold on mine.

"How many?'

"Y ou're the second, if you don't count the ones that either didn't take or spontaneoudy aborted in the first
trimester. We were prepared for many more failures; the technology was basically beyond us, techniques
we'd been given through the Monologue.”

"And thefirs one?'

"A girl, likeyou. Identica to you. She was born dive and bresthing, but there wasno sign of brain
activity. The memory nanomeres did not load properly. The autonomic nervous system maintained
norma motor control, but there were no higher cognitive functions. She never gained consciousness, she
wasinwhat we call aPersstent Vegetative State.”

"l understand,” Prebendary Shodmer saysin avoice so old it startles me. "Did she have aname?”
That tilt-jet isgetting closer.
"Shothaman,” | say.

The Prebendary considersthis. Then she says, "o, | had asister. And she wasidentical to me, shewasa
twin. So I'm like therest of you then, I'm not an only, what do you call them, asolo?' The aircraft passes
to the north of us, close enough to see through the birch branches. Its engines swive into landing mode, it
settles beyond the steep pitched roofs of the Hidden Place onto its pad. Shodmer cocks her head. "That



will betheVenjet," she says. "Timefor usto go, then.”

* % %

Two beginnings. Two gtories.

In thisfirgt beginning was the sea; Detrimher, the endless world-ocean. It stretched forever indl
directions, tossed by many storms, white with waves. The water was clear as glass, not blue aswe seeit
now, for there was no sky, only nothing, and nothing has no color. It was perfectly flat, and pure as
digtilled water. There was not ataste of sdt init. In Detrimher was no living thing. Likewise, no birds, for
there was no sky for them to fly in. On this seawas a boat, Dhan-khu. No one can say how long it had
been sailing on Detrimher, but it moved with direction and purpose. Two rows of carsdroveit, and a
pair of each of the Nations of living thingstook a pair of oars and drove Dhan-khu acrossthe World

Sea. These rowers were the Gods; germ, plant, fish, bird, animal, and man, each as divine asthe other,
each pair of sbsaGod. Now thiswas a thing about Dhan-khu: it did not know where it was going, for
everywhere looked the same, but where it had been, the sea curled up behind it. The water ran down the
dope of the world and exposed the bare rock beneath and so the dry land was born. The water ran from
therocksin waves and foam and currents, and though the ship Dhan-khu was huge beyond saying, it was
tossed like atoy on the white water, for nothing is huge next to the sea. For ahundred days and nights,
the rowers of Dhan-khu strove against the storm water. On the hundred and first day, awave greater
than any other caught the ship and drove it one hundred and one kilometers on to the bare rock, where it
broke like an egg, spilling dl thelifeit carried. A council was held there, under the chairmanship of the
redwoods, which were wiser than any other living thing. Therewere ill no cloudsin the sky, for the
generd light had not yet gathered up into the bal of the sun. The bare heat killed many living things.
Three-quarters of the Fish Nation perished in the naked, universa light. That which survived only did so
because of the lakes and puddieseft by the tide of Detrimher. Y et they remained, for the Council of
Redwoods must hear dl thingsthat lived. Eventudly it was decided that the living things must scaiter dl
around the round world. The germs rose up and were swept away on the wind to establish their great
nation, the Fish Nation swam down the lakes and rivers, but the others were trapped there, even the
insects, for they had not yet stolen the secret of flight from the birds. Being so small, they were good
thieves and that is why the birds hunt the insects, to take back what was stolen from them. It was birds
who came to the rescue. They fashioned perches from the wreckage of Dhan-khu, and Sung them
between their feet or their beaks. An animd or aplant or an insect sat on the swing and the birdswhirled
them up into the clear air so high they could see the world as agreat blue globe. They transported them
far and wide across the world and established them in al parts and places, and so the world isaswe see
it today, of many Nations. Originally, the Nation of Humanswas six sb-pairs, mae and femae. The
oldest woman wasthe first to give birth, and she bore Cantayuma and Astyaman, the heavenly twins, sbs
but boy and girl, unnatura, an abomination. Because they were strange to nature, they repelled each
other and one became light and one dark until their mutual opposition forced them off the round world
atogether into the sky, where they became sun and moon, he and she respectively. But even il they are
sbs, womb mates, and that memory is ever with them, so that even now the moon is at times seen with
the sunin the day. But the eclipses of moon over sun and earth over moon are the memories of that old
womb-rivalry.

That is one way the world was made. Here is another.

Eleven and a half thousand years ago a device known as an egg-ship arrived in our solar system after an
elght-hundred-year journey from Lolel, one hundred and twelve light years away. That world itself had
been seeded fifteen thousand years before by ships scattered wide from Drail, one of the eleven colony
worlds of thefirgt Seyyamang Expansion. Seyyamang itsalf had long since made thejumpto a Type 2a
civilization; its colonies had not received an adnot from it for centuries. Our system had been first



surveyed as promising for life by the Ujjire, an ancient and conservative space-going society. Fifteen
thousand years Before Present, itsfleet of ninety thousand space habitats had maneuvered out of
interstellar flight configuration and formed a close shell around our sun. They spent three hundred yearsin
gelar orbit, gorging on solar energy and nanofacturing our asteroid belt to birth fresh worldlets. Then
they moved on, ever inward, toward the colossal energies of the gdactic core, where, it isrumored, High
Type 3 civilizations of biologica-eectronic intelligences basked in black hole radiation that would have
dissolved away smple smart compounds of carbon. The Ujjire greatly desired union with the core races.
Our world, our Fanadd, was of no interest to them. They placed no vaue on pae blue gravity wells. But,
at some point, they communicated to one of the gravity-bound cultures they had encountered the
existence of alump of rock they might find interesting.

Our unmanned probes have found evidence of Ujjire engineering activities on some long-orbit comets.
Our theories of planetary evolution had aways conflicted with our observations of our solar system. Now
we knew why. They stripped out our entire asteroid belt.

Eleven and a hdf thousand years. Eight hundred years. One hundred and fifty centuries. Eighty-eight
thousand years since thefirgt light-speed probes | eft the Seyyamang system. The Ujjiresignd to Loldl
itself took one hundred and fifty yearsto arrive. One hundred and fifteen thousand, five hundred years.
The recorded higtory of the Clade stretches over four times behind that.

The egg-ship was an automated world-maker. Nothing living traveled on it, no pioneers, no eager
colonigts. Its heart was avast genetic database of al things necessary for aliving planet, from soil
bacteriato humans. The sequence was primeva ; the Naulish rumored that it might have passed down
unchanged from the original human hearthworld. The DNA was served by an array of machines. At one
end of the scale were microscopic nanomeres that could manipulate strands of the DNA to engineer
living things to new environments. At the other were the cloud-sized blimps that cruised the ionosphere,
carefully destroying atmospheric ozone with complex chlorofluorocarbons. A few decades of hard
ultraviolet would gterilize the native microfauna, then the swollen bellies of the blimps could rupture and
let fll agentlerain of bacteria. Once the concentric shells of machines had doughed themselves off from
the eggship, there was not much more to the thing than adozen or so0 yolk sacs clinging to the spine of the
anti-matter deceleration drive. To commission an eggship was a huge, magnificent enterprise that required
the resources of awhole system, but once the launch lasers switched off and it went into its
eight-hundred-year fdl between suns, it was utterly alone. It was a bottle cast into the ocean. Loldl never
expected to hear from it again. There would be no resupply missions, no surveys or exploratory vehicles.
The settlers were absolutely on their own. Thefirgt five thousand years of our history belong to the
bacteria: the Ujjire caravan had reported thoroughly on Fanadd's suitability, so it wasthe work of a
couple of centuriesto strip it down to the bedrock and reseed it. While our ancestors dept,
microbiologica food cycleswere set up in the oceans, the engines of the complex bio-climatologica
feedback mechanisms that would keep Fanadd forever friendly to our kind of life. For the next twenty
centuries, the plants ruled. Forests rose, jungles burgeoned: the conifers and flowerlessformsfirgt, then,
asinsect populations were introduced, the flowering plants and grasses. All inits proper time, initsdue
season. Thirty thousand settled planets had established best practice. Eight and ahaf thousand years
after the eggship went into orbit around Fanadd and exploded into amillion separate components, the
first humans emerged from their gestation pods and walked on the pristine world.

It was a the end, thefind step, that the nanoscribes made their mistake. A hundred million transcriptions,
then one smal dip, non-lethal but profound. To raise the population quickly enough to escape desth by
genetic drift, the settlers had been genetically engineered for twin births. Once the population reached a
sdlf-sustaining level, the gene was supposed to switch to double recessive. That gene never switched.

Two beginnings. Onetold through myth and faith. The other through the decades-long discourse of the



Monologue. Bdlieve whichever you will. Both agree that we are a specid crestion, ether divine or
technological. The foss| record says only -- graphically -- that we are strangers to thisworld. Some of
the religious cannot accept that we are the works of humans, not gods, though men who can blast a
planet down to the bedrock and resurrect it might aswell be gods. Thereisno archaeologica evidence
of the settlement, no buried gestation pods or fossilized seeding machines. The dead spine of the eggship
burned up in our atmosphere when it ran out of reaction mass. It could have been the
Pearly-Semen-String Star by which the Ardvha Dhran astronomers foretold the seven-year drought that
destroyed the Cappadhridd Empire. Geophysicists and metdlurgists are currently studying a number of
small impact cratersfor metal ions. Asyet, no physical evidence. What then of the other story? Deity
requires no evidence. Our ora traditions share anumber of core images, the world sea, the notion of the
redlity asasingle semina entity that divided into complementary and opposed twin emanations. Likewise,
our languages seem to share one common root. Studies of our mitochondrial DNA show how closely
related even the most hostile of nations are. The settlers were introduced at the technologica level of iron
tools. They would have had the sophistication for writing, but for those first few generations, the
imperative was to survive. They would not have been ableto raise their heads to keep records. There
were desperately few of them. They wereterribly aone.

Wedill are.

* * %

L ate afternoon is meetings, an introduction to the new, post-€lection Khumetran delegation, then the
weekly analysis session of the Xenos, aswe call ourselves. The xenobiologists, the xenoanthropologists,
the xenosociologists, the xenolinguists, the xenopsychologists. _Ists would be amore honest name. The
specidigs. The scientists. The spies. Noist in that. No honesty. The hypocrisy amazesme; ina
multi-nationd operation like this, everybody works for someone, but we go on with our reports, our
agendas, our petty professiond palitics, asif somehow by pleading guilty to alesser charge, our greater
crimeswill go unnoticed. DeghraDhunnishisusud terrier salf, going back again and again and again to
the sametrivid points, asif shaking arat. It isaheavy sesson, and thetruthisthat our _ists and _isms_
are vanities, everything we know either came on the hotline viathe Monologue, or was set in
biochemigtry eighty-seven years ago by the Naulish.

It isevening now, and | am waking by the shore. Thetideis on the ebb and the geese are following it,
pecking over the exposed mud, necks dabbing and stabbing. The sky is barred with yellow and purple
sreamersof cloud. Theair holds an edge of chill; | fold my handsinto the fur cuffsof my _thelbh . | am
quitedone.

That thought, that word, strikes adifferent chill, one that penetrates the thick material of my _thelbh . To
be singular, on aworld wheredl lifeislived in the plurd. Solitudeisadefect of birth, or akind of dying.
_Dhakhti__isnow amost unknown in our society, but | remember my gran'ammawhen shelost
grantante, and | remember even at that young age thinking, sometimes, it is best to go with the dead. She
lasted two months. | am certain that she willed hersdf out of theliving. Half of her was aready dead and
burned.

Hereisastone pier, yelow with lichen, where the old royal sea-hunters set out on the whale-path. | walk
toitsend, by the grey sone bollards. Kelp isundulating dowly in thetide run.

A sudden, chill flaw of wind. | shiver. Isthat what you fear, Fodhaman Sulbha Bhaskarbhek? Y oursdlf,
aone? When | was quite small, | would wake in the night in our cubby in the house at Bhrander. | would
listen to Fodhla breathing next to me, fed the warmth of her, sense the movement of her body. | would
push the sound and the warmth and the movement away from me until | could not distinguish them from
the noise and movement of the late-night traffic. | imagined myself done. | can still remember that awful,



cold panic. Here, brought to the water, it tellsmethings | have never heard from it before,

Thefear, the_done,_the cold clutch at the heart of me. It is saying, time, time, time. And choices.
Fodhla and Fodhaman, those clever clever sgters, ther talent laying a path straight ahead of them.
Friends branched off into other careers, into marriages, into families, but you, the dogged uBhaskarbhek,
stayed true to that path, and it led true, to the Hidden Place and an alien embassy. All that time, you
thought you had enough time to aso go down those other ways, but you don't. The winter iscoming; this
onewill never end.

| cannot bear to pass out of thisworld childless. But time, time ... and choices ... and the Prebendary,
that alien mind incarnated in the body of a six-year-old girl?

Thevoiceis soft, calculated not to surprise, but in my state of mind, it islike agunshot. | cannot hide my
sudden start.

"I'm sorry, Ambassador, | was ... milesaway."
"No, I'm sorry to interrupt,” says the conjoint, Hadrha.

"Theré€'s something we have to ask you," Haddavher says, and from histone, | understand that much
moreis known than needsto be said. | glance around, salf-conscious. The Hidden Place has only one
outward-looking window, but | fed hideoudy conspicuous, we three a the end of the pier.

" Ambassador, with respect, there are channels.”

"And have Clarrigh and Clarbha fob me off with another packet of the Intelligence Agency's pre-digested
baby food? No, I'm afraid I'm here to ask persona questions, and only persond answerswill do.”

| turn away to look out to sea, hoping that the Ambassadors will not see me stiffen.
"Ask whatever you like, Ambassador.”
"The Clade, what do you make of it?"

"The Cladeisan interstellar hyperculture of thirty thousand societies and civilizations so diverse that we
wouldn't even recognize some of them as human. The Cladeis so vast and ancient it does not know al of
itsdf; it grows so fast and vigoroudy, it never can.”

"And Naul, the Prebendary's home world?'

"Naul isnot asingleworld. | believetheword intheir _linguafranca_means _system . Asfar as| know,
Naul conssts of naturaly habitable planets, terraformed worlds and moons, and extensive colonization of
its uninhabitable gas giant satellites, aswell as highly developed asteroid and comet communitiesand a
halo of congtructed space habitats. System population is close to onetrillion sentients. Naul isa Type 2
civilization, avery junior member of the Clade."

| hear Ambassador Hadrha huff air from his cheeks. | have tried to keep my words smple and
unexaggerated, but the scale of the Clade intimidates our aspirations. It isasociety on the cosmic scale,
building for eternity. Haddavher nods. He says, "Fodhaman, tell me, have we anything to fear from the
Clade?'

"There aren't any wars between worlds, if that's what you're afraid of. The economics are unfeasible, and



anyway, what we hold so precioudy here doesn't have much vaue out there. Thereisn't aCladish
invasion fleet on theway. But..."

"Go on, please."
"The Clade is s0 big and old that its history consists mostly of rumors.”
"What rumors have you heard?"

"Y ou know that no non-human sentience has ever been found. It seems amost certain that our
intelligence isunique in the universe. There are only humans... but some variants have become ... dien.”

"Wdll, knowing even what | do about Naul, | can see how our society could be considered ... exotic.”
"The higher-levd cultures are trans-biologicd."
"Machines? Computers?'

"No, much morethan that. | can't begin to understand how life thereislived, but at acertain leve,
biology and technology merge and obey each other'slaws. There was a society that did not make that
trangtion. Its dite became machine intelligences and destroyed its birth world in acivil war between the
electronic and the biological. The survivors expanded outward through self-replicating machines. In the
quest for raw materials, they would devastate entire systems.”

"Inhabited systems?"

"And mobile, space-habitat culturestoo. They believed that dl biologicd lifewasathreat. Their
technology could annihilate entire worlds. The Clade stopped them.”

"How?"
"The rumor isthat it used a principle known as Asymmetric Separation.”

"What isthat?"

"I don't know, but | think it hasto do with the Sructure of time and redlity."

Hadrha breathesin, dowly, audibly. | add, "We are avery smdl world. The margin of the margin.”

But | know my words have not given the comfort | intended. No palitician likesto betold of his
inggnificance.

"| see," Haddavher says. "And tell me, and | won't trouble you any more after this. do we have anything
to gain from the Clade?'

| Sigh, look again at the sea and the great ice beyond.
"Ambassador, | cannot say."

* * %

That night, | tried to force _thremher_ for the first time since my teens. Now, asthen, it felt grubby,
sdfish, soul-masturbation. | would be deeply embarrassed if anyone were to catch mein the privacy of
my Own room.

Thereisrain tonight, cold and hard with agrain of ice dill init. It surgesand clattersin the guttersalong



the cloisters. The Shibhnawill be high and wild, threatening the Prebendary's hermitage. | set out the
items on my desk. | have printed out the best of the photographs and arranged them against thewall. The
jewdry, therings, the hair clagps and pins, the knick-knacks and curios and souvenirs and meaningless
things picked up, scavenged or stolen, cover most of theright side. | arrange the music discs on the lft,
liketiling amosaic. | uncapped thejars of oils haf an hour before, and they are dready working on the
room's atmosphere.

Theran. | have never known thelike of it.

The clothes arelaid out on the bed. | hesitate between the formal pants we bought in the South Bank
boutique in Methevvher and the cold-weether _thelbh _we got for the winter sports holiday in Ithrhang.
The _thelbh . It'syearsout of fashion, the fur is coming out of the hood and cuffs, but as| touchiit, | see
Fodhla holding the tatty old thing as | dither over what to pack for the Hidden Place. "Go on, takeit.

L ook, fashion sensewon't kill you, hypothermiacan.” For amoment, the memory erasestherain, this
drafty, lamp-lit room. Isit beginning? | dip onthe _thelbh . It smdlsof her. Fodhla.

Firgt photograph. The Academic procession. A rare wet day in Vanhal, the long snake of doctora
laureates soaked to the bone asthey cross the quadrangle and turn into the Hall of Sciences. The
photographer is positioned in the cloister gate; flash, snap, as each pair turnsthe corner. Fodhlaand me,
in our hoods and gprons, hair dicked down, evidently miserable and wishing the whole thing was over
and we had the scrolls and ringsin our hands, but Fodhlawith enough presence, despite aterrible
hangover, to stick her tongue out at the lens. Me, serious, grumpy, very very wet. Asit has always been.
One vivacious, one frowning, wondering what she's missing.

| put on the music we were listening to that night at the cafe. Nuhr Widhrhu's _bithren _ stalks chordsand
harmonies over Clarhabhen's solid _ghadhla_ beat. Fond rememberings, the nonsense we talked, the
guyswe kissed. | lift the scenter of _neadhwood _ oil. Smdll isthe mother of memory.

| imagine| fed something.

Photograph two. Wet again. Two eight-year-olds caught in the waves at Narravher. One leaning toward
the lens, mouth opening, shouting something stupid but quick, the other looking somewhere dse, sky,
clouds, agull, the universe. They are holding hands. Next track: _Messonghi_, abig hit from that
summer. It was never off theradio. Now, it sounds embarrassing, the sort of thing you play for friends
very late at parties, desperate to catch an old groove. The smell, _ahrum vettivher_, scent of the pinesat
Narrevher, sdt, iodine, sunburn. | had forgotten those swimsuits with the fish on them. Now | fed again
how the straps would rub under your arms when they got wet.

One by one, | go through the images, the sounds, the scents. | open myself to them, | will them to open
me. | walit for the characterigtic small shiver of pre-_thremher_. | imagineit in many ways, but every time
it isadraft under the door, achord of music, asmdl of memory, the cold rattle of the rain on the roof
daes.

Last photograph. The others have al been turned face down to the past. All that remains are two silly
girlsin bed together, sometimein ther first month away from home, at the big exciting univeraty. | can't
even remember what friends caught us; boys or girls. It's early; we've been drinking the night before.
Fodhlalunges toward the camera, mouth open, hair al over the place. 1, as usud, am the dozy-looking
one, frowning out from some unexpected angle of the big white quilt. | lift the porcelain jar of _itrhain_,
clean, sdty, driftwoody. It smells of the sun of Vanhal, its clean sheets and the seatang that blew through
the lecture hdl's huge windows. | dip on the Adduharppha. It's abig, long dance piece, new that night,
when we all rushed to load it and get our friends round to listen. | could dways dance to that. Even now |
can fed it move me. It sounds dated now, the rhythms are obvious, regular, but it was agreat timeto be



alive, to be young, to be on your own intheworld. | venture alittle step or two acrossthe floor. Be
there, | will. Be there. Do you remember? Do you remember? Be there. Be here, now...

| canamdl it.... Theroomissuddenly so cold, | fed | am falling, faling through the wooden floor, into
something, somewhere d<e.... | fed someoneturn, asif someone has caled her name. Fodhla....

Nothing. Nowhere. | am where| dwayswas. | never |eft. The rain bests at the roof, the wind tugs the
sonetiles. | put the music off -- supid, adolescent stuff. | swiftly gather up the photographs, stuff them
into adrawer. Though itiscold in theroom -- | have never been truly warm in the Hidden Place -- |
throw off the_thelbh _and stand in my underwear. | fed slly and old and ashamed, asif caught poking at
mysdf in thetoilet. | shudder in embarrassment.

Go to bed, Fodhaman. Y ou have things enough for tomorrow.
| an so afraid that | am losing her.
The Prebendary of the Clade isin aquandary.

"Thefur or the silk," she says, Sitting on the bed between the two laid-out _thelbhs . "I dunno. Help me,
Fodh."

"Thedlk," | say on no authority whatsoever. "It'saparty, you'll be hot down there."

Shodmer pouts, picks up the favorite fur, then agrees and sets it down. We dress her up in the beautiful
worked slk dress _thelbh_. Mythologica animals dance around her hem and the cuffs of her trousers.

"| think you'reright," she says.

"Okay, mirror now," | say and swing her up onto the leather stool in front of the making-up table. Sowly
| paint her face. She frowns at the white brow patches, the ochre bars on her lipsand chin.

"Six isanimportant age,”" | tell her. "It's the age you get a soul and become human. Before that, you're a
waiting-to-be-human, a potentia.”

She grimaces.

"Hold «till," | order, thinking it a Naulish adult's reaction to the redlities of being a Fanaddhi six-year-old.
Thefrown degpens, becomesphysica pain. "Again?'

Shodmer nods.
"It pass”
"I'll get painkillers." | am dready hafway to the medicd kit.

"I keep tdling you, they don't work!" thelittle girl sngps. The migraines Sarted aweek ago and have
been increasing in frequency and duration. We have discussed little ese in our Xeno meetings.

"It's probably anew memory level decompressing,” Deghra Dhunn said.
"Or the whole thing unraveling,” Marbhandd Tethrevhher warned.

"They know enough about our cultureto program it for six yearsold.”



"Ahn Shabha culture, or everyones?' Bhent Ghaul, a Harppand man.

Thetruthisthat wearedl Istsand al we know are Isms, that, and that nothing happensto the
Prebendary for no reason. But | find that | cannot bear the thought that | might have to watch the
Prebendary -- old/young, wise/naive, innocent and savant -- disintegrate. So | hover by the medical
pack, though | know its scienceis not up to this, and | watch the pain peak, then pass, then echo once,
twice. Then Shodmer smiles and we are ready again for make-up and party dress.

It'sadreary enough little party. Most of the permanent staff has children, and some of the speciadists and
junior diplomats. They aredone up in their finest and look asif they would be anywhere doing anything
rather than lined up under theivory lanterns of the Summer Hall as the Prebendary marches past them,
likeareviewing generd. Thethree factions. domestic, diplomatic, and Prebendary spend thefirgt fifteen
minutes spying on each other suspicioudy. Ambassadors hover like unmarried uncles and aunts, feding
responsible for fun but unsure how to generate it. A music box plays the hits; they've never sounded so
trivia, tinny among the carved beams and high-pitched roof. | wonder if Shodmer ishating it as much as|
am. | dip away from the circle of solicitous adults overseeing the strenuous attempts at fun: there are
grown-up drinks at the back. The TaGahhadd have aready positioned themsalves within easy reach.

The akvavit goes down sweetly. So does the second one.
Clarrigh looks at me.
"| thought you were on deck."

| letit pass. Inthe glow of thefirgt, fiercelittle liquor going down, | felt, | saw. | was behind the whed of
acar. | smelled spring sunshine on black plastic trim. | felt the seat rearrange itsalf to my body. | heard
the lucky Dhorthi Cross keyfob rattle against the steering column, the engine purr to life. | felt the gears
engage and the car bump over the cobbled drive.

The Prebendary is playing Dusty Bluebdls. The avuncular diplomats are sanding round clapping their
hands and cheering her on as she weaves her way in and out and in and out of the circle of linked
children's hands. They look embarrassed. Shodmer looks radiant. Alien.

Tappy tappy tappy, on your shoulder....

Sheisahead and then some shorter than the Buddhaint boy, but he bows out of the ring and hooks on
behind. In and out go, dusty bluebells....

Fast road now, evening light danting into my eyes. The screen part-polarizes, heavy traffic heading home.
Drivetime. Driving fast: she dwaysdrivesfadt, too fagt, too fast for me. One hand fiddling with the radio.
Never enough attention, either. She scares me. News. Sheisanews addict. But whereis shedriving so
fast againgt the flow? Questions clog in my throat. But _thremher_is not telepathy. There are no words,
only sharing. | reach for thethird. A hand stops mine.

"Hey, Fodh, don't you think...?"
Tappy tappy tappy on your shoulder....
| give Clarbhaalook that invites him to cut his hand off before he ever thinks of laying it on me again.

Shodmer issmiling a me, beckoning meto join the game. | shake my head. If | move from this spot, this
focus, | will lose Fodhla. The chain of people moves on, the Ath Shae Ambassador gamely taking up the
caboose.



Sheisreaching for the tuner again, she cannot get the news she wants, which is news about the
Prebendary, news about me. Celebrity gossip. Sport. Crime. Nothing about the internationa negotiations
with the Clade. It isold news. Fanadd can join this supersociety of thirty thousand cultures but we will
gtill want to read the same headlines. Sheistwiddling, the sunislow, in her eyes.

| fed it before she seesiit.

Fodhlafeds me. Shelooks up. Thetruck train appears out of the sun dazzle, head-on. Thereis nothing
she can do, sheistoo close, going too fast, and she can't seeit. What she seesisaring of clapping
people under smoky ivory lamps and alittle girl threading hersdlf in and out and in and out again. Ingtinct
throws the whed. Thelittle car clipsthe hauler's offside wing, flips over, rolls acrosstwo lanes. And | see
ital.l hearitdl, | fed it al. In person.

A cry. The Prebendary clutchesfists to her temples. Sheison her knees. The snake of people behind her
stands dumbfounded, holding on to each other'swaists. Then the ring of people rushesin on her.

The car comesdown and | go black. | see nothing, but | fed it. | fed mysaf dammed into annihilation. |
fed Fodhladieingde me.

| cry out but no one hearsit over the wailing of the Prebendary. The akvavit glassfalsfrom my fingers.
Thethick glass bounces, rolls. Clarrigh and Clarbha catch me but al eyes are on Shodmer. Sheis curled
on her sde, wailing, kicking hersalf round and round on the polished wooden floor with her feet.

"Fodhaman,” Clarbhawhispersfiercely, "what the hell'swrong with you?' Heisthinking, a collgpsed
Prebendary, a drunken Xenopsychologist, and the emissaries of the world's great nations playing Dusty
Bluebdls

"Nothing nothing,”" | say, truly. Half of me has died. | haveto go. | haveto get out of here. "Leave me
aone, let mego, please....”

Shodmer is crying out something, semi-coherent words. In amoment, they will ook for me for
interpretation. But | am not here. | am dead on the Sde of the Tunshabhd Highway. | dide through the
shadows that cling to the walls toward the door. No one must see me.

"The adnot!" Shodmer cries. "1sl The! Collected! Collected Knowledge! Of the Thirty! Thirty Thousand!
Member Societies! Of! The Clade!"

| makeit through the door. The cloister isaslong and straight and terrifying as afour-lane highway. | veer
from pillar to pillar, half awoman.

* % %

People, somewhere, keep asking me how | fed. | answer, fee? What do you mean, feel? How can you
expect meto fed, when | am dead? There isawoman. She gets up in the morning and washes and
dresses. She eats amedl, she drinks mate, she talks to some peoplein the far north on the phone. They
say soft, considered thingsto her. She can hear the discomfort in their voices but she cannot fed it. She
returns soft, considered things over the airwaves. The day passes and she deeps. | watch her from a
distance, | see every detail of her life, but there is no connection between me and her. Thisishow | know
| am dead, | am aghogt, gpart, watching, untouching, unfegling. This ghost understandsthat there are
greet events happening in the world of the living. Grest revelations have unfolded from the Prebendary's
memory about the nature and purpose of the adnot. Xenos and diplomats dike are running from room to
room, mesting to meeting, conference call to conference cal. The halls and cloisters of the Hidden Place
chime with palm companion call tones. | know | should care about this, that itsimportance should push



me back into the world of voices and actions, like hammering out adent in apot, but | do not want it to.
Half of meisdead. The better, livdier, loveier half.

One day thereisalight knock on the door of my garret room and | know that the thing | have feared has
arrived. The Prebendary asksif she can come in. She ddlivers uncomfortable words of sympathy. Most
strange, atiny child offering such soft, considered words. The ghost watches and thinks, what do _you
understand, six years old, newly souled? The woman Fodhaman thinks, | know you now, dien child. We
are hdf ahuman each, now.

The Prebendary does not stay long. | am thankful. At the door she turns, a parting word.

"Oh. Yes. | dmost forgot. | will be going soon. In the next couple of days, | think. | am going to Dahlit
Thal to address the Union of Nations about the adnot. Fodhaman." | hear aneed for response, for
warmth, in her voice. | cannot look at her, wise child. She says, hurt, cool, "Well, then, in case we do not
meet again, | would like to thank you for your kindness and understanding. It has been agood time, here
withyou. | will missyou.”

She knows better than to offer ahand, and | can only look at the place where she has been when | hear
the heavy click of the door.

* % %

With any death there are necessaries. The cdls, the organizing, the rites and the relatives. Little has been
left to me, far away on internationally significant businessin the High South. | would have welcomed
thingsto do, callsto make, condolencesto receive, affairsto straighten. The necessaries get you through.
Now, with the Prebendary packing up her small court to transport it to Dahlit Thal, | have not even the
business of work. My fellow Xenos are good, but they know that nothing they can do will beright. | have
been left long days comparing the color of my thoughts with the color of the sky. And the heart-stopping,
hammering _thremher_ flashbacks.... My mothers and fathers make daily reports on the progress of my
affairs, much as| reported to my political handlers. The cremation has been set, the burning tower
booked. No avoiding it then. | go to Clarrigh and Clarbhawith my request.

"I haven't much luggage, I'd leave most of my stuff here, come back down for it afterward.”
Clarbhawinces asif atooth istroubling him.

"If I don't go on that tilt-jet, | won't get to the cremation.”

Strange, how easy the word isto say.

Clarrigh puffs his cheeks out and sghs weightily. He flashes his eyebrows a hissib. | sense amoment of
_thremher . | observe, somewhere, that my inner sky must belightening if | notice that.

"What'sgoing on here?' | ask. "What's the problem?"

Clarbha shakes hishead. A man in torment. Then he tells me exactly why | must not go on that tilt-jet. |
ligten to histelling meincredible thingsand | redize that, like the ice above the valley of the Hidden Place,
thereisacold beyond cold. Thereis a place where earth and sky and water are al the same color and
some peoplelive dl their livesthere. | thank the TaGahhadd brothers, then go along the cloistersand up
the winding wooden staircase and dong the painted gdleriesto my room. | it in achair by the window
and the world goes dark around me. What | fed now is as shocking, as pardyzing, aswhen Fodhla died,
but itisdifferent. Then, | fet | had died too. Thistime, | fed | have been killed. | Sit, my head redling,
unaware of time or darkness or anything until | hear the gongs of Clock Court strike midnight. | have cdls



to make, treacheriesto perform. | get up from my chair and go through the dark, wind-loud halsto the
Prebendary's creche.

For amoment, | feared that my codes had been rescinded. No. Clarrigh and Clarbhawant this. | have
always been their agent, even for their cowardice. The LED blinks. The doors unlock.

| watch Shodmer for amoment as she degps. As ever, she lies down the middle of the bed. Complex
thoughts catch in my throat; timeis pressing. The days advance with breskneck speed thisfar south, from
endless night to midnight sun in afew weeks. Instead of caling her name, | start thelittle lullaby mobile. A
gentle wakening. The old Tunshabhd tune seemsto fill the night. Surely everyone must hear it. Eyes glitter
inthedark. Sheisawake.

"Who are you? Fodhaman? What's going on?"

| have her bag in my hand, | liftit for her to see.

"Shodmer, get up. We must go. Now."

She props hersdlf up, frowning, preparing questions. We do not have time for questions.
"Shodmer, please, trust me, you have to get dressed. We must |eave the Hidden Place right now.”
Shodmer sitsup in the middle of the big bed and asks a very old question.

"Isthere danger?’

"Yes" | say. "Thereisvery serious danger.”

| see Shodmer look at the red darm button on the wood pandling beside her pillow. The Tunshabhel
[ullaby plays on, maddening now. | want to pull the string to shut the stupid plastic thing off. | reach for
the toggle. Shodmer's hand beats mine.

"We mustin't wastetime then,” she says.

In two minutes, sheis dressed and ready; the thick winter _thelbh , and boots. It is cold wherewe are
going. Already the night isturning grey beyond the window shutters. Convoluted sea dragons and
krakens are silhouetted againgt the dawning day. By the time we reach the car pound, it islight enough to
drive. The geese are noisy down on the flats, feeding, breeding. Much to do in ashort time. | throw
Shodmer up into the big six-whed ATV. Asl dip behind the whed and press my thumb to the Sarter
chip, I find mysdf in another car, afternoon sunlight streaming in, thewhed hot under my hand, the
sun-heated air stifling in the confined space. | squeeze my eyes shut, force the memory away. My own
breath hangsin clouds as the engine turns over once, twice, then takes.

"Areyouright?" | ask.
Shodmer nods.

"Onething." She scrabblesin her bag down in the foot well, hauls out the music mobile, and hangsit from
ahandhold.

* % %

We aretracking up to the glacier foot on the old high road to the west. The head of the valey isawhite
glarein the early sun; up here the ground is stripped of vegetation, strewn with water-torn rocks. The
milky, melt-swollen river sormsaarmingly closeto the road. Our way will take us up to the edge of the



ice plateau, west to the pass and down into the valley of the Garvadd, and Thrain. The driving isgood,
the road isold and holed, every melt season gnaws afew centimeters off its margins and eats afew more
potholes, but at least it isfree from snow. The wind up here blows constantly down from the high
icefields of the Hundhra. 1t sweepsthe road clear, dries off any runwater or dush. That isgood. | want to
make time. Soon they will notice that the Prebendary isgone, and | want to be within an easy run of
Thrain by then. Thetilt-jet could find me and stop me anywhere on the pass; they could evencal in
arcraft from the base at Navvhanddher. 1t would take some explaining, but they aready have their cover
gtory and there are few eyesthisfar south. That iswhy they call it the Hidden Place.

Shodmer has been drifting between waking and dozing. | have the hesting up full, necessary, drowsy
heet. | provoke conversation, more for my wakefulness than hers. That torrent down there would turn us
over and sweep usaway in aningtant. | ask her about her memories of Naul.

"Y ou understand that they are just that, memories," she says. "They're necessary for meso | havea
genuineimpression, but | never lived there”

Necessary. That malignant word.
"What do you remember?’ | ask.

"I remember alife on aworld caled Emvraer. It's the fourth world from the sun, it's been settled along
long time, a couple of thousand years, but it'sapoor place, cold, far from the sun, like here. It'sthefirst
world my people reached. It'sabeautiful, unforgiving world. Its people are very serious and grave and
gentle. They aren't dark, like the people here on Fanadd; they're pale -- a least on Emvraer. And of
course, everyoneisasolo. Thewintersareterrible, like here. The cities are built to hide from the
wesether, they al look in, like the Hidden Place. | can remember being in ahouse somewhere up in the
high lands, where it gets so cold that carbon dioxide freezes out, and opening the door and therewasice
frozen right over it, like apane of glass. And | remember powerskiing through the forest and the night
coming and having to get back beforeit got dark because you could freeze right through out there when
the sun went down.”

"Whose memories do you think those are?" | ask carefully.

"A man's” Shodmer says. "l remember being aman, for atime. He was one of the genetic designersfor
the Fanadd contact project. | supposeit'sonly right that he should have supplied some of my memory
nanomeres.”

The road has become a snake of loops across the valley side. We cross an old concrete bridge that
barely contains the foaming, chocolatey water that minutes ago was glacier ice. Thewater isrising visibly.
Good. It will make ground pursuit more difficult, and | aninthe best vehicle. | shift the ATV into
al-whed drive. A check of thefuel gauge. Enough to get us over the passto Garvadd villageand a
Thraini police gation.

"But that wasn't me," the Prebendary says. "That's just amemory. There_was_no me until | was born.
Everything | remember, ishere. | belong completely to thisworld.”

We reach the gtart of the pass, under the breath of the Hundhraice. It is breathtaking country,
fresh-minted, the only human scar the concrete strip of the road. Why isit that those landscapes most
developed by humans seem oldest and most tired? Shodmer asks if we can stop.

"We should keep moving, we're sitting ducks here," | say, but we get out of the car and walk to asmall
rocky hummock close by the road. The Shibhnavalley is spread before us, dl the way down to the seg,
and the Hardhrissag ice beyond. Shodmer'slenses polarize againgt the ice glare; black, intelligent, animal



eyes, framed by thefur trim of her _thelbh_hood. It is savagely cold.

"Where?' sheasksand | point out the vivid green woodland down by the water, and the spires and
decorated gables of the Hidden Place, just visible over the treetops.

"What do you think will happen?' Shodmer says.

"The Thraini will give usasylum. Ahn Shabhawill demand us back. Thrain will refuse. They'll accept the
Cladés offer, therest of the Union of Nationswill fal over themsdavesto follow suit and Ahn Shabhawill
goaongintheend. | certainly can't go back again.”

"l cannot believe that they would have..."

"They would have made it ook like a crash. There would have been an investigation, they would have
blamed the Thraini or the Venjet or whoever they've decided have to be their enemies this month. While
all thiswas going on, they'd send afleet of shuttles up to 'protect’ the adnot. The otherswould protest but
no one e'se has anything like Ahn Shabhals sophistication in space travel "

"It would have done them no good.”

“Why?

"Do you remember me once saying that | was an extension of the adnot? In the same way, the adnot is
anextenson of me. If | die, it diestoo. It would destroy itself and the Naulish would think again about
contacting Fanadd. Maybe they would decide they had made enough of an investment in this margina
world, even with its unique sociology.”

"I would not likethat," | say, after atime squinting into theice dazzle.
"l think it'sainvestment worth making," Shodmer says. " Should we go now?"

"We should,” | say. We walk back to the car but | hold back from opening the car door. " Shodmer, tell
me, why now? What did you tell them that made them decide to kill you before you could get to the
Union of Nations?"

"| told them exactly what the adnot was."
"Ah," | say. Memories of avoice crying out from aring of concerned faces. Collected knowledge.

"It'swhat | had been trying to say al along, but the memory had not come out. The adnot is not a space
ship. It's not acommunication device with the Clade either. What it is, _is _the Clade, complete, asentire
as Naul knowsit. The adnot isarepostory for the entire quarter-million-year history of the Clade's thirty
thousand societies. But it'smorethan just alibrary, it'saway of visiting other worlds. Any part of it may
be run asavirtud smulation. Clade information technology is advanced enough so that you would not be
abletotdl it from redity. Y ou may never travel between the worlds, but the worlds can cometo_you ."

"And aquarter of amillion years of scientific and technical knowledge," | say. "Ahn Shabhawould
commit dmogt any crimefor that advantage.”

| take onelast look at theice, just afew tens of meters away from me. | am glad to be putting this south
country behind me. Thrainisacooler, wetter, more westerly climate than big Ahn Shabha, but we will
acclimatize. But theice says, | am dways here. Down at the bottom of the world, | will aways be here.

| know.



Then | pick Shodmer up, surprising her into alittle squed of delight, plonk her down in her seat and
scramblein beside her. | thumb the starter chip, the big dl-wheder engineroars, and we drive off, up the
pass to another country, where there are people who will welcome us.



