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SOME CALLED IT UTOPIA

“Arrabus is the beating heart of Wyst. Despite rumor to the contrary, Arrabus func-tions, Arrabus is
red; Arrabus, in fact, is an amazing experience. Whoever doubts can come to Wyst and learn for himsdif.
Immigrants are no longer welcome additions to the over-crowded socid fadlities 4ill, anyone with a
auffidently thick skin can participate either temporarily or permanently in a fantagtic socid experiment,
where food and shelter, like air, are considered the naturd right of dl men.

“The newcomer will find himsdf suddenly relieved of anxieties He works two brief periods of
‘drudge each week, with another two hours of ‘maintenance at the block where he resides. He will find
himsdf immediatdy caught up in a society dedicated to sdf-fulfillment, pleasure and frivality. He will
dance, dng, gossp, engage in countless love affars, endlesdy ride the ‘man-rivers to no specid
degtination, and waste hours in that obsessive occupation of the Arrabins, people-watching ...

“Every vigtor to Wyst expects shocks and surprises, but never can he prepare himsaf for the sheer
bogglement inflicted upon him by redlity!”

—from the confidentid files of the Connatic.

Chapter 1

Alagtor Clugter, a node of thirty thousand live stars, uncounted dead hulks and vast quantities of
interstellar detri-tus, dung to the inner rim of the gdaxy with the Unfortunate Waste before, the Nonestic
Guif beyond and the Gaean Reach a sparkling haze to the side. For the space traveler, no matter which
hisangle of approach, a remarkable spectacle was presented: congelations blazing white, blue and red,;
curtains of luminous suff, broken here, obscured there by black storms of dust; star streams wandering in
and out; whorls and spatters of phosphorescent gas.

Should Alastor Cluster be considered a segment of the Gaean Reach? The falk of the Clugter seldom
reflected upon the matter, and indeed considered themsdves nather Gaean nor Aladrid. The typica
inhabitant, when asked about his origin, might perhaps cite his native world or, more usudly, his locd
digrict, as if this place were so extraordinary, so specid and widdy famed that its reputation hung on
every tongue of the gdaxy.

Parochidism dissolved before the glory of the Connatic who ruled Alastor Clugter from his palace
Lusz on the world Numenes: a structure famed across the human universe. Five pylons veered up from
five idets to a groined arch a thousand feet above the ocean, supporting fird a series of promenade
decks, then a bank of adminidrative offices, ceremonid hdls and the core of the Aladtrid
Communications System; then the Ring of Worlds, then further offices and resdentid suites for
didinguished vistors, and findly, ten thousand feet above the ocean, the Connatic’s private quarters. The
highest pinna-cle penetrated the clouds, sometimes piercing through to the upper sky. When sunlight
gligened on its iridescent surfaces Lusz was a wonderful sght, and often considered the most inspiring



atifact yet created by the human race.

Aloftin his eyrie, the Connatic lived without formdity. For public appearances he arrayed himsdf in a
severe black uniform and a black casque, in order to project an image of audterity, vigilance and inflexible
authority: so he was known to his subjects. On more casud occasions—aone in his eyrie, as a high
offidd on the Connatic’'s service, as an anonymous wanderer in the odd corners of the Cluser—he
seemed a far eeser man, of rather ordinary appearance, notable only for his manner of unobtrusive
competence.

At Lusz, his workroom occupied the highest tip of the ey-rie a cupola with an outlook in dl
directions. The furnish+ings were constructed of massve dark wood: a par of cushioned chairs, a work
table, a Sdeboard supporting a clutter of souvenirs, photographs, curios and oddments, induding a globe
of Old Earth. To one sde of the work table a pand displayed a conventiondized chart, of the Cluster
with three thousand glittering lights of various colors to represent the inhabited worlds.

The work room served the Connatic as hismost familiar and comfortable retreat. The time was now
evening; plum-blue twilight suffused the room. The Connatic stood before the western window, watching
the passing of the afterglow and the coming of the stars.

The quiet was broken by a brief clear sound: rink! Like a drop of water into a basin.

The Connatic spoke without turning: * Esclavade?”’

A voice replied: “A deputation of four persons has arrived from Arrabus on Wyst. They announce
themsalves as * The Whispers and request a conference at your convenience.”

The Connatic, dill gazing out across the afterglow, reflect-ed a moment, then said: “1 will meet them
inan hour. Take them to the Black Chamber, and provide suitable refresh-ment.”

“Asyou say, Sr.”

Tuming from the window, the Connatic went to his work table. He spoke a number: “1716.” Three
cardsfdl into a hopper. Thefird, dated two weeks previoudy at Waunisse, a dity of Arrabus, read:

gr:

My previous reports upon the subject at hand are identified by the codes appended below. In gist:
Arrabus shortly celebrates a Centenary Fegtivd, to mark a hundred years under the aegis of the
so-caled “Egdigic Manifold.” If | may presume to refresh your memory, this document enjoins al
men, and specificdly al Arra-bins, to a society based upon human equality in a condi-tion of freedom
from toil, want and coercion.

The redlization of these ideals has not been without didocation. | refer you to my previous
reports.

The Whispers, an executive committee of four, have come to take a very serious view of the
Stuation. Their projections convince them that certain fundamental changes are necessary. At the
Centenary they will an-nounce a program to revitalize the Arrabin economy, which may not be
popular: the Arrabin folk, like any others, hope for and expect augmentation rather than congtriction
of their lives. The present work week com-prises thirteen hours of more or less uncomplicated
routine, which the Arrabins nevertheless hope to reduce.

To dramatize the need for change, the Whispers will be coming to Lusz. They intend to consult
with you on a redligtic basis, and they hope that you will appear at the Centenary Festival, to identify
yoursalf with the new program and perhaps provide economic assistance. | have been in consultation
with the Whispers at Waunisse. Tomorrow they return to Uncibal, and will immediately depart for
Numenes.

In my opinion they have made a redlistic assessment of conditions, and | recommend that you
listen to them with sympathetic attention.

Bonamico,

Connatic's Cursar at Uncibal, Arrabus.

The Connatic read the card with care, then turned to the second card, which had been dated at
Waunisse on the day after the firs message.

To the Connatic at Lusz;
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Greetings from the Whispers of Arrabus.

We will presently arrive at Lusz, where we hope to confer with you upon matters of great scope
and ur-gency. We will also convey to you an invitation to our Centenary Fegtival, which signdizes a
hundred years of egalism. There is much to be said on this subject, and at our conference we will
disclose our thoughts regarding the next hundred years, and the adjustments which must inevitably be
made. At this time we will solicit your ad-vice and constructive assistance.

Indl respect, we are, the Whispers of Arrabus.

The Connatic had studied the two messages previoudy and was familiar with ther contents. The third
message, ariving subsequent to the firg two, was new to him.

The Connatic at Lusz:

From the Alastor Centrality at Uncibal, Arrabus.

It becomes my duty to report upon an odd and dis-turbing situation. A certain Jantiff Ravensroke
has presented himsdlf to the Centrality, with information which he declares to be of the most absolute
urgency. Cursar Bonamico is unaccountably absent and | can think only to request that you
immediately send an in-vestigative officer, that he may learn the truth of what may be a serious
matter.

Clode Morre, Clerk, The Alastor Centrality, Uncibal.

Even as the Connétic brooded upon this third message, a fourth dropped into the hopper.

To the Connatic at Lutz:

Events are flying in dl directions here, to my great distress and consternation. Specificaly, | fear
for poor Jantiff Ravensroke, who is in terrible danger; unless someone puts a stop, they’ll have his
blood or worse. He is accused of avile crime but he is surely as innocent as a child. Clerk Morre has
been murdered and Cursar Bonamico cannot be located; therefore | have ordered Jantiff south into
the Weirdlands, despite the rigors of the way.

| send this off in agitation, and with the hope that help is on the way.

Aleida Gluster, Clerk, The Alastor Centrality, Uncibal.

The Connatic stood mationless, frowning down &t the card. After amoment he turned away and by a
twiding wooden staircase descended to theleve below. A door did aside; he entered a car, dropped to
the Ring of Worlds, and, by one of the radid dideways reserved to his private use, rode to Chamber
1716.

In the vedtibule a placard provided basc data regarding Wyst—the dngle planet of the white star
Doran, was amdl, cool, dense, and populated by over three hillion persons. He continued into the main
chamber. At the center floated—a seven-foot globe a replica in miniaure of Wy, dthough
physiographic rdief had been exaggerated by a factor of ten in the interests of darity. The Connatic
touched the surface and the globe rotated under his hand. The opposed continents Trembda and Tremors
appeared; the Connatic stopped the ro-tation. The continents together extended four thousand miles
around the flank of Wyst, from the Northern Guif to the Moaning Ocean in the south, to resemble a
rather thick-waist-ed hourglass. At the equator, or the narrowest section of the hourglass, the continents
were Folit gpart by the Sdaman Sea, a drowned rift averaging a hundred miles in width. That strip of
littoral, never more than twenty miles wide, between sea and the flanking scarps to north and south,
comprised the land of Arrabus. To the south were the cities Unciba and Serce, to the north Propunce
and Waunisse, each par merg-ing indisinguishably: in effect Arrabus was a angle metro-politan area.
Beyond the north and south extended the so-called “Weirdlands,” one-time cvilized domains, now a pair
of wildernesses shrouded under dark forest.

The Connatic turned the globe a hdf-revolution and briefly inspected Zumer and Pombal, idand
continents opposed across the equator: each an uninviting terrain of mountain crags and hdf-frozen
swamps, supporting aminima popu-lation.

Moving away from the globe, the Connatic Sudied an array of effigies Closest a hand stood a pair



of Arrabins, dressed dike in galy patterned smocks, short trousers and sandds of synthetic fiber. They
wore their har teased out into extravagant puffs and fringes, evidently to the prompting of individud
whim. Thar expressions were chearful if rather didrait, like those of children contemplating a pleasant bit
of mischief. Ther complexions were pale to medium in tone, and their ethnic type seemed to be mixed.
Nearby stood folk from Pomba and Zumer, men and women of a more didinctive character: tdl,
large-boned, with long beaked noses, bony jaws and chins. They wore padded garments studded with
copper ornaments, boots and brimless hats of crumpled leather. On the wal behind a photograph
depicted a Zur shunk-rider on his awesome mount?, both caparisoned for the sport known as
“shunkery.” Somewhat apart from the other effigies crouched a middle-aged woman in a hooded gown
griped verticdly in ydlow, orange and black; her fingernalls gleamed as if gilded. Weirdland Witch read
the identifying plague.

Moving to the information register, the Connatic studied a synopss of Arrabin history™®, with which
he was familiar only in outline. As he read he nodded dowly, as if in vaidation of a private opinion.
Tuming from the register he went to exam-ine three large photographs on the wall. The firg, an aerid
view of Unciba, might have been a geometricd exercise in which rows of many-colored blocks dwindled
to a point a the horizon. The second photograph depicted the interior of the 32nd Didrict Stadium.
Spectators encrusted the interior; a par of shunk confronted each other across the fidd. The third
photograph presented a view dong one of the great Ar-rabin dideways a moving drip something more
then a hundred feet wide, choked with, humeanity, extending into the distance as far as lens could see.

The Connatic studied the photographs with a trace of awe. The idea of human beingsin vast numbers
was familiar to him as an abstraction; in the photographs the abstraction was made redl.

He glanced through afile of cursar’ s reports; one of these, ten years old, read:

Arrabus is the besting heart of Wyst. Despite rumor to the contrary, Arrabus functions, Arrabus
isreal; Ar-rabus, in fact, is an amazing experience. Whoever doubts can come to Wyst and learn for
himsdf. Immigrants are no longer welcome additions to the overcrowded socia facilities; dill, anyone
with a sufficiently thick skin can participate either temporarily or permanently in a fan-tastic socia
experiment, where food and shelter, like air, are considered the natura right of al men.

The newcomer will find himsalf suddenly relieved of anxieties. He works two brief periods of
“drudge” each week, with another two hours of “maintenance” at the block where he resides. He
will find himsalf immediately caught up in a society dedicated to self-fulfillment, pleasure and frivolity.
He will dance, sing, gossip, en-gage in countless love affairs, endlesdy ride the “man-rivers’ to no
specia degtination, and waste hours in that obsessive occupation of the Arrabins, people-watching.
He will make his breakfast, lunch and dinner upon wholesome “gruff” and nutritious “deedle,” with a
dish of “wobbly,” as the expression goes, “to fill up the cracks.” If heiswise he will learn to tolerate,
and even enjoy, the diet, since there is nothing else to eat.

“Bonter,” or natural food, is dmost unknown on Ar-rabus. The problems involved in growing,
digributing and preparing “boater” for three hillion persons is quite beyond the capacity of those who
have resolutely dimi-nated toil from their lives. Occasiondly “bonter” is a subject of wistful
speculation but no one seems serioudy troubled by its lack. A certain opprobrium attaches to the
person who concerns himsaf overmuch with food. The casual visitor will refrain from grumbling
unless he wishes to become known as a “guttrick.” So much for the high cuisine of Arrabus; it fdls
to exigt. A fina note: intoxicants are not produced by any of the public agencies. Disselberg, who
drank no wine, beer or soirit, declared against them as “socia waste.” Nevertheless, every day on
every level of every block someone will be brewing a jug or two of “swill” from fragments of
left-over gruff.

And another:

Every vidtor to Wyst expects shocks and surprises, but never can he prepare himsdf for the
sheer boggle-ment inflicted upon him by reality. He observes the endless blocks dwindling in strict
conformity to the, laws of perspective until findly they disappear; he stands on an overpass watching
the flow of a hundred-foot man-river, with its senditive float of white faces; he vidts Digerferact on
the Unciba mud flats, a place of carnival, whose attractions include a death house where folk so
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inclined deliver doquent orations, then die by suicide to the applause of casual passersby; he watches
a parade of chunk lurch fatefully toward the stadium. He asks himsdf, is any of this truly red, or
even possible? He blinks, dl is as before. But the incredibility ill persists!

Perhaps he may depart the confines of Arrabus, to wander the misty forests to north and south:
the so-called Weirdlands. As soon as he crosses the scarps, he finds himself in another world, which
apparently exists only to reassure the Arrabins that their lot is truly a for-tunate one. Hard to imagine
that a thousand years ago these wastes were the provinces of dukes and princes. Trees conceal
every trace of the former splendor. Wyst is a smal world, only five thousand miles in diameter; a
relaively few miles of travel takes one far around the horizons. If one travels south beyond the
Weirdlands he comes at last to the shore of the Moaning Ocean, to find a land with a character dl its
own. Merely to watch the opd light of Dwan reflecting from the cold gray waves makes the journey
well worth the effort.

The casual viditor to Wyst, however, ssldom departs the cities of Arrabus, where he may
presently feel an a-most overpowering suffocation of numbers, a psychic claustrophobia. The subtle
person becomes aware of a deeper darker presence, and he looks about him in fas-cination, with a
crawling of the viscera, like a primeva man watching a cave mouth, certain that a horrid beast waits
indde.

The Connatic amiled a the somewhat, perfervid syle of the report; he looked to see who had
submitted it: Bonamico, the current cursar, a rather emotiond man. Still—who could say? . The Connatic
himsdf had never visted Wyst; perhaps he might share Bonamico's comprehensions. He glanced a a
fi-nd note, which was adso sgned by Bonamico:

Zumer and Pombal, the smal continents, are moun-tainous and haf frozen; they deserve mention
only be-cause they are home to the ill-natured shunk and the no less irascible folk who manage them.

Time pressed: in afew minutes the Connatic mugt meet with the Whispers. He gave the globe a find
glance and st it goinning; so it would turn for days, until ar friction brought it to a hat.

Returning doft, the Connatic went directly to his dressng room, where he created that verson of
himsdf which he saw fit to present to the people of the Cludter: firs a few touches of skin toner to
accentuate the bones, of jaw and temple; then film which darkened his eyes and enhanced their intensity;
then adip of amulated cartilage to raise the bridge of his nose and produce a more indsve thrugt to his
profile. He donned an austere suit of black, relieved only by a slver but-ton at each shoulder, and findly
pulled a casque of black fabric over his close-cropped mat of hair.

He touched a button; across the room appeared the holo-graphic image of himsdf: a spare saturnine
men of indeterminate age, with an aspect suggesting force and authority. With neither approval nor
disstisfaction he considered the image he was, so to speak, dressed for work, in the uniform of his
cdling.

Esclavade’s quiet voice issued from an unseen source. “The Whispers have arrived in the Black
Perlor.”

“Thank you.” The Connatic stepped into the adjoining chamber: a replica of the Black Parlor, exact
to the images of the Whispers themsdves three men and a woman dressed in that informd, rather
frivolous, syle current in contem-porary Arrabus. The Connatic examined the imeges with care: a
reconnaissance he made of dmost every deputation, to offsdt, at least in part, the careful stratagems by
which the vigtors hoped to further ther ams. Uneadness, rigidity, an-ger, easy cdm, desperation,
fatdidtic torpor: the Connatic had learned to recognize the indicators and to judge the mood in which the
delegations came to meet him.

In the Connatic’ s estimation, this seemed a particularly disparate group, despite the uniformity of ther
garments. Each presented a different psychologica aspect, which frequently sgnaled disunity, or perhaps
mutua antagoniam. In the case of the Whispers, who were selected by an dmost random process, such
lack of inner cohesion might be with-out sgnificance, or so the Connatic reflected.

The oldest of the group, a gray-haired man of no great stature, at firsd glance appeared the least
effectud of the four. He sat awry: neck twisted, head askew, legs splayed, elbows cocked a odd angles:



a man snewy and gaunt, with a long-nosed vulpine face. He spoke in a restless, peevish voice
“—heghts give me to fret; even here between four wals | know that the sail lies far below; we should
have requested a conference at low dtitude. “

“Water lies below, not soil,” growled another of the Whis-pers, a massve man with a rather surly
expresson. His hair, banging in lank black ringlets made no concession to the fashionable Arrabin puff;
of the group he seemed the most forceful and resolute.

The third men sad: “If the Connatic trusts his skin to these floors, never fear! Your own far less
vauable pdt is safe”

“| fear nothing!” declared the old man. “Did | not dimb the Pedestal? Did | not fly in the Sea Disk
and the space ship?’

“True, true,” said the third. “Your vaor isfamous” This was a man somewhat younger than the other
two and notably well-favored, with a fine sraight nose and a amiling debonair expression. He sat close
beside the fourth Whisper, a round-faced woman with a pale, rather coarse, complexion and a square
assrtive jaw.

Esclavade entered the room. “The Connatic will give you his atention shortly. He suggests that
meanwhile you might care to take refreshment” He waved toward the back wall; a buffet did into the
parlor. “Please serve yoursdves, you will find that we have taken your preferences into account.” Only
the Connatic noticed the twitch at the corner of Esclavade’ s mouth.

Esclavade departed the parlor. The crooked old Whisper a once jumped to his feet. “Let’s see what
we have here” He sdled toward the buffet. “Eh? Eh? What's this? Gruff and deedle! Can the Connétic
afford aftrifle of banter for our poor deprived jaws?’

Thewoman said in an even voice “Surdy he thinks it only courteous to serve familiar victuds to his
gueds”

The handsome men uttered a sardonic laugh. “The Connétic is hardly of egdisic persuason. By
definition he is the d-ite of the dite. There may be a message here?

The massve man went to the buffet and took a cake of gruff. “I eat it a home; | shdl edt it here, and
give the mat-ter no thought.”

The crooked man poured a cup of the viscous white liquid; be tasted, and made awry grimace. “The
deedleign’t dl that good.”

Smiling, the Connatic went to gt in a heavy wooden chair. He touched a button and his imege
appeared in the Black Parlor. The Whispers jerked around. The two men at the buf-fet dowly put down
thar food; the handsome man started to rise, then changed hismind and remained in his place.

Esclavade entered the Black , Parlor and addressed the image.

“Sir, these are the Whispers of Arrabus Nation on Wyst. From Waunisse, the lady Fausgard.” Then
he indi-cated the massve man. “From Uncibd, the gentleman Orgold.” The handsome man: “From
Serce, the gentleman Lemigte” The crooked man: “From Propunce, the gentle-man Ddfin.”

The Connatic said: “1 welcome you to Lusz. You will notice that | appear before you in projection;
thisismy invaria-ble precaution, and many uncertainties are circumvented.”

Fausgard said somewhat tartly, “As a monomarch, and the dite of the dite, | suppose you go in
congtant fear of assas-sination.”

“It is a very red risk. | see hundreds of folk, of every con-dition. Some, inevitably, prove to be
madmen who fancy me a cruel and luxurious tyrant. | use an entire battery of tech-niques to avoid thar
murderous, if well-meant, assaults?

Fausgard gave her head a stubborn shake. The Connetic thought Here is a woman of rock-hard
conviction. Fausgard sad: “Still, as absolute master of severd trillion persons, you must recognize that
yoursis a pogtion of unnaturd privi-lege”

The Connatic thought: She is dso of a somewhat conten-tious digposition. Aloud he said, “Naturaly!
The knowledge is never far from my mind, and is balanced, or neutradized, only by the fact of its tota
irrdevance”

“| fear that you leave me behind.”

“Theideais complex, yet smple. | am |, who by reason of events beyond my control am Connatic. If



| were someone else, | would not be Connatic; this is indisoutable. The corollary is aso dear: there
would be a Connatic who was not |. He, like |, would ponder the sngularity of his condition. So, you
see, | as Connatic discover no more marvelous privilege to my life than you in your condition as Fausgard
the Whis-per.”

Fausgard laughed uncertainly. She started to reply only to be preceded by the suave Lemige. “Sir,
we are here not to andyze your person, or your status, or the chances of fate. In fact, as pragmatic
egdids, we deny the exigence of Fate, as a supernorma or ineffable entity. Our misson is more
pe-cific.’

“| dhdl be interested to hear it

“Arrabus has existed one hundred years as an egdidic na-tion. We are unigue in the Cluster, perhaps
across the Gaean universe. In a short time, a our Centenary fedival, we celebrate a century of
achievement.”

The Conndic reflected in some puzzement: They take a tone rather different from what |1 had
expected! Once more: take nothing, ever, for granted! He said: “1 am of course aware of, the Centenary,
and | am considering your kind invi-tation to be on hand.”

Lemige continued, in a voice somewhat quick and staccato: “As you know we have constructed an
enlightened soci-ety, dedicated to full egdism and individud fulfillment. We are naturdly anxious to
advertise our achievements, both for glory and for materid benefit: hence our invitaion. But let me
explain. Ordinarily the Connatic's presence at an egdidtic fesival might be considered anomaous, even a
compromise of principle. We hope, however, that, should you choose to attend, you will put aside your
ditig role and for a period become one with us resding in our blocks, riding the man-ways, atending the
public spectacle& Y ou will thereby appre-hend our inditutions on a persond basis”

After amoment’s thoughtful slence the Conndtic said: “Thisis an interesting proposal. | mus give it
serious atten-tion. You have taken refreshment? | could have offered you more daborate fare, but in
view of your principles | desisted.”

Ddfin, who had restlesdy restrained his tongue, at last broke forth. “Our principles are red enough!
That iswhy we are here: to advance them, but yet to protect them from their own success. Everywherein
the Clugter live jackas and inter-lopers, by the millions they consder Arrabus a charitable hospice,
where they flock by the myriads to batten upon the good things which we have earned through tail and
sacrifice. It is done in the name of immigration, which we want to stop, but dways we are thwarted by
the Law of Free Move-ment. We have therefore certain demands that we fed—"

Fausgard quickly interrupted: “More properly: ‘requests.””

Ddfin waved hisarm in the air. “Demands, requests, it dl comes out the same end! We want, fird, a
stop to immi-gration; second, Cluster funds to feed the hordes dready on hand; third, new meachinery to
replace the equipment worn out nurturing the pests.”

Ddfin apparently was not popular with his fdlow Whis-pers;, each sought to suggest disassociation
from Ddfin’s rather vulgar manners.

Fausgard spoke in atone of brittle facetiousness: “Wedl then, Ddfin; let’s not bore the Connatic with
atirade”

Ddfin danted her a crooked grin. “Tirade, is it? When one talks of wolves, one does not describe
mice. The Conndtic vaues plain tak, so why st here Smpering with our fingers up our arses? Yes, yes,
as you like. I'll hold my tongue.” He squinted toward the Connatic. “I warn you, shell use an hour to
repest what | gave you in twenty seconds.”

Fausgard ignored the remark. “Sir, the Whisper Lemigte has spoken of our Centenary: this has been
the primary pur-pose of our deputation. But other problems, to which Whisper Ddfin has dluded, dso
exig, and perhaps we might also con-sider them at thistime”

“By dl means,” said the Connatic. “It is my function to mitigate difficulties if effectuation is fair,
feasble and coun-tenanced by Allagtrid Basic Law.”

Fausgard said earnestly, “ Our problems can be expressed in very few words—"

Ddfin could not restrain himsdf. “A sngle word is enough: immigrantd A thousand each week! Apes
and li-zards, ary aesthetes, languid ne er-do-wells with nothing on their minds but girls and bonter. We



are not dlowed to hdt them! Isit not absurd?’

Lemige said smoathly: “Whisper Ddfin is exuberant in his terms; many of the immigrants are worthy
idedigs Sill, many others are little better than parasites.”

Ddfin would not be denied. “Were they dl saints, the flow must be hdted! Would you believe it? An
immigrant ex-cluded me from my own apartment!”

Fausgard said wryly: “Here may be the source of Whisper Ddfin's fervor.”

Orgold spoke for the firg time, in plangent disgust: “We sound like a gaggle of cackshaws.”

The Connatic sad reflectively: “A thousand a week in a population of three hillion is not a large
percentage.”

Orgold replied in a busnesslike manner, which affected the Connatic more favorably then did
Orgold's coarse and vagudy untidy appearance. “Our fadlities dready are overex-tended. At this
moment we need eghteen new sturge plants—"

Lemigte hdpfully inserted an annotation: “‘ Sturge’ is raw food-durry.”

“—a new deep layer of drains, tanks and feeders, a thou-sand new blocks. The tail involved is
tremendous. The Arm-bins do not wish to devote whale lifetimes to toil. So steps mugt be taken. Firdt,
and perhaps leas—if only to quiet Defin—the influx of immigrants must be hated.”

“Difficult,” said the Connatic. “Basc Law guarantees freedom of movement.”

Ddfin cried out: “Egdiam is envied across the Clugter! Since dl Alastor cannot come to Arrabus,
then egdism mug be spread across the Cluster. This should be your immediate duty!”

The Connatic showed the trace of a somber amile. “I must study your ideas with care. At the moment
their logic eludes me”

Ddfin muttered  under his breath, and swung sulkily side-ways in his chair. He snapped across his
shoulder: “Thelogic isthe immigrants feet; in their multitudes they march on Ar-rabusg!”

“A thousand a week? Ten times as many Arrabins commit suicide.”

“Nothing is, thereby proved!”

The Connatic gave an indifferent shrug and turned a dispassionate ingpection around the group. Odd,
he reflected, that Orgold, Lemiste and Fausgard, while patently uninterest-ed in Ddfin’'s views, should
dlow himto act as spokesman, and to present absurd demands, thereby diminishing the dignity of them
dl. Lemigt€ s perceptions were perhaps the keenest of the group. He managed a deprecatory amile “The
Whispers are necessarily strong-minded, and we do not a-ways agree on how best to solve our
problems.”

Fausgard said shortly: “Or even to identify them, for that matter.”

Lemide paid her no heed. “In essence, our mechinery is obsolescent. We need new equipment, to
produce more goods more efficiently.”

“Are you then requesting a grant of money?’

“This certainly would help, on a continuing bass.”

“Why not reclaim the lands to north and south? At one time they supported a population.”

Lemige gave his head a dubious shake. “Arrabins are an urban folk; we know nothing of
agriculture”

The Connétic rose to his feet. “I will send expert investigartors to Arrabus. They will andyze your
gtuation and make recommendations.”

Tenson broke loose in Fausgard; she exclamed sharply: “We don't want investigators or study
commissons they'll tdl us ‘Do thid Do that!’—al contra-egdistic! We want no more competition and
greed; we can’t abandon our gaind”

“Be assured that | will persondly study the matter,” said the Connétic.

Orgold dropped hisair of stolid detachment. “Then you will come to Wyst?’

“Remember,” Lemigte cdled out chearfully, “you are in-vited to participate at the Centenary!”

“I will consider the invitation most carefully. Now then, | noticed you showed only smdl interest in
the collation | set forth; you might prefer a more adventurous cuisine, and | wish you to be my guests.
Along the lower promenades are hundreds of excdlent restaurants, please dine where you like and
indruct the attendant to place dl charges to the Connattic’s account.”



“Thank you,” said Fausgard rather tersely. “That ismost gracious.”

The Conndic turned to go, then hdted as if on sudden thought. “By the way, who is Jantiff
Ravensroke?”’

The Whispers stared a him in frozen attitudes of doubt and wonder. Lemigte said a ladt: “ Jantiff
Ravensroke? | do not recognize the name.”

“Nor 1" cried Ddfin, hoarse and truculent.

Fausgard numbly shook her head and Orgold merdy gazed impassvely a a point above the
Connatic’s head.

Lemigte asked: “Who isthis Jantiff?’

“A person who has corresponded with me it is no great matter. If | vist Arrabus | will take the
trouble to look him up. Good evening to you dl.”

Hisimage moved into the shadows at the sde of the room, and faded.

In the dressing room the Connatic removed his casgque. “ Esclavade?”

“gr7

‘What do you think of the Whispers?’

“An odd group. | detect voice tremor in Fausgard and Le-migts. Orgold's assurance is impervious to
tensgon. Ddfin lacks dl regtraint. The name * Jantiff Ravensroke' may not be unfamiliar to them.”

“Thereisamydery here” sad the Connatic. “Certanly they did not travel dl the way from Wyst to
make a series of impossible proposals, quite at odds to their stated purposes.”

“| agree. Something has atered ther viewpoint”

“I wonder if there is a connection with Jantiff Ravensroke?’

Chapter 2

Jantiff Ravensroke had been born in comfortable circum-stances a Frayness on Zeck, Alastor 503.
Hisfather, Lile Ravensroke, calibrated micrometers at the Inditute of Molec-ular design; his mother held
a part-time job as technicd analyst a Orion Indruments. Two sders, Ferfan and duille specidized
repectively in a sub-phase of condaptery™ and the carving of mooring posts.@

At the junior academy Jantiff, atdl thin young man with along bony face and lank black hair, trained
firg in grgphic design, then, after a year, reoriented himsdf into chromatics and perceptua psychology.
At senior school he threw himsdlf into the history of crestive imagery, despite the opinion of hisfamily that
he was spreading himsdf too thin. His father pointed out that he could not forever dday taking a
Specidty, that unrelated enthusasms, while no doubt entertaining, would seem to merge into frivolity and
even irresponshility.

Jantiff listened with dutiful attention, but soon thereafter he chanced upon an old manud of landscape
painting, which ingsted that only naturd pigments could adequately depict naturd objects; and, further,
that synthetic substances, being bogus and unnaturd, subconscioudy influenced the craftsman and
inevitebly fdsfied his work. Jantiff found the argument convincing and began to collect, grind and blend
umbers and others, barks, roots, berries, the glands of fish and the secre-tions of nocturnd rodents, while
hisfamily looked on in amusement.

Lile Ravensroke again fdt obliged to correct Jantiff's ingta-hility. He took an oblique approach to the
topic. “1 take it that you are not reconciled to alife of abject poverty?’

Janttiff, naturdly mild and guildess, with occasiond apses into absent-mindedness, responded without
hestation: “Cer-tainly not! | very much enjoy the good things of lifel”

Lile Ravensroke went on, in a casud voice: “I expect that you intend to earn these good things not by
crime or fraud but through your own good efforts?’

“Of course!” sad Jantiff, now somewnhat puzzled. “That goes without saying.”

“Then how do you expect to profit from your training to date: which isto say, a amattering of this and
an inkling of that? ‘Expertisg’ is the word you must concentrate upon! Sure control over a specid
technique: thisis how you put coin in your pocket!”

In a subdued voice Jantiff stated that he had not yet dis-covered a specidty which he fdt would
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interest him across the entire gpan of his existence. Lile Ravensroke replied that to his dmogt certain
knowledge no divine fiat had ever or-dained that toil must be joyful or interesting. Aloud Jantiff
acknowledged the rightness of hisfather's views, but privaidy dung to the hope that somehow he might
turn hisfrivality to profit.

Jantiff finished histerm a senior school with no great dis-tinction, and the summer recess lay before
him. During these few brief months he mugt define the course of his future specidized dudy at the
lyceum, or perhaps apprenticeship as a technicd draftsman. It seemed that youth, with dl its joyful
vagaries, lay definitdy behind! In a morose mood Jantiff happened to pick up the old trestise on the
depiction of land-scapes, and there he encountered a tantaizing passage:

For certain craftsmen, the depiction of landscapes be-comes a lifdong occupation. Many
interesting examples of the craft exist. Remember: the depiction reflects not only the scene itsdlf but
the craftsman’s private point of view!

Another aspect to the craft must at least be men-tioned: sunlight. The basic adjunct to the visua
process varies from world to world, from a murky red glow to a crackling purple-white glare. Each
of these lights makes necessary a different adjustment of the subjective-objective tension. Travel,
especially trans-planetary travel, is a most valuable training for the depictive craftsman. He learns to
look with a dispassionate eye; he clears away films of illuson and sees objects as they are.

There is one world where sun and atmosphere cooper-ate to produce an absolutely glorious light,
where every surface quivers with its true and just color. The sun is the white star Dwan and the
fortunate world is Wyst, Alastor 1716.

Jille and Ferfan decided to cure Jantiff of his wayward moods. They diagnosed his problem as
ghyness, and intro-duced him to a succession of bold and sometimes boisterous girls, in the hope of
enhancing his socid life The girls quickly became ether bored, puzzled or uneasy. Jantiff was neither
ill-favored, with his black har, blue-green eyes and dmogt aguiline profile, nor shy; nevertheess he
lacked tdent for amdl tak, and, he suspected, jusly enough, that his uncon-ventiond yearnings would
only excite derision were he rash enough to discuss them.

To avoid a fashionable socid function, Jantiff, without informing his sigters, took himsdf off to the
family houseboat, which was moored at a pier on the Shard Sea. Fearful that dther duille or Ferfan or
both might come out to fetch him, Jantiff immediatdy cast off the mooring lines and drove across Pdlas
Bay to the shdlows, where he anchored his boat among the reeds.

Solitude the peace a ladt, thought Jantiff. He boiled up a pot of teg, then settled into a chair on the
foredeck and watched the orange sun Mur sttle toward the horizon. Late-afternoon breeze rippled the
water; a million orange coruscations twinkled among the dender black reeds. Jantiff's mood |oosened,;
the quiet, wide sky, the play of sunlight on the water were bam to his uncertain soul. If only he could
cap-ture the peace of this moment and mantain it forever! Sadly he shook his head: life and time were
inexorable; the mo-ment must pass. A photograph was usdess, and pigment could never reproduce such
space, such glitter and glow. Here in fact was the very essence of hisyearnings. he wanted to control that
megic linkage between the red and the unred, the fdt and the seen. He wanted to pervade himsdf with
the secret meaning of things and use this lore as the mood took him. These “secret meanings’ were not
necessrily profound or subtle; they smply were what they were. Like the present circumstances for
indance: the mood of late afternoon, the boat among the reeds, with—perhagps most important of
al—the londly figure on the deck. In hismind Jantiff com-posed a depiction, and went so far as to select
pigments .... He sighed and shook his head. An impracticd idea. Even were he able to achieve such a
representation, what could he do with it? Hang it on a wal? Absurd. Successve viewings would
neutrdize the effect as fast as repetition of ajoke.

The un sank; water moths fluttered among the reeds. From seaward came the sound of quiet voices
in measured discussion. Jantiff listened intently, eerie twinges co dong his skin. No one could explain the
seavoices. If a person tried to drift Sedthily near in a boat the sounds ceased. And the meaning, no
meaiter how intently one listened, dways just evaded intdligibility. The sea voices had dways haunted
Jantiff. Once, he had recorded the sounds, but when he played them back, the sense was even more



remote. Secret meanings, mused Jantiff .... He strained to ligten. If he could comprehend, only a word so
as to pick up the gig, then he might understand everything. As if becoming aware of the eavesdropper,
the voices fdl slent, and night darkened the sea.

Jantiff went Into the cabin. He dined on, bread, mest and beer, then returned to the deck. Stars
blazed across the sky; Jantiff sat watching, his mind adrift among the far places, naming those stars he
recognized, speculating about others.l”

So much existed: so much to be fdt and seen and known! A single life was not enough .... Across the
water drifted amurmur of voices, and Jantiff imagined pae shapes floating in the dark, watching the stars
.... Thevoices dwindled and faded. Silence. Once more Jantiff retreated into the cabin, where he boiled,
up another pot of tea ..

Someone had |eft a copy of the Transvoyer on the table. Lesfing through the pages Jantiff’s attention
was caught by a heading:

THE ARRABIN CENTENARY: A Remarkable
Eraof Socia Innovation on the
Planet Wyst: Alastor 1716

Your Transvoyer correspondent visits Unciba, the mighty city beside the sea. Here he discovers
a dynamic society, propelled by novel philosophica energies. The Arrabin god is human fulfillment,
in, a condition of lei-sure and amplitude. How has this miracle been accom-plished? By a drastic
revison of traditiona priorities. To pretend that racks and stress do not exist would cheapen the
Arrabin achievement, which shows no signs of flagging. The Arrabins are about to celebrate their
first cen-tury. Our correspondent supplies the fascinating details.

Jantiff read the article with more than casud interest; Wyst rgjoiced in the remarkable light of the sun
Dwan, where—how did the phrase go?>—" every surface quiverswith its true and just color.” He put the
megazine aside, and went once more out upon the deck. The stars had moved somewhat across the sky;
that congtelation known locdly as the “ Shamizade’ had risen in the east and was reflected on the sea.
Jantiff ingpected the heavens, wondering which star was Dwan. Stepping back into the cabin, he
consulted the locd edition of the Alastor Almanec, where Dwan was identified as a dim white star in the
Turtle congtdlation, dong the edge of the carapace.®

Jantiff climbed to the top deck of the houseboat and scanned the sky. There, to the north, under the
Stator hung the Turtle, and there shone the pae flicker of Dwan. Perhaps imagingtion played Jantiff
tricks, but the star indeed seemed charged with color.

The information regarding Wyst might have been only of idle interest, had not Jantiff on the very next
day noticed an advertisement sponsored by Centrd Space Transport Systems, announcing a
promotiona competition. For that depic-tion best illugtrating the scenic charm of Zeck, the System would
provide transportation to and from any world of the Cluster, with an additiona three hundred ozols
gpending money. Jartiff ingantly assembled pand and pigments and from memory rendered the shalows
of the Shard Sea, with the houseboat at anchor among the reeds. Time was short; he worked in a fury of
concentrated energy, and submitted the compaosition to the agency only minutes before the deadline.

Three days later he was natified, not dtogether to hi, sur-prise, that he had won the grand prize.

Jantiff waited until evening to break the news to his family. They were astounded both that Jantiff’'s
daubings could command vaue and tha he yearned for far srange worlds. Jantiff tried earnestly to
explan hismatives. “Naturdly I’'m not unhappy a home; how could | be? I'm just at loose ends. | can't
seitle mysdf. | have the feding that just out of Sght, just past the corner of my eye, something new and
shimmer-ing and wonderful waits for me—if only | knew where to look!”

His mother sniffed. “Redly, Jantiff, you're so fanaful.”

Lile Ravensroke asked sadly: “Haven't you any amhbition for a normd and ordinary life? No
shimmering flapdoodle, just honest work and a happy home?’

“l don’t know what my ambitions are! That's the entire difficulty. My best hope is to get away for a
bit and see some-thing of the Cluster. Then perhaps I'll be able to settle down.”

His mother in distress cried, “You'll go far from here and make your career, and wel never see you
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agan!”

Jantiff gave an uneasy laugh. “Of course not! | plan noth-ing o stern! I'm restless and uneasy; | want
to see how other people live so that | can decide how | want to live mysdf.”

Lile Ravensroke said somberly: “When | was young | had smilar notions. For better or worse, | put
them aside and now | fed sure that | acted for the best. There's nothing out there that isn't better at
home.”

Fafan sad to Jantiff, “Ther€ll never be sour-grass pie, or brunts, or shushings the way mother
cooks.”

“I'm prepared to rough it for a bit. | might even like the exotic foods.”

“Ugh,” said duille “They dl sound so odd and rank.”

The group sat dlent for a moment. Then: “If you fed you must go,” sad luill€s father, “our
arguments won't dissuade you.”

“It sredly for the best,” sad Jantiff hollowly. “Then, when | come back, with the wander-dust off my
heds, I'll hopefully be settled and definite, and you'll be proud of me.”

“But Janty, we're proud of you now,” said Ferfan without any greet conviction.

Julie asked: “Where will you go, and what will you do?

Jantiff spoke with spurious jovidity: “Wherewill | go? Here, there, everywhere! And what will | do?
Everything! Anything! All for the sake of experience. I'll try the car-buncle mines on Arcady; I'll vist the
Connatic at Lusz; per-haps I'll drop a Arrabus and spend a few weeks with the emancipated folk.”

“‘Emancipated folk’ 7’ growled Lile Ravensroke. “A twit-tering brook of dilly-bugsis more likey.”

“Well, that' s their daim. They only work thirteen hours a week, and it seems to agree with them.”

Julle cried: “You'll sttlein Arrabus and, become emanci-pated and well never see you again!”

“My dear girl, thereis not the dightest chance of such athing.”

“Then don't go to Wyst! The Transvoyer aticle sad that people arive from everywhere and never
leave”

Ferfan, who dso cherished secret dreams of trave, said widfully: “If it's such a wonderful place,
perhaps we' d dl better go there”

Her father laughed humorlesdy. “1 can’'t spare the time from work.”

Chapter 3

Arriving at Unciba on arainy night Jantiff was reminded of a paragraph in the Alastrid Gazeteer:
“Across many years wise travelers have learned to discount therr firgt impression of a new environment.
Such judgments are derived from pre-vious experience in previous places and are infdlibly distort-ed.”
On thisdismd evening Unciba Space-port lacked every quaint or charming qudity, and Jantiff wondered
why a system which for a century had gratified uncounted Arrabins could not better promote the
comfort of ardatively few vig-tors.

Two hundred and fifty passengers, debarking from the spaceships, found themsdves done in the
gloom, a quarter-mile from a line of low blue lights which presumably marked the termind building.
Muttering and grumbling the passen-gers squelched off through the puddies.®

Jantiff walked to the Sde of the straggling troop, thrilling to contact with dien soil. From the direction
of Uncibd drifted a waft of odor, oddly sour and heavy, yet hdf-famil-iar, which only served to
emphasize the strangeness of the world Wy4t.

At the termind a droning voice addressed the newcomers. “Welcome to Arrabus. We disinguish
three types of vigtors firs, commercid representatives and tourists intending brief vigts, second, persons
planning sojourns of less than a year; third, immigrants Please form orderly queues at the desig-nated
doorways. Attention: the import of food-stuffs is prohi-bited. All such items must be surrendered at the
Contraband Property desk. Welcome to Arrabus. We didinguish three types of vistors ....”

Jatiff pushed through the crowds; apparently several hundred arivas from a previous ship 4ill
waited in the re-ception hal. Eventudly he discovered the file marked 2, which snaked back and forth
across the room in a mogt con-fusing manner, and took his place in the line Mogt ariving persons, he
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noted, intended immigration, and the queue in File 3 stretched severd times as far as that in File 2. The
queuein FHle 1 was very short indeed.

Step by sdling step Jantiff crossed the room. At the far end an array of eght wickets controlled the
movement of the new arrivas, but only two of these wickets were in operation. A corpulent man,
immediatdy behind Jantiff, thought to has-ten the motion of the line by sanding close to Jantiff and
pressng with his belly. When Jantiff, to avoid the contact, moved as close as convenient to the person
ahead, the corpu-lent man promptly inched forward, to squeeze Jantiff even more closdy. The man
ahead at lagt looked around at Jantiff and said in a cold voice: “Redly, sr, | am as anxious as you to
negotiate thisfile no matter how you press the line moves no fagter.”

Jantiff could offer no explanation which would not offend the corpulent man, who now stood so close
that his breath warmed Jantiff’s cheek. Findly, when the man ahead stepped forward, Jantiff resolutely
held his ground, despite the fat man’s breething and jostling.

Ultimatdy Jantiff arrived at the wicket, where he presented his landing pass. The clerk, a young
womean with extravagant puffs of blond hair over her ear, thrust it aside. “That’s not correct! Where is
your green clearance card?’

Jantiff fumbled through his pockets. “I don’'t seem to have any green card. They gave me no such
document.”

“Sr, you'll have to go back to the ship for your green clearance card.”

Jantiff chanced to notice that the fat men carried a white card Smilar to his own. In desperation he
sad: “Thisman here has no green card ether.”

“That's a matter of no relevance. | can't dlow you entry unless you present the proper documents.”

“Thiswas dl they gave me; surdly it's sufficent?’

“Sir, please, you're obgtructing the line”

In numb dismay Jantiff stared at hiswhite card. “It says here, ‘Landing pass and clearance card'.”

The clerk looked at it Sdelong, and made a dicking sound with her tongue. She went to the second
booth and conferred with the clerk, who made a teephone call.

The blond gifl returned to the wicket. “This is a new form; it was introduced only last month. |
haven't drudged this office for a year and I've been sending everyone back to the ship. Your
questionnaire, please—no, the blue sheet.”

Jantiff produced the proper document: an intricate form which he had painstakingly completed.

“Hm ... Jantiff Ravensroke .. Frayness, on Zeck. Occupation: technica graphics expert. Reason for
vigt: curi-ogty.” She glanced & him with raised eyebrows. “Curiogty? About what?’

Jantiff hurriedly said: “1 want to sudy the Arrabin socid system.”

“Then you should have written ‘study.’”

“I'll change it.”

“No, you can't dter the document; you'll have to fill out a new form. Somewhere in the outer
chambers you'll find blank forms and a desk; at least that’s how it went a year ago.”

“Walt!” cried Jantiff. “After ‘curiogty’ I'll writer *about Arrabin socid sysem.” There's plenty of
room, and that's not dteration.”

“Oh, veary wdl. It's not regular, of course.”

Jantiff quickly made the entry and the clerk reached for the vaidation ssamp. A gong sounded; she
dropped the stamp, rose to her feet and went to the back of the wicket where she tossed a cape around
her shoulders. A young man entered the wicket: round-faced, boyish, his eydlids drooping as if from lack
of deep. “Here | am!” hetold the blond girl. “A trifle late, but that’s not too bad; I've only just returned
from a swill a Serce and directly to drudge. Still, I might as well recover on drudge as off. Come to
think, it's the best way.”

“Lucky you. I'm low tomorrow. I'll probably draw sanita-tion or greasing the rollers”

“l drew a shoe mechine last week; it's redly rather amusng once you learn which handles to pull.
Hdfway through my dint the circuits went wrong and the shoes dl came away with funny big toes. | sent
them on anyway, in hopes of launching a new style. Think of it! Maybe I'll be famous!”

“Smdl| chance. Who wants to wear funny shoes with big toes?’



“Somebody had better want to wear them; they’ ve gone into boxes.”

The fa man cdled over Jantiff’s shoulder: “Can’'t we hurry things just a bit? Everyone's anxious to
rest and have a bite of food.”

The two clerks turned him identical stares of blank incom-prehension. The gl picked up her
handbag. “Off to bed for me. I'm too tired eved to copulate.”

“l know those days .... Well, | suppose I'd better be earning my gruff.” He stepped forward and
picked up Jantiff’s papers. “Now then, let's see .... Firg, I'll need your green entry card.”

“l don't have any green card.”

“No, green card? Then, my friend, you'd better get one. | know that much, at least. Just run back to
the ship and locate the purser; hell fix you up in ajiffy.”

“Thiswhite card supersedes the green card.”

“Oh, is that how they do it now? Good enough then. So now, what else? The blue questionnaire: |
won't bother with thet; it's boring for both of us. You'll want a housng assgn-ment. Do you have any
preferences?’

“Not redly. Where would you suggest?’

“Unabd, of course. Here's a decent location.” He gave Jantiff a metd disk. “Go to Block 17-882
and show this disk to the floor clerk.” He lifted the Ssamp and gave Jantiff’s pa-pers a resounding blow.
“There you are, my friend! | wish you the enjoyment of your bed, the digestion of your gruff and lucky
draws from the drudge barrel.”

“Thank you. Can | spend the night in the hotel? Or must | go to Block 17-whatever-it-is?’

“The Travelers Inn by dl means, if you've got the 0zols*® The man-ways are wet tonight. It's no
time to be seeking out a block.”

The Travelers Inn, an ancient bulk with a dozen wings and annexes, stood directly opposite the
termind exit. Jantiff en-tered the lobby and applied a the desk for a chamber. The clerk handed him a
key: “That will be seven owils, gr.”

Jantiff leaned back aghast. “ Seven ozols? For one room with one bed? For asngle night?’

“Correct, gr.”

Jatiff rluctantly paid over the money. When he saw the chamber he became more indignant than
ever; in Frayness such aroom would be consdered minimd and rent for an ozol or less.

Returning downdtairs to the restaurant, Jantiff seated himsdf at one of the enameed concrete
counters. An attendant placed a covered tray in front of him.

“Not so fadt,” said Jantiff. “Let melook at the menu.”

“No menu here, my friend. It's gruff and deedle, with a bit of wobbly to fill in the chinks. We dl eat
dike”

Jantiff lifted the cover from the tray; he found four cakes of baked brown dough, a mug of white
liquid and a bowl of ydlow paste. Jantiff tasted the “gruff’; the flavor was mild and not unpleasant. The
“deedle’ was tart and fantly as-tringent, while the “wobbly” seemed a smple custard.

Jantiff finished his med and the attendant gave him a dip of paper. “Please pay at the man desk.”

Jatiff glanced at the dip in wonder. “Two ozols. Can this price be correct?’

““The price may not be ‘correct,’” sad the attendant. “Slll it's the price we exact here a the
TravdersInn.”

A cavernous bathroom was shared by both sexes, persond modesty having succumbed to egdiam.
Jantiff diffidently made use of the facilities, wondering what his mother would say, then thankfully retired
to his chamber.

In the morning, after Wyst's short night, Jantiff rose from his bed to find Dwan aready hdfway up the
sky. Jantiff looked out across the dity in greet interest, Sudying the play of light among the blocks and
dong the man-ways. Each of the blocks showed a different color, and, possbly because Jantiff was
bringing to bear an expectant vison, the colors seemed peculiarly rich and clean, as if they had just been
washed.

Jantiff dressed and, descending to the ground floor, took advice from the desk clerk as to the
location of Block 17-882. Giving the restaurant and its two-o0zol breskfast a wide berth, Jantiff set off
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adong the man-way: a diding surface thronged with Arrabins, rapid toward the center, dow at the edges.

Dwartlight illuminated the city-scape to ether sdein a manner Jantiff found entrancing, and his soirits
rose.

The man-way curved westward; the blocks in lines to right and left marched away to the horizon,
dwindling to points. Laterals poured human streams upon the man-way; Jantiff had never imagined such
vad crowds. a marvelous spectacle in itsdf! The aty Unciba mugt be reckoned one of the won-ders of
the Gaean universel Across his course a right angles did another of the mighty Arrabin man-rivers. a pair
of boulevards flowing in opposite directions. Jantiff glimpsad rank behind rank of men and women riding
with faces curi-oudy serene.

The man-way swerved and joined another, larger, man-way. Jantiff began to watch the overhanging
sgnswhich gave warning of lead-offs. He diverted to a dow neighborhood feeder and presently stepped
off in front of a weathered pink block, two hundred feet square and twenty-three stories high. Block
17-882, his desgnated home.

Jantiff paused to ingpect the face of the dtructure. The sur-face paint, peding off in areas, showed
blotches of pink, old rose and pae pink which gave the block a raffish and restless air, in contrast to its
neighbor, which was painted a supercili-ous blue. Jantiff found the color congenid and congratul ated
himsdf on the lucky chance of his dlotment. Like dl the other blocks, the walls showed no windows, nor
any openings except for the entrance. Over the parapet surrounding the roof hung foliage from the roof
garden. Congtant traffic passed in and out of the portd: men, women and a few children in identica
garments, of colors somewhat too garish for Jantiff's taste, as if the folk were dressed for a carnivd.
Thar faces likewise were gay; they laughed and chattered and walked jauntily; Jantiff’s spirits rose to
look at them, and his misgivings began to dwindle.

Jatiff passed into the lobby and approached the desk. He presented his requistion to the clerk, a
short round-bodied men with gingery har arranged in ear-puffs and elaborate love-locks. The round
chearful face indantly became petu-lant “My aching boweld! Isit yet another immigrant?’

“No, indeed,” sad Jantiff with dignity. “1 am avigtor.”

“Wha's the odds? Y ou're one more cup of water in the full bucket. Why don’'t you start an Egdism
Society on your own world?’

Jantiff replied politdy: “People aren’t so indined on Zeck.”

“Nether Zeck nor the whole ditig covey! We can't absorb their ne er-do-wells indefinitdy. Our
meachines break down, so what happens when the sturge stops and there's no more wump? We Il dl go
hungry together.”

Jantiff’s jaw dropped. “Are there redly that many immi-grants?’

“Too true! A thousand each and every week!”

“But surdy some of them leave?’

“Not enough! Only Sx hundred, or hopefully seven; dill, hope won't mend machines” He handed
Jantiff a key. “Y our roommate will show you the wumper, and explain the rules. You'll recelve a drudge
schedule this afternoon.”

Jatiff said tentatively: “I'd prefer asngle gpartment, if any are avallable”

“You've got a angle gpartment,” said the clerk. “It comes with two beds. If the population rises
another billion wel put in hammocks. FHoor 19, Apatment D 18. I'll cdl up and men-tion that you're
coming.”

The ascensor conveyed Jantiff to the nineteenth floor. He found Corridor D and presently arrived at
Apartment 18. He hesitated, raised his hand to knock, then decided that under the circumstances he was
entitled to effect his own entry; ac-cordingly he touched his key to the laich plate. The door did aside to
reved a gtting room furnished with a pair of low couches, a table, a set of cases and a wall screen. A
patterned beige and black rug covered the floor; from the cdling hung a dozen globes fashioned from
wire and colored paper. On one of the couches sat a man and a woman, both consider-ably older than
Jantiff.

Jantiff stepped forward, feding a trifle sheepish. “I'm Jantiff Ravensroke, and I’ ve been assgned to
this gpartment.”



The man and the woman showed gracious gmiles and jumped smartly to their feet. (Later, when
Jantiff recaled his sojourn a Uncibd, he never faled to reflect upon the careful etiquette by which the
Arrabins eased the circumstances of ther lives)

The man was tdl and degant, with a fine Sraight nose and flashing eyes. He wore his black hair in
olossy ear-puffs, with artful cusps down the forehead; of the two he seemed the more forthright. He gave
Jatiff afriendly sdlute which con-veyed nothing of the desk clerk’s disgpprova. “Welcome to Arrabus,
Jantiff! Welcome to Old Pink and to this excdllent apartment!”

“Thank you very much,” sad Jantiff. This affable and intdligent men was evidently to be his
roommete and Jantiff’s misgivings dissolved.

“Allow me to perform the introductions. This lady is the miraculous Skorlet, a person of charm and
cgpability, and | am Esteban.”

Skorlet spoke in a quick husky voice: “You seem clean and quiet, and I'm sure that well have no
difficulties. Please don’'t whidle in the gpartment, or inquire the purpose of my work more than once, or
belch loudly. | can’t abide a bech-ing man.”

With an effort Jantiff maintained his sangfroid. Here was a Stuaion which he, had not anticipated.
With desperate facil-ity he said: “I'll keep your remarks very much in mind.” He surveyed Skorlet from
the corner of his eye. An introverted woman, he thought, perhaps a bit tense. She stood amog as tdl as
he was with rather heavy arms and legs. Her face was pae and round; her features were unremarkable
except for the eyes glowing under strong black eyebrows. She wore her ear-puffs smdl, with black curls
piled in a heap above: awoman nather comey nor yet repulsive. She might not be so easy a roommate
as Esteban, however. He said: “I hope you won't find me too difficult.”

“I'm sure not. You seem a nice lad. Esteban, borrow three mugs from the wumper;. I'll pour out a
tagte of awill*¥ to mark the occasion. Y ou brought in a pack or two of bonter, or so | hope?’

“Sorry,” said Jantiff. “The idea never occurred to me”

Esteban went off on his errand; Skorlet rummeaged under the case and brought out a jug. “Please
don't think me non-mutud.”2 | just can't believe that an occasond jug, of swill will destroy Arrabus.
Y ou're sure there' s not even atrace of bonter in your luggage?’

“l don’t carry any luggege; only this handbag.”

“Pity. There's nothing like pickles and pepper sausage to advance the swill. While we're waiting, I'll
show you your bed.”

Jatiff followed her into a samdl square chamber, furnished with two wardrobes, two cases, a table,
now cluttered with Skorlet’s smdl beongings, and two cots separated by a flimsy curtain. Skorlet
brushed the trinkets to one sde of the, table. “Your hdf,” she said, “and your bed.” She jerked her
thumb. “During my drudge the gpartment is at your disposal, should you wish to entertain a friend, and
vice versa. Things work out well unless we draw the same gtint, but that’ s not too of-ten.”

“Aha yes, | see” sad Jantiff.

Esteban returned with three blue glass mugs, Skorlet solemnly poured them full. “To the. Centenary!”
she cdled in a brassy voice. “May the Connatic do his duty!”

Jatiff drank down the murky liquid and controlled a grimace a the aftertaste, which he associated
with mice and old mattresses.

“Very bold,” said Esteban gpprovingly. “Very bold indeed. Y ou have an active thumb for the swill!”

“Yes, vary good,” sad Jantiff. “ And when does the Cente-nary occur?’

“Shortly—a matter of a few months. There's to be a smply explosive fedtivd, with free games and
dancing dong the ways, and probably no end of swill. I'll surdly put down a good supply. Esteban, can’t
you scrounge me a dozen jugs?’

“My dear, I’ ve drawn the vitamin tint only once, and the Mutud stood right on top of me, watching
my every move. | was lucky to capture the two of them.”

“Then we must do without swill.”

“Can’'t you use a plagtic bag?’ Jantiff suggested. “ After dl, the container need not be rigid.”

Esteban ruefully shook his head. “It’s been tried many times; our plagtic bags dl leek.”

Skorlet sad: “Old Sarp has a jug which he's too parsmoni-ous to use. I'll have Kedidah put the
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merge on it. That's three jugs a least. Now where' s the gruff?’

“I'll contribute from lunch,” said Esteban.

“If it's needed,” said Jantiff, “I will too.”

Skorlet looked a him gpprovingly. “That the spirit! Who said the immigrants are lampreys sucking
our juices? Not the case with Jantiff!”

Egteban said meditaivey: “1 know a chap in Purple Ven-detta who taps sturge from the pipe and he
makes a very fierce swill indeed. | might just promote a bucket or two of raw surge it's worth the
experiment.”

Jantiff asked: “What is‘ sturge’ 7’

“Smple food pulp. It's piped out from the centrd plant. In the kitchen it magicaly becomes gruff,
deedle and wobbly. No reason why it shouldn’'t make good swill.”

Skorlet carefully poured each of the three mugs hdf full. “Well—once again to the Festiva, and may
the Connatic put dl would-be immigrants to work making pickles and pepper sausage, for conagnment
to Uncibd 1”

“And let the Propuncers gnaw last week’ s gruff!”

“Save some for the Connatic. He can be as egd as the rest of us”

“Oh, hell dine on banter a the Travelers Inn; no fear of that.”

Jantiff asked: “Is the Connatic actudly coming to the Festiva?’

Skorlet shrugged. “The Whispers are going out to Lusz to invite him, but who knows what he ll say?’

“He won't come,” said Esteban. “Totd fool he'd fed at the ceremony, with everybody screaming
‘Hurrah for egdism!” and ‘Egdiam for the Clugter!””

“And ‘Low drudge for the Connatic, just like the rest of

“Exactly. What could he say?’

“Oh, something like, ‘My dear subjects, I'm disappointed that you haven't lad red velvet dong
Uncibd River for my delicate feet. Now it's not well known, and I'd never reved it anywhere but here
on Arrabus, but I'm actudly a chwig.2¥ | command that you fill me a tank with your best banter.”

Haf amused, hdf scandalized, Jantiff protested: “Redly. you do himinjusticel He lives a most sedate
lifel”

Skorlet sneered. “That's dl smam from his Bureau of Ac-clamation. Who knows what the
Connatic’'sredly like?’

Esteban drained his blue glass mug and looked in caculation toward the jug.

“We dl know that the Connatic often disappears from Lusz. Now I've heard—this is admittedly
rumor, but where there's smoke there's fire—that during these exact intervas, and only during these
intervds, Bosko Boskowitz¥ makes his depredations. This correspondence has been thoroughly
researched, s0 I've heard, and ther€' s no doubt about it.”

“Interegting!” said Skorlet. “Doesn’t Bosko Boskowitz maintain a secret palace among the Sarments
daffed only with beautiful children, who must obey his every whim?’

‘That'sthe case! And isn't it odd that the Whem never in-terferes with Bosko Boskowitz?”

“More than odd! That'swhy | say: ‘Egdism across the Cluger!’”

Jantiff said in disgugt: “1 don’t believe aword of it

Skorlet laughed her gloomy laugh. “Y ou’re young and naive.”

“Astotha | can't say.”

“No matter.” Skorlet peered into the jug. “I suppose we might as wel put aterm to it.”

“Excdlent ideal” declared Esteban. “The srength is dways at the bottom of the jug.”

Skorlet raised her head. “No time now; there goes the gong. Let’s go for wump. Then, afterwards,
why not conduct our new friend around the city?’

“Certanly) I'm dways ready for a promenade! It’'s afine day after the rain. And what of Tanzd? We
could pick her up aong the way.”

“Yes, of course. Poor little dear; | haven't seen her for days. H cal her right now.” She went to the
screen, but pushed buttonsin vain. “It dill won't go! Idiotic thing! There' s been maintenance on it twice!”

Jantiff went to the screen, touched the buttons, listened. He dipped up the retainer ring and lowered
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the screen upon its hinge

Skorlet and Esteban came to look over his shoulder. “Do you understand these things?’

“Not redly. As children, we're trained to dementary cir-cuits, but | haven't gone much further. Still,
thisis very ample equipment; dl plug-ins, and the tdltde shows when they’re bad .... Hm. These are dl
inorder. Look here; thisfilter bank isv't dotted accurately. Try now.”

The screen glowed. Skorlet said bitterly: “The maintenance fdlow studied his ingruction book for
two hours and dill couldn’t do the job.”

“Ohwdl,” said Esteban, “he was just someone like me on high drudge.”

Skorlet merdy gave a sour grunt She touched buttons, and spoke to the woman whose face
appeared. “Tanzd, please.”

A girl nine or ten years old looked forth from the screen. “Hello, Mother. Hello, Father.”

“WEe re dropping by in about an hour, and we ll go for a nice promenade. Will you be ready?’

“Oh, yed I'll waitin front.”

“Good! Injust about an hour.”

The three turned to go. Jantiff stopped short. “P11 just put my bag in the wardrobe; no harm darting
out tidy at least.”

Esteban clapped Jantiff on the shoulder. 1 think you've got a jewe here, Skorlet.”

“Oh, | suppose hell do.”

Asthey walked dong the corridor Jantiff asked, “What happened to your last roommate?’

“l don’t know,” said Skorlet. “ She went out one day and never came back.”

“How grange!”

“l suppose so. No one ever knows what’ s in another per-son’s mind. Here' s the wumper.”

The three entered along wide room, lined with tables and benches, and adready filled with chattering
resdents of Level 19. An attendant punched ther gpartment numbers into a regidter; the three took
covered trays from a digpenser and went to a table. The tray contained exactly the same rations Jantiff
had been served the previous evening a the Travders Inn.

Skorlet put a cake of gruff to the side. “For our next swill.”

Esteban with an expression of whimscd grief did likewise. “For swill, any sacrifice isworthy.”

“Heré smine” said Jantiff. “I inggt on contributing.”

Skorlet gathered the three cakes together. “I'll take them back to the apartment, and well dl just
pretend that we ve eaten them.”

Esteban jumped to hisfeet. “A good idea, but let me! I'll be glad to run the errand.”

“Don't be dlly,” said Skorlet. “It's only a step or two.” Esteban said, laughing, “Well both go, if
you're so stub-born.”

Jantiff looked from one to the other, bemused, “Isit redly such a point of courtesy? I'll come too, in
thet case.”

“ Esteban sghed and shook his head. “Of course not. Skorlet is merdy a wayward person .... None
of uswill go.”

Skorlet shrugged. “As you wish.”

Jantiff said, “We can eaglly restrain our appetites. At least | can. And we'll drop off the gruff on our
way out.”

“Of course,” said Esteban. “That' sthe far way.”

Jantiff wondered at the exquisite nicety of Esteban’s po-litesse.

“Eat the wump and shut up,” said Skorlet.

The med was taken in dlence. Jantiff inspected his flow resdents with interest. There was no
reserve and anonymity; everyone seemed to know everyone ese; chearful greetings, banter, aluson to
socid events and mutud friends rang around the room. A dender girl with fine honey-colored har paused
beside Skorlet and whispered something in her ear, with an arch side glance toward Jantiff. Skorlet gave
adreary laugh. “Go on with you! It'sdl nonsense, as wel you know!”

Thegirl went on to a nearby table, where she joined friends. Jantiff thought her dender round body,
her charming features and her saucy spontaneity dl attractive, but made no comment.



Skorlet noticed the direction of his gaze. “That's Kedidah. The old sandpiper yonder is Sarp, her
roommeate. He tries to copulate a dozen times a day, which makes for an incon-venient roommate; after
dl, one' s socid lifeisusudly else-where. She just offered to trade you for Sarp, but | wouldn't hear of it.
Egteban is dways handy when I’'m in the mood, which perhaps isn't as often asit should be.”

Janttiff, spooning up his wobbly, forbore comment.

Upon leaving the refectory, the three stopped by the apart-ment where Skorlet dropped off the three
cakes of gruff. Skorlet turned to Jantiff. “ Are you ready?’

“I'm just debating whether to bring my camera. My family wants photographs by the dozen.”

“Better not thistime” sad Esteban. “Wait till you know the ropes. Then you can get some redly
dramatic photo-graphs. And aso you'll have learned to cope with the, das, dl too prevaent snergery.”

“*Snergery’ ? What is that?”

“Theft, to put it bluntly. Arrabus abounds with merges. Haven't you heard?’

Jantiff shook his head. “I can’'t understand why anyone should sted under egdism.”

Esteban laughed. “ Snerging ensures egdiam. It's a very direct remedy againg anyone accumulating
goods. In Arrabus we share and share dike”

“l can't understand the logic in dl this” said Jantiff, but neither—Esteban nor Skorlet showed any
interest in pursuing the topic.

The three proceeded to the man-way and rode hdf amile to the digtrict créche, where Tanzd waited:
a pretty wigp of agirl with Skorlet’s round face, Esteban’s fine features and a thoughtful intelligence dl
her own. She greeted Skorlet and Esteban with restrained affection, and Jantiff with quite obvi-ous
curiogty. After afew moments of covert ingpection, she told him: “Redlly, you look much like the rest of
g

“Of course! How did you expect me to look?’

“Like a cannibd, or an explaiter, or maybe one of their victims”

“What odd idead” said Jantiff. “On Zeck at least no one would care to be thought an exploiter, much
lessavicim.”

“Then why did you come to Arrabus?’

“That's a hard question,” said Jantiff somberly. “I'm not sure that | know the answer mysdf. At home
too much pressed on me, whiledl the time | searched for something | couldn’t find. | needed to get away
and order my mind.”

Esteban and Skorlet had been ligening to the conversation with distant haf-amiles. Esteban inquired
inalight voice: “And then, when your mind has been ordered?’

“This is what |1 don't know. In essence | want to create something remarkable and beautiful,
something that ismy very own .... | want to indicate the mysteries of life. | don’t hope to explain them,
mind you; | wouldn't, evenif | could. | want to reved their dimensons and their wonder, for people who
are interested or even people who aren't ... I’'m afraid | don’'t explain mysdf very wel.”

Skorlet sad in arather cool voice, “You explan wel enough, but no one quite understands.”

Tanzd, ligening with knitted eyebrow, said: “1 understand alittle of what he’s saying, | wonder about
these mysteries too. For instance, why am | me, and not somebody ese?’

Skorlet said roughly: “You'll wear your brain out, thinking dong those lines”

Esteban told her earnedtly: “Remember, my dear, that Jantiff ign't an egdi lie the rest of us, he wants
to do some-thing quite extraordinary and individudidic.”

“Yes, partly that,” said Jantiff, wishing that he had never ventured an opinion. “But it's more like this
here | am, born into life with certain capabilities. If 1 don't use these capabili-ties and achieve my utmost
then I'm chesting mysdf, and liv-ing a soiled life”

“Hmm,” said Tanzd sagdly. “If everyone were like you, the world would be a very nervous place”

Jatiff gave an embarrassed laugh. “No cause for worry; there don't seem to be many people like
me”

Tanzd gave her shoulders a jerk of somber disnterest, and Jantiff was pleased to drop the subject. A
moment later her mood changed; she tugged at Jantiff’s deeve and pointed ahead. “‘ Theré's Uncibd
River! | do so love watching from the bridge! Oh, please come, everyone! Over to the deck!”



Tanzd ran out upon the prospect deck. The others fol-lowed more sedately, and dl stood leaning on
the ral as Unciba River passed beow; a par of dideways, each a hundred feet wide, crowded close
with the folk of Arrabus. Tanzd told Jantiff excitedly: “If you stand here long enough you'll see everyone
inthe world!”

“That of course igT't true” sad Skorlet crisply, as if she did not dtogether approve of Tanzd’s
fancies

Bdow passed the Arrabins. folk of dl ages, faces serene and easy, as if they walked aone, rapt in
contemplation. Oc-casiondly someone might raise his eyes to look &t the line of faces dong the deck; for
the mogt part the crowds passed be-low oblivious to those who watched from above.

Egeban began to show dgns of restlessness. He draight-ened, dapped the rals and, with a
thoughtful glance toward the sky, said “Perhaps rd better be moving aong. My friend Hester will be
expecting me”

Skorlet’ s black eyes dlittered. “Thereis no need whatever for you to rush off.”

“Wdl, inaway—"

“Which route do, you go?’

“Oh—jug dong the River.”

“Well dl go, together and take you to Nester’s block. She's at the Tesseract, | believe”

Dignity struggling with annoyance, Esteban said curtly, “Shdl we move adong then?’

A ramp curved down and around to the boarding plat-form; they stepped out, into the crowd, and
were carried away to the west. As they moved across to the fagter lanes, Jatiff discovered an odd
effect. When he looked, over his shoulder to the right, faces in his immediate ,vianity receded and fdl
away into the blur. When he looked back to his left, the faces surged up from nowhere, drew abreast
and passed ahead into an equaly anonymous beyond. The effect was disturbing for reasons he could not
precisgly define; he began to fed vertigo and turned away to face forward, to watch the blocks move
past, each a different color: pinks and browns and yelows, greens of every description: moss, mottled
green-white, cadav-erous blue-green, black-green; faded reds and orange-purples. dl augmented to a
date of darity by the Dwan-light.

Jatiff became interested in the colors. Each no doubt ex-erted a symbalic influence upon those who
lived with them. Peach, blotched with sump-water tan—who chose these colors? What canons were
involved? Lavender-white, blue, acid green—on and on, each color no doubt dear to the folk who lived
there ... Tanzd tugged a his elbow. Jantiff looked around to see Esteban moving swiftly away to the
right. Tanze said somberly: “He just remembered an impor-tant engagement; he asked me to express his
regrets to you.”

Skorlet, her face flushed with annoyance, stepped smartly past. “Something I’'ve got to do! I'll see
you laer!” She like-wise was gone through the crowd, and Jantiff was left with Tanzel. He looked at her
in bewilderment. “Where did they go so suddenly?’

“I don’'t know, but let’s go on. | could ride Uncibd River forever!”

“I think we' d better go back. Do yon know the way?’

“Of course! We judt revert to Dissalberg River, then cross to 112th Latera.”

“You show me the way. I've had enough promenading for the day. Strange that both Esteban and
Skorlet decided to leave so suddenly!”

“l suppose f0,” sad Tanzd. “But I've come to expect drange things .... Wdl, if you want to go
back, well take the next turnaround.”

As they rode Jantiff gave his attention to Tanzd: An gp-peding little creature, so he decided. He
asked if she enjoyed her school. Tanzd shrugged. “I'd have to drudge otherwise, so | learn counting,
reading and ontology. Next year I'll be into persond dynamics, and that's more fun. We learn how to
express ourselves and dramétize. Did you go to school 7’

“Yes, indeed: Sxteen long years”

“What did you learn?’

“An amazing variety of facts and topics.”

“And then you went out to drudge?’



“No, not yet. | haven't found anything | redly want to do.”

“l don’'t suppose you live a dl egdidicdly.”

“Not as you do here. Everyone works much harder; but most everyone enjoys hiswork.”

“But not you.”

Jantiff gave an embarrassed laugh. “Pm willing to work very hard, but | don't quite know how. My
gger Fearfan carves mooring posts. Perhaps I'll do something like that.”

Tanzd nodded. “Someday let's tak again. There's the creche; I'll turn off here. Your block is
draght dong; it's Old Fink, on the left. Good-bye.”

Jatiff proceeded dong the man-way and presently saw ahead that block which he now mus
congder “home’: Old Pink.

He entered, ascended to Level 19 and sauntered around the corridor to his gpartment. He opened
the door and tact-fully cdled out: “Pm home. It's Jantiff!”

No response. The gpatment was empty. Jantiff entered and did the door shut. He stood for a
moment wondering what to do with himsdf. Still two hours until dinner. Another ration of gruff, deedle,
and wobbly. Jantiff grimaced. The globes of paper and wire caught his eye; he went to examine them.
Thar function was not & dl clear. The paper was green flimsy, the wire had been sdvaged from another
oper-ation. Perhaps Skorlet intended to decorate the agpartment with gay green bubbles. If so, thought
Jantiff, her achieve-ment was remarkably dipshod.™® Well, so long as they pleased Skorlet, it was none
of his affair. He looked into the bed-room, to appraise the two cots and the not-too-adequate cur-tain.
Jantiff wondered what his mother would say. Certainly nothing congratulatory. Well, this was why he had
come trav-eling, to explore other ways and other customs. Though for a fact, Snce matters were s0
casud he would definitdy have preferred the young woman—what was her name? Kedi-dah?—whom
he had noticed in the refectory.

He decided to unpack his saichd and went to the wardrobe where he had Ift it. He looked down in
congternation. The lock was broken; the lid was askew. Opening the case, Jantiff examined the contents.
His few clothes gpparently had not been molested, except for his spare shoes, of fine gray lantile. These
were missing, as wdl as his pigments and pad, his camera and recorder, a dozen other smdl implements
Jantiff went dowly into the Stting room and sank into a chair.

A brief few minutes later Skorlet entered the apartment. Jantiff thought that she looked in a very bad
mood, with her black eyes, glittering, and her mouth set in a hard line. Her voice crackled as she spoke:
“How long have you been here?’

“Hve or ten minutes.”

“Kindergoff Lateral was down to the contractors,” she said hitterly. “1 had to wak an entire mile”

“While we were gone someone broke into my case and stole most of my things”

The news seemed to drive Skorlet close to the limits of self-control. “And what do you expect?’ she
snapped in an unplessantly harsh voice. “This is an egdidic country; why should you have more than
anyone =7’

“I have been over-egdized,” sad Jantiff dryly. "To the ef-fect that | now have less than anyone d<se"
“Those are problems you must learn to cope with,” said Skorlet and marched into the bedroom.
A few days later Jantiff wrote aletter to hisfamily:

“My dearest mother, father and sisters:

| am now established in what must be the most re-markable nation of Alastor Cluster: Arrabus of
Wyst. | inhabit a two-room apartment in close contiguity to a handsome woman with strong views on
egalism. She doesn’t approve of me particularly. However, she is civil and on occasion helpful. Her
name, is Skorlet. You may wonder at this unconventiond arrangement; it is redly quite smple.
Egdism refuses to recognize sexual differ-ences. One person is considered equal to every other, in
dl respects. To emphasize sexual differences is called “sexivation.” For a girl to primp or show her
figure to best advantage is “sexivation” and it is considered a seri-ous offense.

The apartments were origindly intended to house male or female couples, or mated couples, but
the phi-losophy was denounced as “sexivationist,” and apartment assignments are now made at
random, though often per-sons will trade about. Anyone corning to Arrabus must leave his prejudices
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behind! Already | have learned that, no matter what the apparent smilarities of a new place to on€'s
home, the stranger must not be mided! Things are never what they seem! Think of thist And think
of dl the Cluster worlds and dl the Gaean Reach, and the Erdic Realms, and the Primarchic! Think
of these tril-lions of folk, each with his singular face! A frightening thought, redly. Still I am much
impressed by Arrabus. The system works; there is no desire for change. The Ar-rabins seem happy
and content, or at the very least, pas-sive. They place their highest value upon leisure, at the expense
of personal possessions, good food, and a cer-tain degree of freedom. They are far from wdll
edu-cated, and no one has expertise in any specific fidd. Maintenance and repairs are done by
whomever is as-signed the job, or in serious cases, to contracting firms from the Weirdlands. (These
are the provinces to north and south. They are not nations, | doubt if they have any forma
government whatever, but | don’t know much about them.)

| have not been able to do any serious work because my apparatus has been stolen. Skorlet
considers this quite normal and cannot understand my distress. She jeers at my “anti-egaism.” Well,
20 beit. As| say, the Arrabins are, a strange folk, who become excited only by food—not their usua
“wump” but good natural food; in fact an acquaintance by the name of Esteban has men-tioned one:
or two vices so odd and repdlent as to be un-speakable, and | will say no more.

The block where | live is known as “Old Pink” be-cause of its eczematous color. Each block,
ogengbly identica to dl others, is vividly distinctive, a least in the minds of the folk who live there,
and they will charac-terize the blocks as “dreary,” “frivolous,” “teeming with dy merges,” “serves
good wump,” “serves bad wump,” “too many pranksters,” “sexivationist.” Each block has it's own
legends, songs and special jargon. “Old Fink” is considered easy-going and faintly raffish, which of
course describes me very well, too.

You ask, What is a “snerge”’ ? A thief. | have aready suffered the attentions of a merge, and my
camera is mising so | can't send photographs. Luckily | was carry-ing my ozols with me. Please
send me by return mail new pigments, vehicle, applicators and a big pad of mactrix. Ferfan will tell
you what | need. Send them in-sured; if they came by ordinary ddlivery, they might be egalized.

Later: | have done my first stint of drudge, at an ex-port factory, for which | receive what is
caled “drivet”: ten tokens for each hour worked. My weekly drivet is a hundred and thirty tokens, of
which eighty-two must im-mediately be paid to the block, for food and lodging. The remainder is not
too useful, since there is not much to buy: garments, shoes, stadium tickets, toasted seaweed at
Digerferact. | now dress like an Arrabin, so as not to be conspicuous. Certain shops at the
space-port sal im-ported goods—tools, toys, occasional trifles of “boater,” at the most astonishing
prices! In tokens, of course, which have amost no exchange vaue againgt the ozol—something like
five hundred tokens to the owl.

Absurd, of course. On second thought, not so absurd. Who wants tokens? There is nothing to
buy.

Sill, this way of life, peculiar as it seems, is not necessarily a bad system. | suspect that every
style of life works out to be a trade off between various kinds of freedoms. There are naturaly many
different freedoms, and sometimes one freedom implies the absence of an-cther.

Inany event |'ve been getting ideas for depictions, which | know you don't take serioudy. The
light here is absolutely ravishing: a deceptively pale light, which seems to diffract everywhere into
colored fringes.

| have much more to tell you, but I'll reserve some-thing for my next. | won't ask you to send in
“pbonter”; I'd be—well, to tel the truth, | don’'t know what would happen, but | don't want to learn.

Immigrants and visitors are not well liked, yet | find that my fame as a “fixer” has aready spread
far and wide. Isn't this a joke? | know only what we were taught at school and what | learned at
home. Sill, everyone who has a bad screen insggts that | fix it for him. Some-times utter strangers!
And when | do these favors, do they thank me? Verbaly, yes, but there is a most pecu-liar
expression on their faces: | can't describe it. Con-tempt, distaste, antipathy? Because | so eadly
command this (to them) recondite kill. | have on this instant come to a decision. No longer will |
perform favors free. | will demand tokens or hours of drudge. They will sneer and make remarks, but
they will respect me more.

Here are some of my ideas for depictions.

The blocks of Uncibal, in the colors which hold so much meaning for the Arrabins.

The view dong Uncibal River from a prospect deck, with the oncoming sea of faces, dl blank
and serene.



The games, the spunk battles, the Arrabin version of hussade.™

Digerferact, the carniva aong the mudflats. More of this later.

Just a word or two about the local version of hussade, and | hope no one in the family will be
shocked or dismayed. The game is played to standard rules; the de-feated sheirl, however, must
undergo a mogt distressing experience .. She is disrobed and placed upon a cart with a repulsive
wooden effigy, which is so controlled as to commit an unnatural act upon the sheirl; meanwhile, the
losing team must pull this cart around the stadium. The wonder never leaves me: how are sheirls
recruited? Each must redlize that sooner or later her team must lose, yet hone ever seems to consider
this contingency.

They are either very brave or very foolish, or perhaps they are impdled by some dark human
inclination which rejoices at public degradation.

Wi, enough on this subject. | think | mentioned that my camera has been stolen: hence no
photographs. In fact, I’'m not sure that there is any agency at Unciba to make prints from my matrix.

| will report further in my next letter.

From your loving,

Jantiff.

Chapter 4

One moring Eseban came by Jattiff’'s gpartment with a Mend. “Attention, please, Janty
Ravensroke! Thisis Olin, a dear good fellow, for dl his portly abdomen. It Sgnifies sound deep and a
peaceful conscience, or so Olin assures me; he owns no magic bonter cabinet.”

Jatiff politely acknowledged the introduction, and offered a pleasantry of his own: “Please don’t
consder me guilt-rid-den because | am thin!”

Qlin and Esteban were provoked to hearty laughs Eteban sad: “Olin's screen has developed a
mogt curious alment; it spits up plumes of red fire, even a amusng messages. He naturdly suffers
agonies of distress. | told him: Be of good cheer! My friend Jantiff is a Zeck technician who likes noth-ing
better than setting such thingsright.”

Jantiff attempted a bright tone. “I have rather a good idea dong these lines. Suppose | conduct a
seminar on amdl re-pairs, a a charge per session, say, of fifty tokens a sudent. Everyone—you and Olin
included—can learn dl | know, and then you can do your own repairs and aso oblige those of your
friends who lack the skills”

Qlin's amile trembled uncertainly; Esteban’s handsome eye-brows peaked emphaticdly. “My dear
fdlow!” exclamed Es-teban. “Are you redly in earnest?’

“Of course! Everyone gains. | earn extra tokens and aso avoid the nuisance of running about
performing favors. Y ou in turn augment your capabilities”

For amoment Esteban stood speechless. Then, hdf-laugh-ing, he said: “But Jantiff, dear naive Jantiff!
| don't want to augment my capabilities Thisimplies a predigpogtion for work. For avilized men work is
an unnaturd occupation!”

“l suppose thereis no inherent virtue in work,” Jantiff conceded. “Unless, of course, it is performed
by someone dse”

“Work isthe useful function of machines,” said Esteban. “Let the machines augment thelr capabilities!
Let the automa-tons ponder and drudge! The span of exisence is oh! so brief; why should a Sngle
second be wasted?”’

“Yes, yes, of course,” sad Jantiff. “Anided concept and dl very well. In practice however both you
and Olin dready have wasted two or three hours ingpecting Olin's screen, ex-daming at the flaw,
formulating plans and coming here. As-sume that | agreed to look into the matter, then you and Olin must
return to Olin's gpartment to watch me make the repair. Let us say a tota of four hours apiece. Eight
man-hours as a grand total, not even counting my time, when QOlin probably could have set the matter to
rightsin ten, minutes. 197't this a case where cgpabilities saves time?’

Egteban gave his head a grave shake. “Jantiff, above dl you are a master of casuistry. This
‘cgpability” implies a point of view quite at odds with the beatifici? life”
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“| fed that | must agree to this” said Olin.

“You'd rather lose the use of your screen than fix it your-self?’

Egteban’s versttile eyebrows performed another feat, this time indicating quizzicd distaste. It goes
without saying! This practicdity of yoursis a backward step. | dso might mention that your proposed
dassisexploitative, and would surely excite the Monitors.”

“l hadn't thought in those terms” said Jantiff. “Wadll, in dl candor, | find that these little favors are
taking too much of my time and destroying the bestitude of my life. If Olin wants to work my next
drudge, I'll fix his screen.”

Qlin and Esteban exchanged amused glances. Both shrugged, turned away and departed the
apartment.

From Zeck came a parcd for Jantiff, containing pigments, applicators, papers and mats. Jantiff
immediady set to work meking, red the images which haunted his imagination. Skor-let occasiondly
watched him, making no comments and ask-ing no. questions, Jantiff did not trouble to ask her opinion.

In the refectory one day, the gl whom Jantiff previoudy had admired plumped hersdf down
opposite him. With her lips twitching againg a grin of sheer exuberance, she pointed a finger toward
Jantiff. “Explan something: do! Every time | come, to the wumper you stare a me firg from one sde of
your face and them the other. Why should this be? Am | s0 outrageoudy attractive and extraordinarily
beautiful.”

Jantiff grinned sheepishly. “I find you outrageoudy at-tractive and extraordinarily beautiful.”

“Shi” The gil glanced mischievoudy right and left. “Al-ready I'm considered a sexivationist. You'll
absolutely confirm the generd suspicion!”

‘Wll, be that asit may, | can’'t keep my eyes off of you, and that’s the truth of it.”

“And dl you do islook? How odd! But then, you're an im-migrant.”

“Jud avigtor. | hope that my coarse behavior haan't dis-turbed you.”

“Not in the dightest. I’ve dways thought you rather pleasant. WeE Il copulate if you like you can
show me some new and amudng antics. No, not now; low drudge awaits me, curse dl of it. Another
time, if you're of amind.”

“Wel, yes” said Jantiff. “1 supposeit boils down to that. Your name, | believe, is Kedidah.”

“How did you know?’

“Skorlet told me”

Kedidah made a wry face. “Skorlet doesn’t like me. She says I'm flippant, and an arrant sexivator,
as | mentioned.”

“I'm bewildered. Why?’

“Oh—I don't redly know. | like to tease and play. | ar-range my har to suit my mood. | like men to
like me and I’'m not concerned about women.” 8

“These aren’t flagrant crimes.”

“Ma Ask Skorlet!”

“I'm not concerned for Skorlet’s opinions. In fact, | find her overly intense. My name, incidentaly, is
Jantiff Ravensroke.”

“What an odd name! No doubt you're an ingrained ditist. How are you adapting to egdisn?’

“Quite wdl: Although I'm 4ill perplexed by certain of the Arrabin customs.”

“Undergiandably. We' re amost complicated people, may-be to compensate for our egdism.”

“l suppose that’s possible. Would you like to vist other worlds?’

“Of course, unless | had to tail congtantly, inwhich case I'll say here where life is gay. | have friends
and clubs and games; | never gloom because | think only of pleasure. In fact, some of us are going out on
foragein aday or so; you're welcome to come dong if you like”

“Wha's a‘forage 7’

“An expedition into the primitivel We ride up into the hills, then maraud south into the Werdlands.
Thistime it's to be Parnatra Valey, where we know secret places. Wel hope to find some very good
boater; but evenif nat, it saways alark.”

“I"d like to go, if I'm not on drudge.”


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

“Wdl start Twisday morning, right after wump and return Fyrday night, or even Dwanday morning.”

‘That quits me very wel.”

“Good. WE Il meet here. Bring some sort of robe, snce well probably deep in the open. With luck
well find dl kinds of tasty things”

Ealy Twisday morning, as soon as the refectory opened its doors, Jantiff went to take his breakfast.
On Skorlet’s advice he carried a knapsack containing, a blanket, atowe and two days advance retion of
oruff. Skorlet had spoken brusquey of the expedition, with something of a sneer: “You'll get wet in the
fog and scratch yoursdlf on brambles and run through the night until you' re exhausted and if you're lucky
you'll build a fire if someone thinks to bring dong matches. Stll, by dl means, go out and flounder
through the forest and dodge the man-traps and who knows? Maybe you'll find a berry or two or a bit of
toasted meet. Where are you going?’

“Kedidah spoke of secret placesin PamatraVdley.”

“Pah. What does she know of secret places, or anything else for that matter? Esteban is planning a
red bonterfest be-fore long; save your appetite for that.”

“Wel, I’ ve dready agreed to go with Kedidah's group.”

Skorlet shrugged and sniffed. “Do as you like. Here, take these matches and be prepared, and don't
eat toad-wort, oth-erwise you'll never return to Uncibd. As for Kedidah, she's never been right about
anything, and I’'m told she doesn’'t clean hersdf, when you copulate you never know what you' re wading
around in”

Jantiff mumbled something incoherent and busied himsdf with his painting. Skorlet came to look over
his shoulder., “Who are those people?’

‘They’re the Whispers, recaiving a committee of contractorsin Serce.”

Skorlet gave him a searching scrutiny. “Y ou're never been to Serce.”

“l used a photograph from the Concept. Didn't you seeit?’

“No one sees anything in the Concept except hussade announcements.” She studied another picture:
aview dong Linciba River. She gave her head a shake of distaste. “All those faces, each so exact! It
quite makes me uneasy!”

“Look carefully,” Jantiff suggested. “Are there any you recognize?’

After a moment's slence Skorlet sad: “To be sure! Thereé's Esteban! And can this be me? Very
clever; you have a remarkable knack!” She took up another sheet. “And what is this? the wumper? Al
these faces again; they seem so blank.” She turned Jantiff another seerching look. “Whét ef-fect isthis?’

Jantiff said hurriedly: “ Arrabins seem, somehow, com-posed, let us say.”

“Composed? What a thought! We're fervent, idedidic, reckless—when we have the
opportunity—mutable, pas-sionate. All these, yes. Composed? No.”

“No doubt you're right,” said Jantiff. “ Somehow | haven't captured this qudity.”

Skorlet turned away, then spoke over her shoulder. “1 wonder if you could spare some of that blue
pigment? 1’d like to paint symbols on my cult globes.”

Jantiff looked firgt up at the congtructions of paper and wire, each afoot in diameter, then to the wide
coarse brush which Skorlet habitudly employed, and findly with eyebrows ruefully raised, to the rather
grdl capsule of blue pigment. “Redly, Skorlet, | don't see how this is possble. Can't you use house
pant or ink, or something amilar?’

Skorlet went pink in the face. “And how or where can | get house paint? Or ink? | know nothing of
these things; they aren’t available to just anyone, and I’ ve never been on a drudge where | could snerge
“I think | saw ink for sdle on Counter 5 at the Area Store,” Jantiff said cautioudy. * Perhaps—"
Skorlet made a vehement gesture, expressing regjection and disgust. “At a hundred tokens the dram?
You foreigners are dl dike, so pampered by your wedlth, yet heartless and sdfish beneath it dl!”

“Oh, very well,” said Jantiff despondently. “Take the pig-ment if you redly need it. I'll use another
color.”

But Skorlet, flouncing away, went to the mirror and began to change the decoration of her ears.



Jantiff heaved aSgh and continued with his painting.

The foragers gathered in the lobby of Old Fink; eght men and five women. Jantiff’'s knapsack
ingantly aroused jocular attention. “Ha, where does Jantiff think we're off to, the Par Edge?’

“Janttiff, dear fdlow, we're only going on a bit of a forage, not a migration!”

“Jantiff is an optimist! He takes trays and bags and baskets to bring home his banter!”

“Bah, I'll bring mine home, too, but on the indde!”

A young man named Garrace, portly and blond, asked:

“Jantiff, tdl us redly and in truth: what are you carying?’ Jantiff, grinning apologeticaly, sad:
“Actudly, nothing of any consequence: a change of clothes, a few cakes of gruff, my sketch pad, and, if
you must know the truth, some toilet paper.”

“Good old Jantiff! Heis at leest candid!”

“Wdl then, let’s be off, toilet paper and dl!”

The group proceeded to the man-way, rode to Unciba River, moved west for an hour, changed to a
laterd which took them south into the hills

Jantiff had studied a map the day previoudy, and now tried to identify feetures of the landscape. He
pointed to a great granite abutment looming over the way ahead. “That mug be the Solitary Witness, am
| right?’

“Exadtly,” said Thworn, an assertive young man with rus-set. har. “Over and beyond is the Near
Wold and a spate of banter if we're lucky. See that notch? That's. Hebron Gap; it will take us into
Pamatra Vdley and that's where we' re bound.”

“l suspect we'd do better out on the Middle Wold, toward Fruberg,” said a saturnine young man
named Uwser. “Some people. | know worked Pamatra Vdley two, or three months ago and came
home, hungry.”

“Nonsense,” scoffed Thworn. “I can smdl the vat-berries dripping from here! And don’t forget the
Frubergers. a sone-throwing gang of villand”

“The Vdley folk are no better,” declared Sunover, a girl as tdl as Jantiff and of far more impressve
girth. “On the whole, they’re fat and amdlly, and | don't like to copulate with them.”

“Inthat case, run,” said Uwser. “Have you no imagination?’

“Eat, copulate, run,” intoned Garrace. “The three dynam-ics of Sunover’s existence.”

Jantiff asked Sunover: “Why ether copulate or run, if you're not of amind to do so?’

Sunover merdy made an impdtient ducking sound. Kedi-dah gave Jatiff a pat on the cheek.
“They’re both good for the soul, dear boy, and sometimes they aid one's comfort as well.”

Jantiff said in aworried voice: “I'd like to know what's ex-pected of me. Do | copulate or do | run?
What are the sg-nds? And where do we find the bonter?’

“Everything happens a once,” said Garrace with an impish grin.

“All'in good time, Jantiff!” spoke the imperious Thworn. “Don’t become anxious &t this stage of the
game!”

Jantiff shrugged and gave his atention to a set of indudtrid buildings toward which most of the traffic
on the man-way seemed to be directed. In response to his question Garrace in-formed him that here
those hormones which figured largely in Arrabin exports were extracted, refined and packaged. “You'll
get your notice before long,” Garrace told him. “It's our common fate. Into the plant like so many
automatons, down on the palet, dong the operation line. They milk your glands, didtill your blood, tap
your soind ducts, and in gen-erd have their way with dl your mogt private parts. Don’'t worry; you'll
have your turn.”

Jantiff had not previoudy known of this aspect to life in Arrabus. He frowned over his shoulder
toward the clugter of pale brown buildings. “How long does dl this take?’

“Two days, and for another two or three days you are to-taly addled. Siill, export we mug, to pay
for maintenance, and what, after dl, istwo days a year in the interests of egd-ism?’

Thee man-way ended a a, depot, where the group boarded an ancient omnibus. Swaying and
wdlowing periloudy, the omnibus did them up the road between dopes overgrown with blue



canker-wort and black dendrons studded with poi-sonous scarlet seed balls,

After an hour’s ride the bus arrived a the, head of Hebron Gap. “End of the road, dl out!” cried
Thworn. “Now we must march off on foat, like the adventurers of old!”

The troop set off dong a lane leading downhill through a stand of kirkash trees smdling strong and
sweset of resn. Ahead the land flattened to become Pamatra Vdley; beyond stretched the Werdlands
under a smoke-colored shroud of forest.

Garrace cdled over his shoulder: “ Jantiff, shake a leg there; you'll have to keep up. What are you
doing?’

“Jugt meking a sketch of that tree. Look at the way the branches angle out! They're like dancing
maenads!”

“No time for sketching!” Thworn called back. “We ve dill got five or ten milesto go.”

Jantiff reluctantly put away his sketch pad and caught up with the others.

The lane siwvung out on a meadow and broke into a haf-dozen tralls leading off in various directions.
Here the group encountered another set of foragers. “Hello there!” caled Uwser, “what’s your house?’

“WEe re desperadoes from Bumblevillein Two-twenty.”

“That's along way from us. “Were dl Old Pinkers, from Seventeen—except Woble and Vich;
they’ re denizens of the infamous White Palace. What luck are you having?’

“Nathing to speak of. We heard arumor of alovdy hitter-nut tree, but we couldn’t find it. We ate a
few sweet-hops and looked into an orchard, but the locals warned us off and sent a boy to spy us clear
of the premises. What are you for?’

“Bonier of dl sorts, and we're a. determined group. WE Il probably push south five or ten miles
before we start our for-age.”

“Good luck to you!”

Thworn led the Old Pinkers south dong atrail which took them a once into a dense forest of black,
mece trees. The ar in the shade was dank and chill and smdled strong of moul-dering vegetation.
Thworn cdled out: “Everyone watch for bitternuts and remember there's a wild plum tree somewhere in
the vianity!”

A mill passed with no evidence ether of nuts or plums, and the tral came to a fork. Thworn
heditated. “I don’t recdl this fork .... | wonder if we set off dong the wrong trall? Wdl, no matter; the,
bonter is—out there somewhere! So then—the right-hand fork!”

Erndy, a rather fral girl with a fadtidious manner, said plantivdy: “How far mugt we, go? I'm redly
not dl that keen on hiking, especidly if you don't know the way.”

Thworn said gernly: “My dear girl, naturdly we ve got to Um! We' rein the middle of the forest with
nothing to eat but Skane bark.”

“Pease don't talk about edting,” cried Rehilmus, a blonde kitten-faced gil with small feet and a ripe
figure displayed a-mogt to the point of sexivation, “I’m ravenous right now.”

Thworn swung his am, in a gesture of command. “No complaintd Up and away and after the
banter!”

The group set out dong the right-hand path, which presently dwindled to a, trail winding this way and
that under the lowering mace trees. Kedidah, waking at the rear with Jantiff, grumbled under her breath.
“Thworn doesn’t know where he' s going any more than | do.”

“What, exactly, are we looking for?” Jantiff asked.

“These Wold farms are the richest of Waeirdland, because they fringe on the Pleasant Zone. The
farmers are mad for copulation; they give baskets of banter for a bit of fondling. You can’'t imagine the
tdes I’'ve heard: roasted fowl, fried sat-gde, pickled batracher, baskets of fruit! All for a brisk bit of
copulation.”

“It seems too good to be true”

Kedidah laughed. “Only if there's fair play. It's not un-known that while the girls are copulating the
men are eating until there' s nothing left, and the walk home is gpt to be moody.”

“So | would imeaging” sad Jantiff. “Sunover, for ingance, would never accept such a gStuation
without protest.”



“l sugpect not. Look, Thworn has discovered something!”

In response to Thworn's sgnds the group fdl dlent. They advanced cautioudy, a last to peer
through the foliage out upon a amdl farmstead. To one Sde a haf-dozen cattle grazed the meadow; to
the other grew rows of bantock and medie-bush and tdl racks of vat-berries. At the center stood a
rambling structure of timber and petrified soil.

Garrace pointed: “Look—yonder! Lyssum vined s anyone about?

“The place seems deserted,” Uwser muttered. “Notice the fowl roost to the sidel”

“Wdl then, I'm for being bold,” said Garrace. “They're dl within, guping down-their noon bonier,
and here stand we with our mouths open. | accept the unspoken invitation!”

He stepped out from the forest and advanced upon the lys-sum vines, followed by Colcho, Hasken,
Vich, Thworn and the others, with Jantiff thoughtfully keeping to the rear. Gar-race uttered a sartled cry
as the ground gave way under his feet; he disappeared from view. The others paused uncer-tainly, then
went forward to peer down a Garrace, where be floundered among sodden brambles. “Get me out of
here” be roared. “Don't just stand there gaping!”

“No need to be offensve” said Thworn. “Here; give me your hand!” He pulled and Garrace was
dragged up to solid ground.

“What aviletrick!” exclamed Rehilmus. “Y ou might have been serioudy hurt!”

“I'm not a dl comfortable,” growled Garrace. “I'mfull of thorns and they’ ve poured a year’s worth
of dops down there. But I'm dill for that lyssum, and now I'll have it for sure.”

“Do be careful!” cried Mandd, another of the girls. “These folk are obvioudy unfriendly.”

“And now I'm unfriendly too!” Garrace proceeded toward the vines, tegting, the ground ahead of
him. After—a moment’s hesitation the others followed.

Twenty yards short of the vines he sumbled and amost fdl. He looked down: “A trip wirel”

From the farmhouse issued two men, a stout woman and a pair of griplings They picked up cudgels
and one of the boys raised a hatch in the side of the structure. Out rushed four black delps of that sort
known as “mouthers” Baying and moaning, they charged the foragers, followed by the farm folk with
their cudgels. With one accord the foragers turned and ran toward the forest, led by Jantiff who had not
ventured any great distance into the meadow.

The dowest of the foragers was the amiable Colcho, who had the misfortune to fal. The delps were
upon him, but the farm folk called them off and sent them after the other fugi-tives while they beat Colcho
with their cudgds, until Colcho findly managed to break away, and running faster than ever, gained the
relative security of the forest. The delps legpt upon Rehilmus and Erndy and might have done them
dam-age had not Thworn and Jantiff beaten them away with dead branches.

The group returned the way they had come. Reaching the fork they found that Colcho had evidently
fled in a direction different from their own and was now missng. Everyone cdled, “Colcho! Colcho!
Where are you?’ But Colcho failed to reply, and no one fdt in any mood to return dong the trall looking
for him. “He should have stayed with the group,” said Uwser.

“He had no chance,” Kedidah pointed out. “The farm folk were besting him and he was lucky to get
away a dl.”

“Poor Colcho,” sghed Manddl.

“‘Poor Colcho?” cried Garrace in outrage. “What about me? I’ve been scratched and stabbed; I'm
ginking with nameless muck! I’ ve got to do something for mysdf!”

“There's a dream yonder; go bathe,” Thworn suggested. “You'll fed much better.”

“Not if | have to get back into these clothes; they' re abso-lutely befouled.”

“Wdl, Jantiff is carrying a spare outfit: you're about of a Sze and I'm sure hell let you have them.
Right, Jantiff? It' s dl for one and one for dl among the jolly Old Pinkers.”

Jartiff reluctantly brought the garments from his knapsack, and Garrace went off to bathe.

Kedidah demanded of Thworn: “What now? Have you any notion of where we are?’

“Of course. We take the left fork instead of the right; | had a momentary lapse of memory; there's
redly no prob-lem.”

Rehilmus said crosdy: “Except that it's time for wump, and I'm famished. In fact | can't go another



dep.”

“We'redl hungry,” said Hasken. “You're not redly done”

“Yes, | am,” declared Rehilmus. “No one becomes as hun-gry as | do, because | just can't function
without food.”

“Oh, the devil,” said Thworn in disgugt. “Jantiff, give her a bite or two of gruff, to keep her on her
feet.”

“I'm hungry too,” said Erndy peevighly.

“Oh, don't pout s0,” said Rehilmus “I'll share with you.”

Jantiff brought out his four cakes of gruff and placed them upon a sump. “Thisis dl | have. Divide it
asyau like”

Rehilmus and Emall’ each took a cake; Thworn and Uwser shared the third; Kedidah and Sunover
shared the fourth.

Garrace returned, from washing in the stream. “Feding better?’ asked Rehilmus brightly.

‘To some extent, dthough | wish Jantiff's clothes came a Sze, larger. Still, far better than these
befouled rags.” He hdd them away from him with exaggerated disgust. “I won't carry them with me; |
guessI'll just |leave them here.”

“Don’t give up good clothes” Thworn advised. “There' s room in Jantiff’s knapsack, just drop them
in. —

“That would solve everything,” said Garrace, and he turned to Jantiff. “'Y ou're sure you don't mind?’

“Quite sure,” said Jantiff in a gloomy voice.

Thworn rose to hisfeet. “Everybody ready? Away we go!”

Theforagers set off dong the trail, Thworn again in the lead. Presently he made a clenched-fist Sgn
of jubilation and swung around. “Thisisthe trail; | recognized that knob of rock. There's boater ahead; |
ard| it from herel”

“How much farther? demanded Rehilmus. “Quite candid-ly, my feet hurt.”

“Patience, patience! A few miles farther, over that far ridge. This is my secret place, so everyone
mug pledge abso-lute discretion!”

“Whatever you say. Just show us the boater.”

“Come dong then; don't dday.”

The group, enlivened, jogged forward and even sang jocu-lar songs, of gluttony, legendary forages
and chwig.

The countryside became more open as they dimbed the dope. At the ridge a vast panorama
extended to the south: dark forests, a line of river and a dramatic sky, leaden violet at the horizon, pearl
white on high, mottled with shoas of white, gray and black clouds. Jantiff hated to absorb the scene and
reached for his pad to make a rough sketch, but his hand encountered Garrace's dank garments and he
gave up the idea.

The others had gone ahead; Jantiff hurried to catch up. As they, descended the trees grew thickly
over thetrall.

Thworn caled a hdt. “From here on quiet and caution; let’s not create any more fiascos.”

Sunover, peering ahead, said: “1 don't see anything what-ever. Are you sure thisis the right trail ?”

“Dead sure. We're a the far edge of Pamatra Vdley, where the best limequats grow, and the river
flat-fish cook up sweet as nuts. That's further south, to be sure, but the firg farms are just below us, s0
caution dl. Jantiff, what in the world are you mooning at?’

“Nothing of consequence: just the lichens on this old log. Notice how the oranges contrast with the
blacks and browns!”

“Charming and quaint, but we can’t spare time for poetic ecstasies .. Onward dl, with caution!”

The foragers proceeded in utter Slence: a hdf-mile, amile Once again Rehilmus became retive, but
Thworn furi-oudy sSgnded her to slence. A moment later he brought the group to a hdt. “Look yonder
now, but don’t let yourselves be seen.”

“Everyone be vigilant,” Uwser cautioned. “Spy out the trip-wires, pitfals, dectric pounces and other
such nuisances.”



Peering through the trees Jantiff saw another farmstead not a greet dedl different from the firg they
hed encountered.

Thworn, Garrace, Uwser and the others conferred, point-ing here and there. Then dl armed
themsealves with stout sticks, in the event delps should again be encountered.

Thworn told the group: “We |l go quigtlly yonder, where there don’'t seem to be any trip-wires, then
make for the fowl-run a the rear of the house. So now, keep low to the ground. Good luck and good
bonter!”

He hunched himsdf dmost double and ran off at a curious wobbling shuffle; the others followed. As
before Garrace was the boldest. He ventured into the vegetable garden, to pull up the root crops,
cramming some in his mouth, some in his pockets. Doble, Vich and Sunover bused themsdves at the
vaberry arbor, but the season was past and only a few husks remained. Thworn proceeded toward the
fowl-run.

Someone blundered into a trip-wire. A disma cdanking sound issued from a bdfry on top of the
house. The door opened and out ran an old man, an old woman and asmdl boy. The old man picked up
adick and attacked Garrace,

Maudd and Hasken, who were among his radishes; they flung him to the ground and did the same
for the old woman. The boy ran into the house and emerged with an axe; flam-ing-eyed he lunged for the
foragers. Thworn raised hisvoice in a shout: “Everybody off and away, on the double!”

Snatching up a few lagt radishes the foragers departed the way they had come, Thworn and Uwser
exultant in the pos-session of a pair of rather thin old fowl, the necks of which they had aready wrung.

The group hdted, panting and triumphant in the lane. “We should have stayed longer,” Rehilmus
protested. “1 saw aredly choice meon.”

“Not with that darm going! We were away in good time; let’s be gone before ther reinforcements
arive. Thisway down thetral!”

In a dearing beside a smdl stream the group halted. Thworn and Uwser plucked and eviscerated the
fom while Garrace built afire; the meat was skewered upon sharp sticks and toasted.

Kedidah looked thisway and that. “Whereis Jantiff?” No one seemed interested.

“He seems to have gotten logt,” said Rehilmus

Garrace glanced down the path. “Nowhere in Sght. HE's back there somewhere gazing raptly a an
old sump.”

“Wdl, no great loss” said Thworn. “So much more for the rest of us”

The foragers began ther feest.

“Alil Thisis good duff!” declared Garrace. “We should do this more often.”

“Ahl” sghed Rehilmus. “Marveloud! Throw afew of those radishes thisway; they're ided!”

“The Connatic himsdf never ate better,” declared &mover. “A pity there's not just a bit more” sad
Rehilmus “I could eat on for hours and never stop; | love it sot”

Thworn rductantly rose to hisfeet. “We d better be sart-ing back; it's along march over the hills”

Chapter 5

On the following day Kedidah, entering the refectory, dis-covered Jantiff Stting unobtrusively done in
afar corner. She marched across the room and plumped hersdf down beside him. “What happened to
you yesterday? Y ou missed dl the fun.”

“Yes, | suppose 0. | decided that | wasn't dl that hungry.”

“Oh, come now, Jantiff. | can see through you. Y ou're an-noyed and sulky.”

“Not redly. | just don't fed right sedling from other people.”

“What nonsense!” declared Kedidah loftily. “They’ve got plenty; why can't they share a bit with us?’

“There wouldn’t be much to share among three hillion people.”

“Perhaps not.” She reached out and took his hand. “I must say that you acted very nicdy yesterday.
| was quite pleased _ with you.”

Jantiff flushed. “ Do you redly mean that?’



“Of coursel”

Jantiff said hdtingly, “I’ve been thinking.”

“About what?’

“Thet old man in, your apartment; what’s his name?’

“Sarp.”

“Yes. | wonder if he would trade gpartments with me. Then, we could be together congtantly.”

Kedidah laughed. “Old carp wouldn't dream of moving, and anyway, there's no fun when people live
together and see each other at ther worst. 1sn't thet redly true?’

“Oh, | don't know. If you're fond of someone, you like to be with him or her as much as possible”

“Wdl, I'm fond of you and | see you as much as possible”

“But that isn't enough!”

“Besides, I've got lots of friends, and dl of them make de-mands upon me”

Jatiff started to speak, then decided to hold his tongue. Kedidah picked up his portfolio. “What
have you here? Pic-tures? Oh, please, may | look?’

“Of course”

Kedidah turned the sketches exdaming in pleasure. “Jantiff, how exciting! | recognize this, it's our
foraging group on the tral. Thisis Thworn, and here's Garrace, and—this is me! Jantiff! Do | look like
that? All diff and pale and garing, asif I'd seen a goblin? Don't answer me; I'll only be an-noyed. If only
youd do a nice drawing of me that | could hang on the wal"” She returned to the sketch.
“ Sunover—Uwsar—Rehilmus—everybody! And this glimpse of a person at the rear—that’ s you!”

Skorlet and Esteban came into the refectory, and with them that sprite of contradictory moods who
was ther daugh-ter Tanzd. Kedidah cdled out: “Come look at Jantiff’'s won-derful pictures Here's our
forage party; we're on thetral! 1t's so red you can amdl the kerkash bam!”

Egteban examined the sketch with an indulgent smile. “You don’t seem overloaded with boater.”

“Naturaly—not! 1t's dill morning and we're on our way south. And don’'t worry about bonter; we
dined in syle, dl of us. Roast fowl, a sdad of fresh herbs, buckets of fruit—al megnificent!”

“Oh!” excdlamed Tanzd. “1 wish I"d been therel”

“Moderation, please,” sad Esteban, “I’ ve gone foraging mysdf.”

Kedidah said with dignity: “Next time come dong with us and make certain how we fare”

“Which reminds me,” mused Jantiff. “Did Colcho ever find hisway home?’

No one troubled to answer. Esteban sad: “I'm as keen for bonter as the next, but nowadays | pay
the tokens and the gypsies provide the feast. Indeed, | have plans afoot at this very moment. Join the
group, if you like. You'll have to pay your share, of course.”

“How much? 1 just might go.”

“Hve hundred tokens, which indudes air transport into the Weirdlands.”

Kedidah clapped at her golden brown ear-puffsin shock. “Do you take me for a contractor? | can't
fetch any such um!”

Tanzd sad sadly, “1 don't have five hundred tokens e-ther.”

Skorlet turned a sharp glance toward Esteban, another at Jantiff. “Don’t worry, dear. You'll be
included.”

Esteban, ignoring the remarks, continued to turn through Jantiff’s sketches. “Very good .... A hit
over-ambitious, this one. Too many faces .... Ma | recognize someone here.”*

Kedidah looked. “That's mysdf and Sarp stting in our chairs. Jantiff, when did you do this?’

“A few days ago. Skorlet, would you trade apartments with Kedidah?’

Skorlet gave an gaculation of startled amusement. “What-ever for?’

“I"d like to share an gpartment with her.”

“And I"d share with that muttering old madman? Not on your lifel”

Egteban offered advice: “Never share with someone you fancy; when the edge wears off, irritation
wears on.”

“It's not sengble to copulate too much with one person,” said Kedidah.

“Infact, 1, don’t like copulation,” said Tanzd. “It’s quite tiresome.”



Esteban turned over the sketches. “Wdl, wel! Whom do we: have here?”

Tanzd pointed excitedly. “That's you and that’'s Skorlet, and that’'s old .Sarp. | don't know that big

Egteban laughed. “Not quite. | see a resemblance, but only because Jantiff draws dl his faces with
the same expression.”

“By no means” said Jantiff. “A face is the symbol—the graphic image—of a personaity. Consider!
Written charac-ters represent spoken words. Depicted features represent per-sondities! | depict faces
dill and &t rest 0 as not to confuse their meaning.”

“Far, far beyond my reach,” sghed Esteban.

“Not at dl' Condder once mord | might depict two men laughing a a joke. One is redly
cantankerous, the other is good-natured. Since both are laughing, you might believe both to be
good-natured. When the features are ill, the per-sondity is free to reved itsdf.”

Esteban hdd up his hands. “Enough! | submit! And I'll be the last to deny that you've a great knack
for this sort of Suff.”

“It snot aknack a dl,” sad Jantiff. “I’ve had to practice for years.”

Tanzd sad brightly: “Isn't it ditism when someone tries to do something better than everyone se?’

“Theoreticdly, yes,” said Skorlet, “but Jartiff isan Old Pinker and certainly not an ditist.”

Esteban chuckled. “Any other crimes we can lay upon Jantiff’s heed?’

Tanzd thought a moment. “He's a monopolist who hoards his time and won't share with me, and |
like him very much.”

Skorlet snorted. “Jantiff’ s tit-willow manneriams are actu-dlly arrant sexivation. He even affects poor
litle Tanzd.”

“He s dso an exploiter, because he wants to use up Kedi-dah.”

Jantiff opened his mouth to roar an indignant rebuttal, but words faled him. Kedidah patted him on
the shoulder. “Don’'t worry, Tanzd; | like him too and today he can mo-nopolize me dl he likes, because
| want to go to the games and we'll go together.”

“I'd like to go mysdlf,” said Esteban. “Thet great new Shkooner isfighting the piebald Wewark: both
awesome bessts.”

“Perhaps so, but I’'m mad for Kizzo in the second event. HE's mounted on the blue Jamouli, and he's
S0 absolutdy gd-lant | swoon to watch him.”

Esteban pursed hislips. “He's redly too exuberant in his flourishes, and | can’t approve of his knee
action. Still, he's reckless to a fault, and makes poor Lamar and Kechaff seem a pair of feaful old
ladies”

“Oh, dear,” sad Skorlet. “I've got drudge and can’t go!”

“Save your tokens for the gypsies” said Esteban. “If you're planning to join the feast, that isto say.”

“True. | mugt work on my globes. | wonder where | can find more pigment?” Her gaze rested
peculdively on Jantiff, who sad hurriedly, “I can't possbly spare any more. I'm very low on
everything.”

Esteban spoke to Jantiff: “What of you? Are you for this bonterfest?’

Jatiff heditated. “I’ve just been foraging, and I'm not sure | enjoy it.”

“My dear felow, it's not the same thing a dl! Do you have ozols?’

“Wdl, afew. Safdy locked away, of course.”

“Then you can afford the bonterfest. I'll mark you down for a place”

“Oh—very wdl. Where and when does the event take place?’

“When? As soon as | make proper arrangements. Everything must be right! Where? Out in the
Weirdlands where we can enjoy the countryside. | have recently become acquainted with Contractor
Shubart; hdl dlow us use of an air-car.”

Jatiff gave a hallow laugh. “Who now is the exploiter, monopoligt, ditigt tycoon and dl the rest?
What of egdism now?’

Esteban retorted in a debonair, if somewhat edgy, voice “Egdism is dl very wdl, and | subscribe to
it Still: why deny the obvious? Everyone wants to make the mogt of their life If | were able, I'd be a



contractor; perhaps I'll become one yet.”

“You've picked the wrong time” sad Kedidah. “Did you read the Concept? The Whispers indst
that the contractors cost too much and that changes must be made. Perhaps ther€ll be no more
contractors.”

“Ridiculoud” snorted Skorlet. “Who'll do the work?’

“I'veno idea,” said Kedidah. “I'm neither a Whisper nor a contractor.”

“I'll ask my friend Shubart,” said Esteban. “He'll know dl about it.”

“l don't understand!” said Tanzd plantively. “1 thought contractors were dl ignorant outsiders, vulgar
and mean, who did our nasty work for us. Would you redly want to be someone like that?’

Esteban gave agay laugh. “I’d be a very nice contractor, as polite and clever as| am now!”

Kedidah jumped to her feet “Come, Jantiff! Lees be off, if we're to get good seats. And bring dong
afew extra tokens; this week I’'m totaly bankrupt.”

Late in the afternoon Jantiff returned home dong Dissel-berg River. The shunk contests®® had
exceeded dl his expecta-tions; his mind seethed with sensations and images.

The crowds had early obtruded themsdlves, choking dl man-ways leading to the stadium. Jantiff hed
noted the vivac-ity of their faces, the wet shine of their eyes, the tremulous flexibility of their mouths as
they tdked and laughed: these were not the folk, serene and bland, who promenaded adong Uncibd
River! The gadium itsef was a gigantic place, rear-ing high in a successon of leveds bank on bank,
buttress over buttress, bacony after bacony, dosing off the sky, with the spectators a crusted blur. From
everywhere came a perva-sve whisper, hoarse as the sea, waxing and waning to the movement of
events.

The prdiminary ceremonies Jantiff found rather tedious. an hour of marching and countermarching by
musdans in purple and brown uniforms to music of horns, grumbling bass resonators and three-foot
cymbas. At lagt eight portds did asde; eight men rode forth, erect and somber on the pedestds of
power-chariots. They circled the fidd, gazing sraight ahead, as if oblivious to dl but their own faeful
thoughts. Staring directly ahead, the riders departed the fidd.

The stadium-sound rose and fell, reflecting the consonance of moods of hdf a million people in close
proximity, and Jantiff wondered at the psychologicd laws governing such phenomena.

Abruptly, responding to an influence beyond Jantiff’s per-ception, the sounds hdted and the ar
became tense with silence.

The portals to east and west did gpart; out lurched _a pair of shunk. They rumbled in rage, stamped
the turf, reared thirty feet into the ar asif to fling, awvay those cdm and in-domitable riders who stood on
their shoulders. So began the contests,

The hulks collided with awesome impacts; the poise of the riders transcended belief. Even though the
fact occurred be-fore Jantiff’s eyes. Time and time again they evaded the great pads, to remount with
cdm authority as the shunk lurched to its feet. He communicated his wonder to Kedidah: “What a
miracle they stay divel”

“Sometimes two or even three are killed. Today—they’'re lucky.” Jantiff turned her a curious side
glance; was the wig-ful note, in her voice for the crushed riders or for those who managed to evade
degth?

“They train for years and years,” Kedidah told him as they |eft the sadium. “They livein the gtink and
noise and fed of the beasts; then they come to Arrabus and hope to ride at ten contests; then they can
return to Zonder with ther fortunes” Kedidah fdl slent and seemed to become digtrait. Where the laterd
joined Dissdberg River she sad aoruptly: “I'll leave you here, Janty; there€'s an gppointment | Imply
must keep.”

Jantiff’s jaw sagged. “1 thought we could spend the evening together; maybe at your apartment—"

Kedidah amilingly shook her head. “Impossible, Janty. Now excuse me, please; I've got to hurry.”

“But | wanted to discuss moving in with you!”

“No, no, no! Janty, behave yoursdf! I'll see you in the wumper.”

Jantiff returned to OId Rink with hurt fedings. He found Skorlet busy with her globes, daubing the last
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of hisblue, black, dark green and umber pigments upon the paper con-trivances.

Jantiff stared in shock. “Whatever are you up to? Redly, Skorlet, that isv't a decent thing to do!”

Skorlet flung him a glance, and in her white face he saw a desperation he had never previoudy
noticed. She turned back to her work, then after a moment found words and spoke through gritted teeth.
“It'snot fair that you should have ev-erything and me nothing.”

“But | don’t have everything!” Jantiff bleated. “I have nathing! Y ou’ve taken them dl! Brown, black,
green, blue! | have afew reds, true, and orange and ocher and yellow—no, now you've deprived me of
my ydlow as wdl—’

“Ligen, Jantiff! 1 need tokens to take mysdf and Tanzd on the bonterfest. She's never been
anywhere and seen noth-ing, much less tasted boater. | don't careif | usedl your pig-ments You are so
rich, you can get more, and | must make these cult-globes, dog defile them!”

“Why doesn’t Esteban pay for Tanzel? He never seems to lack tokens.”

Skorlet gave a bitter snort. “Esteban is too sdf-important to spare tokens for anyone. In dl candor,
he should have lived out in the Bad Worlds where he could be a tycoon. Or an exploiter. For certain he's
no egdis. And you'd never imagine the wild schemes that throng his mind.”

Surprised by Skorlet’s vehemence, Jantiff went to his chair. Skorlet continued to daub grimly & her
contrivances and Jantiff growled: “What good are those things that you' re wagting my pigments on?’

“l don’'t know what good they are! | take them down to Digerferact and people pay good tokens for
them and that's dl | care. Now | need jugt a hit of that orange—Jantiff, it's no use showing me that
mulish expression!”

“Here, takeit! Thisisthe last ime! From now on I’'m locking everything up in my case!”

‘lana, you're avery smdl person?

“And you're very large—with other peopl€e' s bdongingd”

“Control your tongue, Jantiff! You have no right to hector me Now turn on the screen. The
Whispers are making an important speech and | want to hear it.”

“Bah,” muttered Jantiff. “Just more of the same” Never-theless, upon meeting Skorlet’s lambent
gaze, he rose to hisfeet and did her bidding.

Jantiff wrote a letter home

Dearest family:

First my inevitable requests. | don't want to be a nuisance, but circumstances are against me.
Please send me another selection of pigments, of double size. They cannot be obtained here, like
everything else. Stll, life progresses. The food of course is deadly dull; everyone is obsessed with
“bonter.” Some friends are planning a “gypsy banquet,” what6Ter that is. I’ve been invited, and I'll
probably attend, if only to get away from gruff and deedle for a few hours.

| fear that I'm developing a fragmented personality. | wonder sometimes if I'm not living in a
dreamland, where white is black and black is not white, which would be ,too ssimple, but something,
totaly absurd Me, say, ten dead dogfish or the smel of gilly-flowers. Mind you, Arrabus was at one
time a very ordinary indudtria-ized nation. Is this the inevitable sequence? The ideas succeed each
other with a frightening logic. Life is short; why waste a second on thankless drudgery? Technology
exigs for this, purpose! Therefore, technology must be augmented and extended, to dispd as much
drudgery as possible. Let the machines tail! Leisure, the rich flavor of sheer existence, is the goal!
Very good, if only the machines could do everything. But they won't repair themselves, and they
won't perform human services, so even Arrabins must drudge: a sour thirteen hours a week. Next,
the machines are unkind enough to break down. Contractors must be hired, from compounds in Blae
and Froke and other places at the back of the Weirdlands. Needless to say, the contractors refuse to
work on the cheap. In fact, or so | am told, they absorb amost the whole of the gross Arrabin
product. The Arrabins could relieve the situation by training persons so inclined to be technicians and
mechanics, but egalists as-sert that specialization is the first step, toward ditism. No doubt they are
right. It never occurs to anyone that the contractors are ditists of the very finest water, who grow
rich explaiting the Arrabins—if explaiting is the proper word.

| wrote “never occurs to anyone,” but perhaps thisisn’t quite accurate. The other night | heard a



public address by the Whispers. | made some sketches as they appeared on the screen; | enclose
one of them. The Whispers are chosen by a random process. On each level of every block someone,
selected by lot, becomes a mon-itor. The twenty-three monitors choose by lot, a Block Warden.
From the Block Wardens of each district a Del-egate is selected, by lot of course. Each of the four
great metropolitan divisons Uncibal, Propunce, Waunisse and Serce, is represented by its Panel of
Delegates. By lot one of these Delegates becomes a Whisper. The Whispers are expected to wield
their authority, such as it is in a subdued, egdigtic manner: hence the title “Whis-pers’ which
developed, so | am told, from a jocular con-versation many years ago.

In any event the Whispers appeared on the screen the other night. They spoke very guardedly,
and made duti-ful obeisance to the glories of egaism. Still, the effect was hardly optimigtic. Even |
apprehended the hints, and my ears are not as keen in this regard as those of the Arrabins. The
woman Fausgard read out statistics mak-ing no comment, but everyone could hear that the
equi-librium was failing, that capital deterioration exceeded repair and replacement, from which
everyone could draw whatever concluson they chose. The Whispers an-nounced that they will
shortly vidt the Connatic at Lusz to discuss the situation. These ideas aren’t popular; the Arrabins
reject them automatically, and | have heard grumbling that the expedition to Numenes is just a junket
in search of high living. Remember, the Whispers live in the same apartments and eat the same gruff,
deedle and wobbly as anyone else; however, they do no drudge. At the Centenary they will make a
further an-nouncement, undoubtedly to the effect that the con-tractors must be phased out. This idea
initsalf hurts no Arrabin feelings. The contractors live baronid lives on their country estates, and the
Arrabins know them (en-vioudly?) for dlitists.

Items of incidentd intelligence: Blade, at the south edge of “Weirdland,” is warmed by an
equatorial current and is not as cold as its latitude suggests. Remem-ber, Wyst is a very small world!
The folk who live in Froke, to the west of Blale, are caled Frooks. Nomads wander Weirdland
forests; some are caled “gypsies’ and others “witches,” for reasons past my comprehension. The
gypsies range closer to Arrabus and provide feasts of bonter for a fee. The Arrabins lack dl interest
in music. None play musical instruments, presumably be-cause of the drudgery involved. Indeed this
is a strange place! Shocking, disturbing, uncomfortable, hungry, but fascinating! |1 never tire of
watching the great crowds: everywhere people! There is sheer magnificence to these numbers; it is
marvelous to stand above Unciba River, gazing down at the faces. Invent a face: any face you like.
Big noseg, little ears, round eyes, long chin—sooner or later you'll see it in Uncibal River! And do
these numbers create a drabness? or uniformity? To the contrary! Every Arrabin desperately asserts
his individudity, with personal tricks and fads. A futile kind of life, no doubt, but isn't dl life futile?
The Arrabins enter life from nowhere and when they die no one remembers them. They produce
nothing substantial; in fact—so it now occurs to me—the only commodity they produce is leisure!

Enough for now. I'll write soon again.

Asusua dl my affection,

Jantiff.

Jantiff hed locked away those pigments remaning to him. Skorlet perforce decided thet her
cult-globes were complete and began to tie them into clusters of ax. Jantiff’s restless ac-tivities at last
attracted her notice. She looked up from her work and uttered a peevish complaint. “Why in the name of
dl perversity mug you flutter here and there like a bird with a broken wing? Settle yoursdf, 1 beg you!”

Jantiff responded with quiet dignity. “I made certain sketches of the Whispers the other night. |
wanted to send one or two to my family, but they have disappeared. | am beginning to suspect
nergery.”

Skorlet gave a bark of rude laughter. “If thisisthe case, you should be flattered!”

“l am merdy annoyed.”

“Y ou make such an absurd fuss over nothing! Draw up another sketch, or send off others. The afar
is quite inconse-quentid and you cannot imagine how you distract me”

“Excuse me” sad Jantiff. “As you suggest, | will send an-other sketch, and please convey my
compliments to the snerge.”

Skorlet only shrugged and finished her work. “Now, Jantiff, please help me carry the globes down to
Esteban’ s gpartment; he knows the dedler who s for the best price.”

Jatiff started to protest but Skorlet cut him short: “Redly, Jantiff, I'm dumbfounded! In your life



you've enjoyed every known luxury, yet you won't help poor Tanze to asingle taste of bonter!”

“That'snot true,” cried Jantiff hatly. “I took her to Diger-feract the other day and bought her dl the
poggets® and water-puffs and ed-pies she could eat!”

“Never-mind dl that! Just bear a hand now; I’'m not asking anything, unreasonable of you.”

Jantiff sullenly dlowed himsdf to be loaded down with cult-globes. Skorlet gathered up the rest and
they proceeded around the corridors to Esteban’s gpartment. In response to Skorlet’s kick at the, door,
Esteban peered out into the cor-ridor. He saw the globes without show of enthusiasm. “ So many?’

“Yes, so many! I've made them and you can trade them, and please bring back whatever old wire
you can sdvage.”

“It' sredly an enormous inconvenience—"

Skorlet tried to make a furious gesture but, impeded by the globes, managed only to flap her elbows.
“You and Jantiff are both insufferablel | intend to go to the feast and Tanzd is coming as wdl. Unless you
care to pay for her bonter, then you mugt help me with these globed”

Egteban gave a groan of annoyance. “An abominable nuisance! Wel, dog defile it, what mus be,
mudt be. Let’s count them out.”

While they worked Jantiff seated himsdlf upon the couch, which Esteban had upholstered with a fine
thick cloth, pat-terned in a dramatic orange, brown and black geometry. The other furnishings showed
amilar evidence of taste and discrimination. Upon an end table Jantiff noticed a camera of familiar aspect.
He picked it up, looked at it closdly and put it in his pocket.

Skorlet and Esteban finished the count. “Kibner is not the effusvey generous person you take him
for,” sad Esteban. “Hell want at least thirty percent of the gross”

Skorlet gave a poignant contrato cry of distress. “That’s utterly exorbitant! Think of the scrounging,
the work, the, in-convenience I’ ve suffered! Ten percent is surdly enough!”

Esteban laughed dubioudy. “I'll start with five and, settle aslow as | can.”

“Be geadfast! Also you mugt carefully impress vaues upon Kibner! He seems to think we don't
know the worth of money.”

“Cregping ditiam therel” Esteban warned her facetioudy. “ Curb that tendency!”

“Yes, of course” said Skorlet sarcadticdly. “ Come dong, Jantiff. It's dmost time for evening wump.”

Esteban’ s gaze brushed the end table, stopped short, veered around the room, returned briefly to the
end table, then came to rest upon Jantiff. “Just a moment. There's snergery going on, and | don't care to
be aparty to it

“What are you taking about?’ snapped Skorlet *Y ou have nothing worth attention.”

“What of my camera? Come now, Jantiff, disgorge. You were dtting on the couch, and | even saw
you make the move.”

“Thisis embarrassing,” said Jantiff.

“No doubt. The camerais missng. Do you have it?’

“Asamatter of fact | have my own camerawith me, the one | brought from Zeck. | haven't so much
as seen yours” Esteban took a menacing step forward and extended his hand. “No snerging here,
please. You took my camera; giveit back.”

“No, thisis definitdly my own camera”

“It sming! It was on the table and | saw you teke it.”

“Can you identify it?’

“Naurdly! Beyond dl equivoceation! | could even describe the pictures on the mairix.” He hestated
and added: “If | chose to do s0.”

“Mine has the name Jantiff Ravensroke engraved beside the serid number in twisted reed Old Mish
characters. Does yours?’

Egteban stared a Jantiff with hot round brown eyes. He spoke in a harsh voice “I don’'t know
what' s engraved beside the serid number.”

Jantiff wrote in egant flourishes on a piece of paper. ‘““Thisis Old Mish. Do you care to ingpect my
camera?’

Esteban made an incomprehensible sound and turned his back.
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Jantiff, and Skorlet left the apartment. As they waked the corridor Skorlet said: "Thet was both
childish and unneces-sary. What do you gain by antagonizing Esteban?’

Jantiff stopped short in shock and astonishment Skorlet strode grimly forward without dackening her
pace. Jantiff ran to catch up. "You can't be serioud”

"Naturdly I'm serious!"

But | only reclamed the property he stole from me! 1sn't that a reasonable act?’

“You should use the word ‘snerge’; it's far more polite.”

“l was quite polite to Esteban, under the circumstances.”

“Not redly. You know how fadtidioudy proud heis”

“Hmmf. | don’'t understand how any Arrabin can be proud.”

Skorlet swung around and briskly dapped Jantiff’'s face. Jantiff stood back, then shrugged. In slence
they returned to their apartment Skorlet flung open the door and marched into the Stting room. Jantiff
closed the door with exaggerated care.

Skorlet svung around to face him. Jantiff retreated, but Skorlet now was remorssful. In a throbbing
voice she cried: “It was wrong to strike you; please forgive me”

“My fault, redly,” mumbled lentil’. “I should not have mentioned the Arrabins.”

“Let’s not tak about it; we're both tired and troubled. In fact, let's go to bed and copulate, to
restore our equanimity; | smply mus relax.”

“That’s an odd notion but—oh, | suppose so, if you're of amind.”

Arriving at Kedidah's gpartment, Jantiff found only Sarp on the premises. Sarp announced, gruffly
that Kedidah would be back shortly “—uwith noise and confuson and jerking about this way and that.
Not an easy one to share with, iv tdl you!”

“A pity!” said Jantiff. “Why don’t you trade gpartments with someone?’

“Easer sad than done! Who'd choose to burden their lives with such a hity-tity waloonch? And will
she pick up behind hersdf? Never. She creates disorder out of thethin ar!”

“Asamatter of fact | find my own roommate just a bit too quietly sdf-contained,” said Jantiff. “One
hardly knows she is about, and she has an dmogt geometrica sense of tid-iness. Perhaps | might be
persuaded to trade with you.”

Sarp’ cocked his head to the side, and squinted dubioudy at Jantiff. “1t's dways a gamble. Who is
this paragon of yours?’

“Her nameis Skorlet.”

Sarp emitted a wild hoot of derison. “Skorlet! Neat? With her incessant cult-globes? And ‘quietly
sdf-contained ? Sheis not only takative but meddlesome and domineering! She hec-tored poor Wisslim
90 that he not only changed levels but moved clear out of Old Pink! What kind of fool do you take me
for?

“You misunderstand her; sheis actudly quite mild. Look here; I'll even include an inducement.”

“Such as what?’

“Wel, I'll paint your portrait, in severa, colors.”

“Ha Y onder hangs the mirror; what ese do | need?’

“Wedl—hereis afine gylus | brought from Zeck: a scien-tific marvel. It draws carbon and water and
nitrogen from the air to formulate a soft ink which it then burns permanently upon paper. It never fans and
lagts alifeime”

“I write very little. What else can you offer?’

“l don't have a great ded else. A jade and dlver meddlion for your cap?’

“I'm not a vain man; I'd only trade it out on the mud fiats for a mouthful of boater, so what's the
odds? Good old gruff and deedle with wobbly to fill in the chinks that’ll do for me.”

“| thought Kedidah was such atrid.”

“Compared to Skorlet she's an angd of mercy. A bit noisy and over-gregarious, who could deny it?
And now she's taken up with Garch Darskin of the Ephthalotes ... In fact, here she comes now.”

The door swvung aside; into the apartment burst Kedidah with three muscular young men. “Good,



kind Sarp!” cried Kedidah. “I knew I'd find hm borne! Bring out your jug of swill and pour us dl a
toddy; Garch has been a practice and I'm exhausted watching him.”

“The awill is gone” growled Sarp. “You finished it yester-day.”

Kedidah took heed of Jantiff. “Here's an obliging fd-low! Jantiff, fetch us in your jug of swill.
Hussade is a taxing occupation and we're dl in need of a toddy!”

“Sorry,” said Jantiff rather diffly ... I'm not able to oblige you.”

“What a bore. Garch, Kirso, Rambleman; this is Janty Ravensroke, from Zeck. Janty, you are
mesting the cutting edge of the Ephthaotes: the most efficient team on Wyst!”

“l am honored to make your acquaintance,” said Jantiff in his most forma voice.

“Jantiff is very tdented,” said Kedidah. “He produces the mogt fascinating drawingd Jantiff, do us a
picturel”

Jantiff shook his head in embarrassment “Redlly, Kedidah, | just don’t knock out these things on the
spur of the mo-ment. Furthermore, | don’t have my equipment with me.”

“You're just modest! Come now, Janty, produce something witty and amusing! Look, there's your
gylus, and somewhere, somewhere, somewhere, a scrap of paper ... Use the back of this regigtration
form.”

Jantiff rluctantly took the materids. “What shdl | draw?’

“Whatever quits you. Me, Garch, or even old Sarp.”

“Don't bother with me” said Sarp. “Anyway I'm going out to meet Esteban. He's got some
mysterious proposa to communicate.”

“It's probably just his bonterfest; rd go indantly if | had the tokens. Jantiff, perform for usd Do
Rambleman; he's the mogt picturesque! Notice his nose; it's like the fluke of an an-chor: pure North
Pombd for you!”

With Hiff fingers Jantiff set to work. The others watched a moment or two then fel to taking and
paid him no further heed. In disgust Jantiff rose to his feet and Ieft the gpartment. No one seemed so
much as to notice hisgoing.

Dear dl of you:

Thanks forever for the pigments; I'll guard these with great care. Skorlet snerged my last set to
pant designs upon her cult-globes. She hoped to sdl them for a large sum, but now she thinks
Kibven, the Digerferact booth-tender, cheated her. She's dreadfully exasperated, so | wak very
carefully around the apartment. She's become abstracted and distant; | can’t understand why.
Some-thing is hanging in the air. The bonterfest? Thisis abig event both for herself and for Tanzel. |
don't pretend to understand Skorlet; Hill | can't evade the impression that she's disturbed and
unsettled. Tanzd is a pleasant little creature. | took her to Digjerferact and spent al of half an ozol
buying her such delicacies as toasted seaweed and sour ed tarts. The Digjerferact traders are none
of them Arrabins, and a more curious collection you never saw. Digerferact covers a large area and
there are thousands of them: folk from | don’'t know where. Monte-banks, junk deders,
prestidigitators, gamblers, pup-peteers and clown-masters, illusonists and marvel-makers, tricksters,
grotesques, musicians, acrobats, clairvoyants, and of course the food-sellers. Digerferact is pathetic,
sordid, pungent, fascinating and a tumult of color and noise. Most amazing of dl are the Pavilions of
Rest, which must be unique in the Gaean universe. To the Pavilions come Arrabins who wish to die.
Proprietors of the various pavilions vie in making their services attrac-tive. There are five currently hi
operation. The most economical operation is conducted upon a cylindrica podium ten feet high. The
customer mounts the podium and there ddivers a vaedictory declamation, sometimes spontaneous,
sometimes rehearsed over a period of months, These declamations are of great interest and there is
always an attentive audience, cheering, applaud-ing or uttering groans of sympathy. Sometimes the
senti-ments are unpopular, and the speech is greeted with cat-calls. Meanwhile a snuff of black fur
descends from above. Eventualy it drops over the postulant and his ex-planations are heard no more.
An enterprisng Gaean from one of the Home Worlds has recorded a large number of these
speeches and published them in a book entitled Before | Forget.

Nearby is Halcyon House. The person intent upon surcease, after paying his fee, enters a maze
of prisms. He wanders here and there in a golden shimmer, while friends watch from the outside. His
form becomes indis-tinct among the reflections and then is seen no more.



At the next pavilion, the Perfumed Boat floats in a channel. The voyager embarks and reclines
upon a couch. A profusion of paper flowers is arranged over his body; he is tendered a goblet of
cordia and sent floating away into a tunnd from which issue strains of ethereal music. The boat
eventuadly floats back to the dock clean and empty. What occurs in the tunnel is not made clear.

The services provided by the Happy Way-Station are more convivid. The wayfarer arrives with
dl his boon companions. In a luxurious wood-paneled hal they are served whatever delicacies and
tipple the wayfarer’s purse can afford. All eat, drink, reminisce; exchange pleasantries, until the lights
begin to dim, whereupon the friends take their leave and the room goes dark. Sometimes the
wayfarer changes hismind at the last minute and departs with his friends. On other occasions (so |
am told) the party becomes outrageoudly jolly and mis-takes may be made. The wayfarer manages to
crawl away on his hands and knees, his friends remaining in a drunken daze around the table while
the room goes dark.

The fifth pavilion is a popular place of entertainment, and is conducted like a game of chance.
Five partici-pants each wager a stipulated sum and are seated in iron chairs numbered one through
five. Spectators also pay an admisson fee and are dlowed to make wagers. An index spins into
motion, dows and stops upon a number. The person in the chair so designated wins five times his
stake. The other four drop through trap doors and are seen no more. A tale—perhaps apocrypha—is
told of a certain desperate man named Bastwick, who took Seat Two on a stake of only twenty
tokens. He won and re-mained seated, his stake now a hundred tokens. Two won again, and again
Bastwick remained seated, his stake now five hundred tokens. Again Two won, and

Bastwick had gained twenty-five hundred tokens. In a nervous fit he fled the pavilion. Seat Two
won twice more running. Had Bastwick remained seated, he would have won 62,500 tokens!

| visited the pavilions with Tanzedl, who is very know-ing; in fact my information is derived from
her. | asked what happened to the cadavers, and | learned rather more than | wanted to know! The
objects are macerated and flushed into a drain, dong with dl other wastes and dops. The durry,
known as “spent sturge,” is piped to a central processing plant, along with “spent sturge” from
everywhere in the city. Here it is processed, renewed and replenished and piped back to dl the
blocks of the city as “ordinary sturge.” In the block kitchens the sturge be-comes the familiar and
nutritious gruff, deedle and wob-bly.

While | am on the subject, let me recount a rather odd event which took place one morning last
week. Skorlet and | chanced to be up on the roof garden when a corpse was discovered behind some
thimble-pod bushes. Apparently he had been stabbed in the throat. People stood around muttering,
Skorlet and | included, until eventudly the Block Warden arrived. He dragged the body to the
descensor, and that was that.

| was naturaly perplexed by dl this. | mentioned to Skorlet that no one on Zeck would touch the
corpse until the police had investigated thoroughly.

Skorlet gave me her cusomary sneer. “Thisis an egd-istic nation; we need no police, we have our
Mutuas to advise us and to restrain crazy people.”

“Evidently the Mutuals aren’t enough!” 1 told her. “We've just seen a murdered man!”

Skorlet became annoyed. “That was Tango, a boister-ous fellow and a cheat! He notorioudy
trades, his drudge, then never finds time to work off the stint He won't be missed by anyone.”

“Do you mean to say that there won't be an investigation of any kind?’

“Not unless someone files a report with the Warden.”

“Surely that's unnecessary! The Warden hauled the body away.”,

“Wdl, he can hardly write out a report to himsalf. can he? Be practical!”

“I am practical! There's a murderer among us, perhaps on our very own level!”

“Quite likdy, but who wants to make the report? The Warden would then be obliged to
interrogate everyone, and take, endless depositions; we would hear no end of disgraceful disclosures
and everyone would be upset, to what real end?’

“So poor Tango is murdered, and no one cares.”

“He's not ‘poor Tango'! He was a boor and a pest!”

| pursued the subject no further. | speculate that every society has a means of purging itsdf and
gecting offen-sive elements. Thisis how it is accomplished under egal-ism.

There' s so much to tell you that | can’t come to a stopping place. The public entertainments are
prodi-gious. | have attended what they cal a “shunkery,” which is beyond belief. Hussade is aso
very popular here; in fact, a friend of mine is acquainted with certain of the Ephthalotes, a team from



Port Cass on the north coast of Zumer. None of the Arrabins play hussade. All the players hal from
other parts of Wyst or offplanet. | understand that the games are rather more intense here than—

A tap-tap-tap. Jantiff put asde his letter and went to the door. Kedidah stood in the corridor. “Helo,
Jantiff. Can | comein?

Jatiff moved aside; Kedidah sauntered into the room. She gave Jantiff a look of mock-severe
accusation. “Where have you been? | haven't seen you for aweek! Y ou're never even in the wumper!”

“I've been going late,” said Jantiff.

“Wdl, I’ ve missed you. When one gets used to a person, he has no right to dink off into hiding.”

“Y ou seem preoccupied with your Ephthalotes,” said Jantiff.

“Yed Aren't they wonderful? | adore hussade! They play today as a matter of fact. | was supposed
to have a pass but I've logt it. Wouldn't you like to go?’

“Not particularly, I'm rather busy—"

“Come, Janty, don’'t be harsh with me. | believe that you're jedlous. How can you worry about a
whole hussade teeam?’

“Vey easly. There's exactly nine times the worry, not counting substitutes. Nor the sheirl.”

“How dlly! After dl, aperson can't be’ split or diminished merdy because she' s very busy.”

“It depends upon what she's busy at,” muttered Jantiff. Kedidah only laughed. “Are you going with
meto the hus-sade game? Please, Janty!”

Jantiff sghed in resgnation. “When do you want to go?’

“Right now; in fact this very minute, or well be late. When | couldn’t find my pass, | was frantic until |
thought of you, dear good boy that you are. Incidentaly, you'll have to pay my way in. I'm utterly bereft
of tokens.”

Jantiff turned to face her, mouth quivering in speechless in-dignation. At the sght of her amiling face
he gave a sour shrug. “I Smply don’t understand you.”

“And | don't understand you, Janty, so we're in balance. What if we did? How would we benefit?
Better the way we are. Come dong now or we ll be late.”

Jantiff returned to hisletter:

—elsewhere.

By the strangest coincidence, | have just escorted my friend to the hussade game. The
Ephthalotes played a team known as the Dangsgot Bravens, from the Caradas Idands. | am dill
shaken. Hussade at Uncibal is not like hussade at Frayness. The stadium is absolutely vast, and
engorged with unbelievable hordes. Nearby one sees hu-man faces and can even hear individua
voices, but in the distance the crowd becomes a papitating crust.

The game itsdf is standard, with a few loca modificartions not at dl to my liking. The initid
ceremonies are dately, elaborate and prolonged; after dl, everyone has plenty of time. The players
parade in splendid costumes, and are introduced one at a time. None, incidentaly, are Arrabin. Each
performs a number of ritua posture, then retires. The two sheirls appear at each end of the field, and
ascend into their temples while a pair of or-chestras play Glory to the Virgin Sheirls. At the same
time a great wooden effigy is brought out on the field: a twelve-foot representation of the karkoon?!
Claubus, which the sheirls. pointedly ignore, for reasons you will presently understand. A third
orchestra plays blatant braying “karkoon” music, in antiphony to the two Glo-rys. | took note of the
fak nearby; dl were uneasy and restless, shuddering at the discords, yet earnest and in-tent and
keyed taut for the dramato come. The sheirls at this point stand quietly in their temples,, enveloped in
Dwanlight and a wonderful psychic haze, each the em-bodiment of al the graces and beauties; ye,
certainly, through the minds of each whirl the thrilling questions. Will | be glorified? Will .l be given to
Claubus?

The game proceeds, until one of the teams can pay no more ransom. Ther sharl thereupon is defiled
by Clau-bus in a most revolting and unnaturd manner; in this condition she and Claubus are trundled
around the fidd in a cart by the defeated team, to the accompa-niment of the coarse braying music. The
victors enjoy a splendid feast of bonter; the spectators undergo a cathar-ss and presumably are purged
of their tendons. As for the humiliated sheirl, she has forever lost her beauty and dignity. She becomes an
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outcast and, in her desperation, may attempt dmogt anything. As you will perceive, hus-sade a Unciba
isnot a meary pastime; it is a gim and poignant spectacle: an immensdy popular public rite. Under the
circumstances, it seems very odd that the teams never lack for beautiful sheirls who are drawn to danger
as a moth to flame The Arrabins are indeed an odd people, who like to toy with the most morbid
poss-hilities. For ingance: at the shunk contests the barriers are quite low, and the shunk in their mad
antics often charge over and into the spectators. Dozens are crushed. Are the barriers raised? Are those
lower seats empty? Never! In such a way the Arrabins participate in these rituds of life and death.
Needless to say, none expects to be torn to bits, just as no sheirl expects to be defiled. It isdl sheer
egocentricity: the myth of sdf triumphant over destiny! | believe that as folk become urbanized, just so
intensdy are they individuated, and not to the contrary. From this standpoint the crowds flowing dong
Uncibd River quite transcend the imaginetion. Try to think of it! Row after row, rank after rank of faces,
each the node of a diginct and autonomous universe.
On this note | will close my letter. | wish | could in-form you of definite plans, but for a fact | have
none; | am torn between fascination and revulsion for this strange place.
Now | must go to drudge: | have traded stints with a certain Arsmer from an apartment adong the
hall. This week is unusudly busy! Stll, by Zeck standards, an idyll of leisure!
With my dearest love to dl: your wayward
Jantiff

Chapter 6

Jantiff became ever more aware of Skorlet’s strange new manner. Never had he thought her placid
or solid, but now she aternated between fits of smouldering slence and a pecu-liar nervous gaety.
Twice Jantiff discovered her in close col-loquy with Esteban, and the discussions came to such an abrupt
hdlt thet Jantiff was made to fed an intruder. Another time he found her pacing the apartment, shaking her
hands as if they were wet. This was a new manifestation which Jantiff fdt impelled to notice. “What is
bothering you now?’

Skorlet stopped short, turned Jantiff an opaque black glance, then blurted forth her troubles. “It's
Egteban and his cursed bonterfest. Tanzd is sck with excitement, and Esteban wants full payment. |
don’'t have, the tokens.”

“Why doesn’t he pay for Tanzd himsdf?’

“Hah | You should know Esteban by thistime! He' s absolutdly heartless when it comes to money.” 22

Jantiff began to sense a possible trend to the conversation. He gave his head a sympathetic shake and
gdled awvay toward the bedroom. Skorlet caught his am, and Jantiff’s fears were quickly redized.
Skorlet spoke in a throaty voice: “Jantiff, | have a hundred tokens; | need five hundred more for the
bonterfest. Won't you lend me that much?I’'ll do some-thing nice for you.”

Jantiff winced and shifted his gaze around the room. “There' s nothing nice | need just now.”

“But Jantiff, it's only an ozol or two. You' ve got awhole sheef.”

“I'll need those ozols on the way home.”

“You dready have your ticket! You told me so!”

“Yes, yed | have my ticket! But | might want to stop off dong the way, and then therell be no
money because | squandered it at Esteban’s bonterfest.”

“But you' re squandering money on, your own place in the group.”

“| dso sguandered my pigments on your cult-globes.”

“Mutt you be so petty?” snarled Skorlet, suddenly furious. “You're too pdtry to bother with! Give
thanks that | con-vinced Esteban of thid”

“l don't know what you're taking about,” said Jantiff siff-ly. “It's not Esteban’s afar whether I'm
pdtry or petty or anything else”

Skorlet started to speak, then suppressed her remarks and said merdy: “I'll say no more on that
subject.”

“Exactly s0,” sad Jantiff frigidly. “In fact, nothing more need be said on any subject whatever.”

Skorlet's face twisted askew in a darkling leer. “No? | thought you wanted to move in with that dang
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9 Kedidah.”

“I spoke dong those lines” said Jantiff in a measured voice. “Evidently it can't be done, and that
seems to be the end of it”

“But it can be done, and quite eadlly, if | choose to do it.”

“Oh? How will you accomplish this miracle?’

“Please, Jantiff, don't andyze my every statement. What | undertake to do, | achieve, and never
doubt it. Old Sarp will move here if Tanzd will copulate with him from time to time, and she's very
anxious for the feast 0 everything works out nicdy.”

-~Jantiff turned away in disgugt. “I don’t want to be part of any such arrangement”

Skorlet stared a him, her brows two black bars of puzzle-ment. “And why not? Everyone gets what
he wants;, why should you object?’

Jantiff tried to formulate alofty remark, but none of his sentiments seemed appropriate. He heaved a
ggh. “Frg, | want to discuss the matter with Kedidah. After dl—"

“No! Kedidah has no force in this affar. What's it to her? She's busy with her hussade team; she
cares not awhit whether you're here or therel”

Jantiff, looking up & the cdling, composed an incisve re-joinder, but & the end hed his tongue.
Skorlet’s concepts and his, own were incommensurable; why indite her into a new tirade?

Skorlet needed no dimulation. “Frankly, Jantiff, 111 be pleased to have you out of here. Y ou and your
precious pos-turings Fiddling little sketches hung up everywhere to remind us of your tdents You'll
never forget your ditism, will you? Thisis Arrabus, Jantiff! Y ou're here on sufferance, so never forget it!”

“Nothing of the sort!” stormed Jantiff. “I’ve paid dl my fees and .1 do my own drudge.”

Skorlet’s round white face underwent a dy and cunning contortion. “Those sketches, they're very
grange! It gives me to wonder, these endless faces! Why do you do it? What or whom, are you looking
for? | want the truth!”

“| draw faces because it suits me to do so. And now, unlessI’m to be late for drudge—’

“And now: bah! Give me the money and I'll make the ar-rangements.”

“Absolutdly not. You make the arrangements fird. In any event, | don’t have so many tokens; I'll
have to change ozols at the space-port”

Skorlet gave him along grim look. “So long as | can make Esteban a definite answer, and I'm seeing
him directly.”

“Be as definite as you like”

Skorlet marched from the apartment. Jantiff changed into his work overals and descended to the
street where suddenly he recalled that today Arsmer had taken over his gint. Feding foolish he returned
up the ascensor to his gpartment Stepping into the bedroom he removed boots and coverdls, and took
them to the cabinet. At this moment the outer door opened and severd people entered. Heavy footsteps
ap-proached the bedroom; someone pushed aside the door and looked in, but faled to notice Jantiff by
the cabinet. “He s not here” said a voice Jantiff recognized as that of Esteban.

“He s gone off to drudge,” said Skorlet. “Sit, and Fit seeif the swill isfit to drink.”

“Don’t bother so far as I’'m concerned,” said a husky-harsh voice which Jantiff failed to recognize. “I
can't abide the Suff.”

Sarp’ s plangent rasp sounded in reply: “Easy for you to say, with al your wines and fructiferd”

“Never fear, soon you'll say the samel” declared Esteban in a voice of reckless enthusasm. “Just
give us a couple months.”

“You're ether agenius or alunatic,” said the unknown Voice.

“Use the word ‘visonary’!” said Esteban. “Ian’'t this how great events have gone in the past? The
visonary. saizes upon an idle reverie; he congtructs an irresstible scheme and topples an empire! From
Jantiff’s miserable little sketch comes this notion of alifetime”

“Lifeime: thet is apt usage,” said the unknown man drily. “The word reverberates.”

“Here and now we abandon negativity!” exclamed Este-ban. “1t's only a hindrance. We succeed by
our very boldness!”

“Sill, let’s not be rash. | can point out a hundred avenues into disaster.”
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“Very good! WE Il consder each in turn and give them dl wide berths. Skorlet, where is the swill?
Pour with a loose hand.”

“Don't neglect me” said Sarp.

Jatiff went to St on the bed. He uttered a tentative cough, just as Esteban spoke out. “Success to
our venture!”

“I'm 4ill not atogether attuned to your frequency,” grumbled the unknown man. “To me it sounds
implausble, improbable, even unred.”

“Not at dl,” declared Esteban galy. “Break the affar into separate steps. Each is ampliaty in itsdf.
In your case es-pecidly; how can you choose to act otherwise?’

The unknown man gave a sour grunt. “There' s something in what you say. Let me see that sketch
agan ... Yes, it'sredly most extreordinary.”

Skorlet spoke in a sardonic aside. “ Perhaps we should drink our toast to Jantiff.”

“Quite 0,” said Esteban. “We must think very carefully about Jentiff.”

Jantiff stretched himsdf out on the bed and considered crawling underneeth.

“He only typifies the basic problem,” said the unknown voice. “In smple teems. how do we avoid
recognition?’

“This is where you become indispensable” said. Esteban. Sarp gave a rasping chuckle. “By
definition, we're dl indis-pensable.”

“True” said Esteban. “For one of us to succeed, dl must succeed.”

“Onething is certain,” mused Skorlet. “ Once we commit ourselves there' s no turning back.”

Jantiff could not help reflecting that Skorlet’s voice, cool and steady, was far different from the voice
she had used during their recent quarrdl.

“Back to the basic problem,” said die husky-harsh voice. “Y our absence from Old Pink will certainly
be noticed.”

“WEeIl have transferred to other blocks!”

“Wdl and good, until someone looks at the screen and says ‘Why, there's Sarp! And dog defile us
dl, that’s surely Skorlet! And Esteban!”

“I've congdered this a length,” said Esteban. “The prob-lem is surmountable. Our acquaintances,
after dl, are not innumerable”

Sarp asked: “Are you forgeting. Loudest Bombah?* The Whispers are inviing him to the
Centenary.”

“He sinvited, but | can't believe that hell come.”

“You never know,” said the unknown voice. “ Stranger things have happened. | ingg that we leave
nothing to chance.”

“Agreed In fact I've consdered the maiter. Think! If he's on hand hell be sure to mount the
monkey-pole?!; correct?’

“A possibility, but not a certainty.”

“Wdl, he's éther on hand or heisn't”

“Thet is ddfinitdy true.”

“If someone gave you a bag of poggets and you knew one might be deadly poisonous, what would
you do?’

“Throw away the whole bag.”

“That's certainly one possibility. A good number of poggets are wasted, of course.”

“Hrmmf. Well, we'll discuss it another time. Are you ill planning your bonterfest?”

“Mog definitely,” said Skorlet. “I’ve promised Tanze and there' s no reason to disgppoint her.”

“It makes us dl congpicuous, after afashion.”

“Not redly. Bonterfests aren’t uncommon.”

“Sill, why not cancel the affar? Theré ll be opportunities in the future”

“But I'm not confident of the future! 1t's a spinning top which can totter in any direction!”

“Whatever you like. It's not a criticd metter.”

Skorlet, for one reason or another, chose to enter the bed-room. She went to her cabinet, then,
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turning, saw Jantiff. She gave a croak of astonishment. “What are you doing here?’

Jantiff feigned the process of awakening. “Eh? What? Oh, hdlo, Skorlet Isit time for wump?’

“| thought you were a drudge.”

“Armor took my drudge today. Why? What's the prob-lem? Are you having guests?’ Jantiff sat up
and swung his legs to the floor. From the gtting room came a mutter of voices, then the outer door did
open and shut. Esteban saun-tered into the bedroom.

“Hdlo, Jantiff. Did we disturb you?’

“Not at dl,” said Jantiff. He looked up uneeslly at Este-ban’s looming, bulk. “1 was sound adeep.”
He rose to hisfeet. Esteban stood aside as Jantiff went into the gtting room, which was now empty.

Esteban’ s voice came softly againgt his back. “ Skorlet tdls me that you are advancing her money for
the bonterfest.”

“Yes” sad Jantiff shortly. “I agreed to this”

“When can | have the money? Sorry to be abrupt, but I’ ve got to meet my commitments.”

“Will tomorrow do?’

“Very wel indeed. Until tomorrow, then.”

Egteban turned a gnificant glance toward Skorlet and left the gpartment. Skorlet followed him into
the corridor.

Jantiff went to the wal where he had pinned up certain of his sketches. He studied each in turn; none,
to Jantiff’s eyes at least, seemed in the dightest degree, inflammatory. A most peculiar Stuation!

Skorlet returned. Jantiff quickly moved away from the sketches. Skorlet went to the table and
rearranged her few trifles of bric-a-brac. In an ary voice she sad: “Esteban is such an extravagant man! |
never take him serioudy. Es-pecidly after amug or two of swill, when he fantasizes most outrageoudly. |
don’'t know if you heard him talking—" She paused and looked sideways, dense black eyebrows arched
in question.

Jantiff said hurriedly, “I was dead adeep; | didn’'t even know he was there.”

Skorlet gave a curt nod. “You can't imegine the intrigues and plots I've heard over the yearsl None
ever amnounted to anything, of course.”

“Oh? What of the bonterfest? Is that a fantasy too?’

Skorlet laughed in brittle merriment. “ Definitdy not! That's quite red! In fact you'd better go change
your money and I'll make arrangements with Sarp.”

Chapter 7

Jatiff departed Old Pink and-walked dowly to the man-way. The day was cool, clear and crisp.
Dwan hung in the sky, coruscating like a molten pearl, but for once Jantiff paid no heed to chromatic
effects. He rode the laterd to Unciba River, and diverted east toward the space-port. Odd, most
de-cidedly odd, this affair. What could it dl mean? Certainly nothing congtructive.

A mile east of the space-port a laterd led north past the Alastor Centrdity and on to the Fdd of
Voices. Almogt without conscious intent Jantiff diverted upon the laterd and rode to the Centrdity: a
gructure of black stone, set to the back of a compound paved with dabs of lavender porphyry and
planted with twin rows of lime trees.

Jantiff crossed the compound, passed through an ar cur-tain into a foyer. Behind a counter sat a
dender dark-haired young man, apparently no Arrabin by evidence both of his har syle and an
indefinable off world manner. He addressed Jantiff politdy: “What are your needs, Sr?’

“I wish afew moments with the cursor,” said Jantiff. “May | inquire his name?’

“Heis Bonamico, and | bdieve that heis presently disen-gaged. May | ask your name?’

“l am Jantiff Ravensroke, from Frayness on Zeck.”

“Thisway, if you please.”

The clerk touched a button and spoke: “The Respectable Jantiff Ravensroke of Zeck, is here, r.”

A voice responded: “Very good, Clode; I'll see him at once.”

Clode made a 9gn to Jantiff and conducted him across the foyer. A door did aside; they entered a



sudy paneled in white wood with a green rug upon the floor. A massive table at the center of the room
supported a variety of objects: books, charts, photographs, cubes of polished wood, a smdl hologram
dtage, a sx-inch sphere of rock crysta which seemed to function as a clock. Againg the table leaned the
cursar: ashort sturdy man with. pleasant blunt features and blond hair cropped close.

Clods peformed a formd introduction: “Cursar Bonam-ico, this is the Respectable Jantiff
Ravensroke.”

“Thank you, Clode,” said the cursar. He spoke to Jartiff: “Will you be pleased to take a cup of tea?’

“By dl means” said Jantiff. “Thet is very kind of you.”

“Clode, would you see to it? Be seated, S, and tdl me how | can be of service”

Jantiff lowered himsdf into a cushioned chair. The cursar remained by the table. “You are a recent
ariva?’

“Quite true” said Jantiff. “But how did you know?’

“Your shoestdl thetale,” said the cursar with a fant amile. “They are of better qudity than one sees
about the ways of Arrabus.”

“Yes, of course” Jantiff gripped the arms of his chair and leaned forward. “What | have to tdl you is
S0 odd that | don't quite know where to begin. Perhaps | should mention that & Frayness on Zeck |
traned in dimensond drafting and pictorid compostion, so that | have some smdl ill a depiction.
Since ariving here I've made dozens of sketches: folk dong the man-ways and a my block, which is
Old Pink, 17-882.”

The cursar nodded. “Proceed, please.”

“My roommate is a certain Skorlet. Today, one of her friends, Esteban, arrived at the gpartment with
aman named Sarp and a fourth man whom | don’'t know. They were not aware that | was in the
bedroom and held a colloquy which | could not help but overhear.” To the best of his ability Jantiff
reproduced the conversation. “Eventudly Skorlet found me in the bedroom and became very disturbed.
Sarp and the fourth man left ingantly. The episode impressed me very unfavor-ably. In fact, | regard it as
rather Sniger.” He paused to sp the tea which Clode had brought in during, his account.

The cursar considered a moment “Y ou have no inkling as to the identity of the fourth man?’

“None whatever. | glimpsed his back through the door as be left the gpartment; he seemed large,
with heavy shoulders and black hair. Thisismy impression, at least”

The Lamar gave his head a dubious shake. “I don’t quite know what to tdl you. The tone of the
conversation certainly suggests something more than idle mischief.”

“That was my definite impresson.”

“Sill, no overt acts have been committed. | can't exert the Connatic's authority on the bass of a
conversation which, af-ter dl, might be only wild talk. The Arrabins, as you may have noticed, are prone
to extravagance.”

Jantiff frowned in dissatisfaction. “Can’'t you make in-quiries, or perform an investigetion?’

“How? The Centrdity hereisavery minor gfair, to an ex-traordinary degree. We're like an enclave
on foreign soil. | have a gaff of two: Clode and Aleida. They're underworked, but nether qudifies as a
secret operative; no more, in fact, do I. Ther€ s not even an Arrabin police agency to ded with.”

“Sill, something must be done!”

“| agree, but fird let's assemble some facts. Try to discover the identity of the fourth man. Can you
do this?

Jantiff said rluctantly, “1 suppose this is possible. Esteban has organized a bonterfest, and this man
goparently intends to be on hand.”

“Very good; learn his name, and watch what goes on. If their activities exceed smple talk then | can

Jantiff grumbled: “That' s like waiting for the rain before you start to fix the roof.”

The cursar chuckled. “Theran at least shows ins where the lesks are. Fit do this much. Tomorrow |
leave for Waunisse to confer with the Whispers. I'll report what you have told me and they can take
what steps they think necessary. They're a sensble group and won't automdicdly dismiss the matter.
For your part, try to assemble more facts.”



Jatiff gave agum assent. He finished his tea and departed the Centrdlity.

The man-way took him toward the space-port. Jantiff looked back a the Centrdity with the uneasy
sense of lost opportunity. But what more could he say or do? And, under the circumstances, what more
could the cursar say or do?’

At the space-port exchange office he converted five ozols into tokens, and returned toward Old
Fink. His thoughts turned to Kedidah. She would certainly be pleased at the change; Sarp, after dl, could
not be the easiest person in the world to live with. Still, Jantiff reflected uneesly, she had expressed
hersdf quite definitdly on the subject. Probably not in dl seriousness, Jantiff assured himsdf. In due
course he ar-rived a Old Pink.

Skorlet was out. Jatiff packed his beongings. At last the tide of events was flowing in his favor!
Kedidah! Marvelous feckless ddightful Kedidah! How surprised she'd be! ... Jantiff’s mental processes
became duggish. A future without Kedidah seemed dark and lorn, but—and why deny it?—a future with
her seemed impossiblel Nonetheless, they’d work it out together. They’d naturdly move out of Uncibd,
but where? It was hard to imegine Kedidah and her flamboyant habitsin the context of, say, Frayness. A
contrast indeed! Kedidah would smply have to restrain hersdf ... The ab-surdity caused Jantiff to wince.
He paced back and forth across the dtting room, three steps this way, three steps that. He stopped
short, looked at the door. The die was cast: Sarp was coming; he was going. Oh, well, it might turn out
for the best. Kedidah thought wdl of him; he was certain of this. No doubt they’d work out a happy
accommodation of some kind ... The door opened; Skorlet entered the room. She stood just indde the
doorway, glowering a him “All right; it's done. Are you packed?’

“Wl, yes. Actudly, Skorlet, I’ ve been thinking that maybe | might not move after dl.”

“What!” cried Skorlet “You can't be serious!”

“I’ve been thinking that maybe—"

“l don't care what you've been thinking! I've made the ar-rangements and, you're going. | don't
want you herel”

“Please, Skorlet, be reasonable. Your ‘wants are not ato-gether rdlevant to the matter.”

“Yes they arel” Jutting out her head, Skorlet took an abrupt step ahead; Jantiff moved a
corresponding pace back-ward. “You're a trid, Jantiff, | won't concedl it! Always peer-ing and lurking
and ligening.”

Jantiff tried to protest, but Skorlet paid no heed. “Quite honestly, Jantiff, I've had it with you! I'm
sck of your namby-pamby postures, your ridiculous paintings, your eccen-tricities You can't even
copulate without counting, your fingerd By dl means move in with that shrick??; that's two of you. If
you're a voyeur you'll have plenty to see; she's quite tirdess Time and time agan I've seen the
Ephthalotes stag-ger away on limp legs. Perhaps sh€ll dlow you aturn or two a the end—"

“Stop, stop!” cried Jantiff. “Ill moveif only to get away from your tirades!”

“Then give me the money! Nine hundred and twenty to-kens!”

“Nine hundred and twenty!” exclamed Jantiff. “I thought you sad five hundred!”

“I've had to take three places. for you me and Tanzd. At three hundred tokens apiece, plus twenty
tokens for minor expenses.”

“But you said you had a hundred tokens!”

“I'm not gpending them! Come now, the money!” She lurched forward; Jantiff stared fascinated into
the round face, congested with emation like a bruise with blood. He shud-dered: how could he ever have
fondled this gppaling woman?

“The money!”

Jantiff numbly counted over nine hundred and twenty to-kens, Skorlet thrugt a ydlow card a him.
“There' syour place; go or Stay asyou him.”

The door did asde; Sarp thrust his head into the room. “Is this home? Good enough; one crib is
much like another. Show me my bed.”

Jantiff quietly took his belongings and departed. Kedidah, ariving home an hour later, found him in
her stting room, arranging his painting equipment on one of the shelves. Kedi-dah, abstracted, faled to
notice what he was doing. “Hullo, Janty, nice to see you, but you'll have to scamper; I've no time at dl
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today.”
“Kedidah! There'slots of time! I’ ve succeeded.”

“Magnificent. How?’

“l pawned old Sarp off on Skorlet! We re living together at last!”

Kedidah thrugt her arms diffly down, fingers outspread, thumbs to her hips, as if gdvanized by an
eectric shock. “ Jantiff, thisis the mogt idiotic behavior; | don't know what to say!”

“Say: * Jantiff, how wonderful!””

“Not quite. How can it be wonderful when my teammeates are here and you stand in the corner
olowering?”

Jantiff’s jaw dropped. “Did you, sy ‘teammates 7’

“Yes, | did. I'm the new Ephthaote sheirl. It's absolutdy marvelous and | love itt We' re going to
play in the tournasment and we' re going to win: | fed it inmy bones, and ther€ |l be nothing but gay times
forever!”

Jentiff somberly seated himsdf. “Who was the lagt sheirl?”

“Don’'t mention her, the catrape®”! She carried bad luck on her back; she infested everyone with
despair! The Ephthaotes say so themsdlves! Don't sneer, Jantiff, you'll seel”

“Kedidah, my dear, ligen to me. Serioudy now!” Jantiff jumped to his feet, ran across the room and
took her hand. “Please, don’'t be shairl! What's to be gained? Jugt think, if you and | share life together,
bow happy well be! Give up the Ephthalotes Say no to them! Then well start meking plans for the
futurel”

Kedidah patted Jantiff’s cheek, then gave him a grim little dap. “When do you drudge?’

“I’'m done for the week.”

“A pity. Because I’'m entertaining friends tonight and you'll be in the way.”

There was a brief dlence. Jatiff rose to his feet. “You need only specify when you need the
goartment and I'll leave you free to exert yoursdf as thoroughly as you like”

Kedidah sad: “ Sometimes | think that inmy heart of hearts | despise you, Jantiff. Also don't ask me
to change the door code to suit your convenience, because | won't.”

Not trusing himsdf to speak, Jantiff stormed from the room, out of Old Pink and away into the late
afternoon. Along Uncibd River he rode, as far as Marchoury Lateral, bowing his head to gusty winds,
griding ahead through the crowds careless of whom he shouldered aside. The folk so treated moaned in
outrage and hissed epithets, which Jantiff ignored. He collided with a fat woman wearing flamboyant
orange and red; she tottered, lurched and fdl with a great thrashing of limbs and a fluttering of garish
garments. Rais-ing her head she bawled a horrid curse at Jantiff’s back. Jantiff hurried away, while the
woman heaved hersdf to her feet. No one paused to hep her; dl passed by with preoccupied
expressons, nor did anyone so much as glare a Jantiff, nor cal out censure, of which in any event he had
hed a surfeit. Through Jantiff’s mind passed the mdancholy reflection: this is precisdy the pattern of life
One moment a person rides Unciba River, comfortable with his or her thoughts, serenely proud of his or
her orange and red costume; the next indant an insensate force sends one head over heds, ralling, and
tum-bling under the feet of the passersby.

Jantiff thoughtfully strode aong Uncibal River. With the toppling of the fat woman his fury hed
waned, and he looked aong the current of oncoming facesin a pirit of moody detachment.

Wha drange people these were, and dso, for a fact, dl other people of the Gaean universel He
sudied the faces carefully, as if they were clues to the most profound secrets of existence. Each face
dike and each face different, as one snowflake both smulates and differs from dl others! Jantiff began to
fancy that he knew each intimatdly, asif he had seen each a hundred times. That crooked old man yonder
might well be Sarp! The tdl thin woman with her head thrown back could as easly be Gougade, who
lived on the Sixteenth levd of Old Pink, And Jantiff amused himsdf with the fancy that dong Uncibd
River might come a amulacrum of himsdf, exact in every detal. What kind of person might be this
pseudo-Jantiff, thisloca verson of hisown dreary sdf?

The idea presently lost whatever glimmer of interest it might have possessed, and Jantiff returned to
his immediate circumstances. The options open to him were pitifully few however, and graiefully, they
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induded immediate departure. No question about it; he'd had hisfill of insults and tirades, not to mention
gruff, deedle and wobbly. He fdt a new spasm of resentment, mogt of it directed, agangt himsdf. Was he
such a sorry cregture then? Jantiff, shame on you! Let’s have no sdf-pity! What of dl those wonderful
plans? They depend on no one but yoursef! Mugt they be tossed aside like SO many scraps of trash just
because your fedings have been hurt? Asif to point up the issue, the setting sun passed be-hind awisp of
cloud, which ingantly showed fringes of glori-ous color, and Jantiff’s heart turned over within him. The
Arrabins might be dense, obscure and impenetrable, but Dwan shone as dear and pure as light across
mythicd Heaven.

Jantiff drew a deep regenerative breath. His work must now absorb him. He would prove himsdf as
rigd as any Ar-rabin; he would show regard for no one. Courtesy, yes. Formd congderation, yes,
Warmth, no. Affection, no. As for Kedidah, she could be sheirl to four teams a once, with his best
wishes. Skorlet? Eteban? Whatever their sordid plot he could only hope that they should fdl over
backwards and bresk their heads. The ydlow card and the bonterfest? The group might indude a
meassve black-haired men with a husky-harsh voice; it would certainly be interesting to learn his identity
and pass the information dong to Bonamico. And why should he not attend the. bonterfest? After dl, he
hed paid for it, and Esteban certainly would refuse to refund his money. So be it! From now on the
primary concern of Jantiff Ravensroke was Jantiff Ravensroke, and that was dl there was to it! Perhaps
he should once more change gpartments, and make a clean break with his problems. And leave
Kedi-dah? The thought gave him pause. Charming, foolish Kedi-dah. Fascinating Kedidah. No doubt
about it, she had befuddled him. There was dways the possibility that she might change her ways. Devil
take herl Why should he incon-venience himsdf to any dightest degree? He would take up his rightful
resdency; she would notice his detachment and possibly, from sheer perversity, begin to take an interest
inhim. Such a pattern of events was not impossible, at the very leadt! Jantiff diverted to a latera and was
carried north to the mud flats. On the outskirts of Digerferact he purchased a dozen water-puffs, and so
fortified, returned to Old RPink.

With careless bravado he let imsdf into his new apartment. Kedidah was not a home. On the wadl
someone had scrawled a memorandum in chalk:

GAME TOMORROW! EPHTHALOTES AGAINST
THE SKORNISH BRAGANDERS! PRACTICE
THISAFTERNOON! VICTORY TOMORROW!
EPHTHALOTES FOREVER!

Jantiff read the notice with a curled lip, then set about ar-ranging his belongings in those few areas
where Kedidah had not strewn her own gesr.

Late the fdlowing afternoon Kedidah brought an exultant paty of teammates, friends and
well-wishers to the gpart-ment. She ran across the stting room and ruffled Jantiff’s har. “Janty, we won!
So much for dl your grizZing and croaking! On five straight power drived!”

“Yes” sad Jantiff. “I know. | attended the game”

“Then why aren’t you cheering with the rest of us? 0 hur-rah everyone! The Ephthdotes are the best
ever! Jantiff, you can come dong to the party! Ther€ll be swill by the crock and you'll quite get over
your dudgeon.”

“No dudgeon whatever,” said Jatiff coldly. “Unfortu-nately | have work to do and | don't think |
hed better come

“Don’'t be such an old crow! | want you to do a picture of the Ephthaotes with their glorious
good-luck sherl!”

“Some other time” said Jantiff. “At a party it would be to-taly impossble”

“You'reright! Inaday or so then. For now—pour out the swill!' A lavish hand there, Scrivel Here's
joy for the Ephthdotes!”

The hubbub became too much for Jantiff. He left the apartment and went up to the roof garden



where he sat brooding under the foliage.

After an hour he returned to find the gpartment empty but in a terrible state of disorder; chars were
overturned; crock-ery mugslay broken on the floor and someone had spilled a cup of swill on his bed.

He was only vegudy aware of Kedidah's return to the gpartment, and somehow ignored the
subsequent sounds from her side of the curtain.

In the morning Kedidah was ill, and Jantiff lay Hiffly on his cot while Kedidah uttered smdl plaintive
moans of distress. At last she cdlled out: “ Jatiff, are you awake?’

“Naturaly.”

“I’'min the mogt fearful condition; | don’t think | can ir.”

“Oh?

“Yes, redly, Janty! I'm sore everywhere; | can't imagine what happened to me”

“l could guess”

“Jantiff, 1" ve got drudge and I’'m smply not up to going out. You'll trade off with me, won't you?’

“I'll do nothing of the sort.”

“Jantiff, please don't say no! Thisis an emergency; | abso-lutely can’t make it out of the apartment.
Bekind to me, Janty!”

“Cetanly I'll be kind to you. But | won't take your drudge. In the fird place you'd never pay me
back. Secondly, I’ ve got my own drudge today.”

“Dog defile dl! Wdl I'll have to bestir mysdf; | don't know how I'll manage. My head fedslike abig

During the next two days Kedidah Ieft the gpartment early and returned late and Jantiff saw little of
her. On the third day, Kedidah remained a home, but the Ephthaotes forth-coming game againg the
well-regarded Vergaz Khadraves had put her in atrembling state of nerves. When Jantiff sug-gested that
ghe sever her connection with the team she stared a him in disbdief. “You can't be serious, Janty!
We ve only got to beat the Khadraves and then we're into the semi-finds, and then the finds, and
then—’

“Those are many and them.”

“But we can't lose! Don't you redlize, Janty, that I’'m a lucky taisman? Everyone says so! After we
win we' re es-tablished forever! We can chwig it is the boater, not to men-tion atotd end to drudge!”

“Vey nice, but wouldn't you like to vist other places on other worlds?’

“Where I'd have to kowtow to dl the plutocrats, and drudge eght days a week forever? | can't
envison such alife It must be gppaling!”

“Not dtogether. Many folk around the Clugter live thisway.”

“| prefer egdiam; it's much easer on everyone.”

“But you redly don't prefer egdism! Y ou want to be tri-umphant so that you'll have banter and never
any drudge. That' s ditism!”

“No, it'snaot! It's because I'm Kedidah and because we're going to win! Say what you like but it's
not ditiam!”

Jatiff gave a sad chuckle. “I'll never fathom the Arra-bingl”

“It'syou who areillogica! You don't understand the sm-plest little thingd Instead you dabble dl day
in those ridicu-lous colors. Which reminds me when will you do our picture, as you promised?’

“Wdl, | don’'t know. I’'m not redly sure—"

“It can't be today; we're practicing; nor tomorrow, that's game day; nor the next day, because welll
be recovering from the celebration. You'll just have to wait, Jantiff!”

Jantiff Sghed, “Let’s forget the whole thing.”

“Yes, that, will be best. Instead, you can make a fine bold poster for the wadl: ‘Ephthaotes
Triumphant' with titans and cockaroons and darting thunderbolts—dl in orange and red and smashing
green. Please do, Janty; we ll dl be, thrilled to see such athing!”

“Redly, Kedidah—"

“You won't do it? Such :atrifling favor?’

“Go arrange the pigments and paper. | refuse to waste my own on something o ridiculous”



Kedidah uttered a ydp of sick disgust. “Jantiff, you're red-ly extreme! You niggle over such trivid
thingd”

“Those pigments were sent to me from Zeck.”

“Please, Jatiff, | can’t bear to bicker with you.”

Summoning dl his dignity, Jantiff vacated the gpartment

In the ground leve foyer he encountered Skorlet. She greeted him with unconvincing afability. “Well,
Jantiff, are you honing your appetite? The bonterfest is dl arranged.” She turned him a dy sdeong
glance. “I suppose you're surely coming?’

Jantiff did not care for her manner. “ Certainly; why not? | paid for the ticket.”

“Very good. We leave early the day after tomorrow.”

Jantiff calculated days and dates. “Thet will suit me very well. How many are going?’

“An even dozen; that’s dl the air-car will take,”

“An ar-car? How did Esteban promote such athing?

“Never underestimate Esteban! He dways lands on his feet!”

“Quite s0!” said Jantiff coldly.

Skorlet suddenly became gay—again a patently spurious display. “Also very important: be sure to
bring your camerd The gypsies are quaint; you'll want to record every incident!”

“It'sjust something more to carry.”

“If you don't bring it you' re sure to be sorry. And Tanzd wants a remembrance. You'll do it for her,
won't you?’

“Oh, very wdl.”

“Good. WE Il meet herein the lobby directly after wump.”

Jatiff watched her cross to the lift. Skorlet obvioudy wanted mementos of the great occasion and
expected Jantiff to provide them. She could expect in vain.

He went out upon the loggia and sat on a bench. Presently Kedidah emerged from the foyer. She
paused, stretched her arms luxurioudy to the sunlight, then set off at a pace some-where between a skip
and a trot toward the man-way. Jantiff watched her disappear into the crowd, then rose to his feet and
went up to the apartment Kedidah as usud had |eft disorder in her wake. Jartiff cleaned up the worst of
the mess, then went to lie on his bed. No doubt in his mind now: it was time to be leaving Uncibd ...
Skorlet’s manner in re-gard to the camera had been most odd. She had never shown any interest in
photographs before ... He dozed and woke only when Kedidah returned with a group of swaggering
Ephthalotes, whoa chaffed each other in raucous voices—and discussed tactics for tomorrow’'s game.
Jatiff turned on his Sde and tried to cover his ears. At last he rose, sumbled up to the roof garden
where he sat until time for the evening med.

Kedidah came into the refectory, dill aglow with excite-ment Jantiff averted his eyes.

Kedidah bolted her food and departed the refectory. When Jantiff returned to the gpartment she was
in bed and adeep, without having troubled to draw the curtain. How innocent and pure she looked,
thought Jentiff. Tuming sadly away, he undressed and went to, bed. Tomorrow: the dangerous
Khddraves, in combat againg the Ephthaotes and their glo-rious sheirl!

Late the next afternoon Jartiff returned to Old Fink. The day had been warm; the ar even now
seemed heavy. Black thunderheads rolled across the city; the sky to westward glistened like fish skim
Jantiff grimaced: was his imagingtion far, far, too vivid, or did a Sckly odor indeed hang in the ar? He
suppressed the thought with a shudder: what revolting tricks one’'s mind played on onesdf! Sernly
ordering his thoughts he went up to the apartment. He hdted outside the door, to stand rigidly in an odd
posture: head down, right hand half-raised, to the lock. He stirred, opened the door, entered the empty
gpartment. The lights were low; the room was dim and dill. Jantiff closed the door, crossed to his chair
and seated himsdif.

An, hour passed. Out in the corridor sounded a soft foot-step. The door did asde; Kedidah entered
the room. Jantiff slently watched her. She went to her charr and sat down: diffly, laborioudy, like an old
womean. Jantiff dispassionately studied her face. The jawbones glimmered pae through her skin; her



mouth drooped &t the corners.

Kedidah appraised Jantiff with no more expresson than his own. She said in a soft voice “We logt.”

“I know,” said Jantiff. “1 was a the game.”

Kedidah's expresson changed, if only by a twitch of her mouth. She asked in the same soft voice
“Did you see what they did to me?’

“Yes, indeed.”

Kedidah, watching him with a queer twisted smile, made no comment.

Jantiff said tonelesdy: “If you had to bear it, | could be brave enough to watch.”

Kedidah turned away and looked at the wal. Minutes passed. A gong sounded dong the corridor.
“Ten minutes to wump,” said Jantiff. “Take a shower and change your clothes, you'll fed better.”

“I'm not hungry.”

Jatiff could think of nothing to say. When the second gong sounded, he rose to his feet. “Are you
coming?’

“N o

Jatiff went off to the refectory. Skorlet, ariving a moment later, brought her tray to the, place
opposite him. She pre-tended to look up and down the room. “Where' s Kedidah? Isn’'t she here?’

“No.”

“The Ephthdotes logt today.” Skorlet surveyed Jantiff with a tat smile “They took a terrible
trouncing.”

“| saw the game.”

Skorlet gave acurt nod. “I'll never understand how anyone can put hersdf into such a postion. It's
unnaturd display! Presently the team loses, and then it's the mogt grotesque dis-play of dl. No one can
tdl me that it's not purposeful! Crim-ind sexivetion, redly; | wonder that it's not banned.”

The stadiums are dways full.”

Skorlet gave a sour snort. “Be that as it may! The Ephthalotes and Khadraves and dl the other
foreign teams mock us in our own dadium. Why won't they bring in their own sharls? Never! They
prefer to suborn anti-egdism. At the core, that's what activetion is, don't you agree?’

“I’ve never thought much about it,” said Jantiff listlesdy.

Skorlet was not satisfied with the response. “Because in your heart of hearts you're not truly egd!”

Jantiff had nothing to say. Skorlet became heavily jovid. “Stll, cheer up! Think of tomorrow: the
bonterfest! All day you can be as anti-egd as you like, and no one will deny you your fun.”

Jantiff sought phrases to suggest that Skorlet’s zest for the occasion was far greater than his own. He
chose smple can-dor. “I’'m not atogether sure that I'll be going.”

Skorlet jerked up her black eyebrows and stared hard across the table. “What! After you've paid dl
those tokens? Of course you're going.”

“Redly, I'm not in the mood.”

“But you promised!” Skorlet blurted. “Tanzd expects you to take photographs! So do I! So does
Esteban! We're count-ing on you!”

Jatiff began a grumbling counter-argument, but Skorlet refused to ligen. “You'll come then, in
absolute cartainty?’

“Wel, I don't like—" Skorlet leaned baefully forward; Jantiff stopped short. He remembered his
conversation with the cursar. “Widl, if it makes dl that much difference I'll come.”

Skorlet relaxed back into her char. “We leave directly af-ter wump, so don't go mooning off in dl
directions. Remem-ber: bring your cameral”

Jantiff could think of no dignified retort. He swalowed the lagt of his deedle, rose and marched from
the refectory, with the weight of Skorlet’s gaze againgt his back.

He returned to his gpartment and quiglly entered. The St-ting room was empty. He looked into the
bedroom. The cur-tain was drawn around Kedidah's couch.

Jantiff stood uncertainly a moment, then returned to the stting room. He lowered himsdf into his chair
and sat gar-ing at the wall.



In the morning Jantiff awoke early. Behind the curtain Kedidah lay inert. Jantiff dressed quietly and
went to the refectory. Skorlet arived a moment later, to stand by the doorway in an admogt
swashbuckling posture: legs apart, head thrown back, eyes dlittering. She searched up and down the
tables, spied Jantiff and came marching across the room. In annoyance Jantiff raised his eyes to the
caling. Why mugt Skorlet be so bumptious? Skorlet ether ignored or falled to notice his attitude; and
swvung hersdf into the chair beside him. Jantiff glanced sourly a her from the corner of his eye. This
morming Skorlet was not a her best. She had obvioudy dressed in haste, perhaps not troubling to wash.
When she leaned over to pluck Jantiff's deeve, a rank sebaceous walft followed her gesture, and Jantiff
drew fadtidioudy away. Skorlet again failed to notice, ether through calousness or inattention. “It's the
great day! Don't eat your gruff; save it for swill; you'll be so much the hungrier a the feast!”

Jantiff looked dubioudy at his tray. Skorlet, as if a a sud-den recollection, reached over and
scooped up Jantiff's gruff. “Y ou've got no hand for swill; I'll take care of it.”

Jantiff tried to recover his gruff, but Skorlet dropped it into her pouch. “Fm hungry now!” cried
Jentiff.

“There' s boater ahead! Take my advice: don’t wad your gut solid with gruff!”

Jantiff moved his deedle and wobbly out of Skorlet’s reach. “All very well,” he growled, “but maybe
| won't like the bonter.”

“No fear on that score! The gypses are marveous cooks; nowherein the Cluster will you eat better.
Fird, tidoits pas-tels of spiced meet, chobchows, fish sausages, pepper pan-cakes, borlocks. Next
course: a pie of diced mores, garlic and titticombs. Next course: wild forest greens with musker sauce
and toasted crumbs. Next course: meset grilled over cods: with onions and turnips. Next course: cakes in
flower syrup. And dl washed down in Houlsbeimawing! Now then, what of that?’

“A mogt impressive menu; in fact I'm amazed—where do they get their materids?’

Skorlet made an ary gesture. “Here, there; who cares so long asit Stswel on the tongue?

“No doubt they rob the farm cettle for the mesat.”

Skorlet scowled sdewise. “Redly, Jantiff, what isto be gained by dl this careful andyss? If the meet
issavory, don't concern yoursdf as to its source.”

“Jud asyou say,” Jantiff rose to hisfeet. Skorlet eyed himin speculation. “Where are you going?’

“To my gpartment. | want aword with Kedidah.”

“Hurry, because we leave at once. I'll meet you downgtairs. And don't forget your camera.”

With defiant ddliberation Jantiff strolled around to his gpartment. The curtains were ill drawn around
Kedidah's bed. Shell miss her breakfast, thought Jantiff, unless she moves very briskly indeed. “Time to
oet, up!” he cdled out. “Kedidah, are you awake?’

No answer. Jantiff went to the bed and pulled back the curtains. Kedidah was not there.

Jantiff stared down at the empty bed. Had she passed him in the corridor? Might she be bathing?
Why leave the curtain drawn? A horrid suspicion sprang full-blown into his mind. He turned to the
cupboard. Her newest costume and sandals were gone. Jantiff opened the drawer where she kept her
to-kens. Empty.

He ran from the apartment, rode down to the lobby, raced out, ignoring Skorlet’s hoarse call.
Boarding the man-way, he thrust himsdf through the crowds, ignoring angry curses, seerching right and
left for the glint of golden brown hair.

Arriving & Digerferact he ran dodging and ddling to the Pavilions of Rest, paid his token and entered
the area.

On the Pier of Departure a red haired man read a valedic-tory ode to a amdl audience. Kedidah was
nowhere to be seen; she would render no declamations in any event. The Parfumed Voyage? Jantiff
peered into the flord arium. S folk slently waited for boats. he recognized none of them. Jantiff ran to
Hacyon House and waked around the arcade, peering into the golden prisms. From time to time a
reflection reached him: a flutter of garments, a groping hand, and sud-denly the glimpse of a familiar and
dear profile. Jantiff franti-caly rapped on the glass. “Kedidah!” The prisms moved; the face, jud as it
turned toward Jantiff, was logt in the golden shimmer.

Jantiff stared and cdled to no avall. “She's gone” said an annoyed voice. “Come dong now; we're



dl waiting.”
Looking over his shoulder Jantiff saw Skorlet. “1 can't be sure,” he muttered. “It looked like her, il

“We can eadlly find out,” said Skorlet. “Come over to the booth.” She took Jartiff by the elbow and
led hm to the wicket. She cdled through the aperture: “Anyone from Old Pink been through this
morning? That's 17-882.”

The clerk ran hisfinger down allig. “Here' s atag from Apartment D6 on the 19th.”

Skorlet said to Jantiff, “ She' s been here, but she's gone now.”

“Poor Kedidah!”

“Yes it's sad, but we haven't time to mope. Do you have your camera?’

“| Ieft it at the apartment.”

“Oh bother! Why can’t you be more thoughtful? Every-one's hopping from one foot to the other on
your account!”

Jantiff dlently followed Skorlet to where Esteban stood waiting. “Kedidah went through the prisms”
sad Skorlet

“A pity,” sad Esteban. “I'm sorry to hear that; she was a-ways so gay. But we'd better get in
motion. The day’s not dl that long. Where' s Tanzd ?’

“I left her a Old Pink. We ve got to go for Jantiff’s camerain any case.”

“Wdl then, let’s meet where Unciba River crosses Tumb Flow, on the north deck.”

“Very good. Give us twenty minutes and we ll be there. Come dong, Jantiff.”

Jantiff and Skorlet returned to Old Pink. Jantiff fdt curi-oudy light-headed. “I’'m amogt happy!” he
told himsdf, mar-veling. “How can it, be when darling Kedidah is gone? ... It's because she was never
mine. | never could have her, and now I’'m free. I'll go on this bonterfest; I'll identify the fourth man; then
I'll leave Arrabus, most definitdy ... Peculiar, Skorlet’s ingstence on the cameral Quite odd, redlly. What
can it mean?’

In the lobby Skorlet sad in a crigp voice, “I'll find Tanzd; you run up for your camera, and well
mest here”

Jantiff spoke with dignity: “ Please, Skorlet, try to be just atrifle less domineering.”

“Yes, yes, jus hurry; the others are waiting.”

Jantiff rode the ascensor to the nineteenth floor, entered his gpartment, opened the strongbox,
brought out the camera. He weighed it on his hand, thought a moment; then, removing the matrix he
replaced it with a spare, and locked the firgt crysta into the strongbox.

Returning to the lobby he found Skorlet and Tanzd await-ing him. Skorlet’ s eyes went indantly to the
camera. She gave a brisk nod. “Good; we're off at last.”

“Hurry, hurry!” cried Tanzd, running ahead, then turning to run backwards, the better to Sgnd Jantiff
and Skorlet to hagte. “The flibbit will go and we ll be left behind!”

Skorlet gave a gim laugh. “No chance of that. Esteban will wait for us, never fear. We're dl most
important to the success of the bonterfest.”

“Hurry anyway!”

The laterdl took them to Unaiba River, where they di-verted and rode east. Tanzd spoke in awe.
“Think of dl these people, millions and millions, and we're the only ones going out on a bonterfest! 't
that marvelous?’

“It' sabit anti-egd to think of it s0,” Skorlet reproved her. “More properly, you should say: ‘Today
isour turn for the bonterfest.””

Tanzd screwed up her face into a grimace of quant frivol-ity. “Justus you like, so long as we are
going, and not some-one else”

Skorlet ignored the remark. Jantiff watched Tanzd’s impish quirks with detached amusement. In
some manner she reminded him of Kedidah, even though her hair was short, dark and curling. Kedidah
aso had been dlly and gay and artless ... Jantiff blinked back tears and looked up into the sky, where
shod after shod of herringbone cirrus floated in the blissful Dwanlight, Somewhere up there in the
radiance Kedidah's spirit drifted: such at least, was the doctrine of the True Quincunx Sect accredited by



his father and mother. Wonderful, if only he could believe as much! Jantiff scrutinized the clouds for even
the mogt subtle sign, but saw only that ravishing interplay of nacreous color which was the specid glory of
Wydt. Skorlet’s voice sounded in his ear: “What are you Saring a?’

“The clouds” said Jantiff.

Skorlet ingpected the sky, but apparently saw nothing out of the ordinary, and made no comment.

Tanzd caled back over her shoulder: “Thereé' s Tumb How Laterd; | see Esteban on the north deck
and dl the other people!”

Jantiff, suddenly mindful of his misson, became dert. He inspected Esteban’s companions with the
keenest interest. They numbered eght: four men and four women; Jantiff recognized only Sarp. None
displayed the broad-shouldered bulk of the man Jantiff had glimpsed in the gpartment.

Egteban wasted no time on introductions; the group contin-ued westward dong Unciba River.
Jantiff, having discovered no massve black-haired man among the party once again be-came s gpathetic
and rode somewha behind the others. For a moment or two he consdered leaving the group,
inconspicu-oudy of course, and returning to Old Pink. But what then?

Only the empty gpartment awaited him. The idea lacked ap-peal. Skorlet and Esteban, so Jantiff
noticed, had taken them-salves somewhat apart from the others, and rode with their heads together in
earnest conversation. From time to time they glanced back toward Jantiff, who became convinced that
the two were taking about him. He fdt a tremor of uneasiness. perhaps he was not, after dl, anong
friends

Jantiff gtirred himsdf from his listlessness and examined the others of the party. None had given him
any paticular attention, save for Sarp who periodicdly turned him glances of crooked amusement, no
doubt inspired by the news of Kedidah's journey into the prisms.

Jantiff sighed and fatdidticdly decided to continue with the party; after al, the day had only begun
and there dill might be much to be learned.

At the Great Southern Adit the group diverted to the deft, and rode away through Didrict 92: findly
through the fringes of the aty and out upon a soggy wasteland, grown over with sdt grass, tattersack and
burdock. The land was utterly deserted save for a pair of amdl boys flying a kite who only served to
emphasize the desolation of the area.

The adit dimbed a long gradua dope; behind, Unciba could be seen as a pattern of rectangular
protuberances, the colors dulled by distance. The way swung into Outpost Vdley and Unciba was
blotted from view. In the distance, under the firg ledges of the scarp Janty saw a cdugter of long low
buildings. Almost Smultaneoudy he became aware of a grumbling, mumbling roar, which as the group
approached became broken into a hundred components. pounding, grating, whidling screams, the
trundling of iron wheds, low-pitched thuds and impacts, grinding vibrations, flutings and warbles. A tdl
prong-bar fence angled across the flat, then turned sharply to pardld the man-way. The message of the
prongs was emphasized by bolts of blue-white energy snap-ping at random between the strands. Behind
the fence gangs of men and women crouched over a par of long dide bets burdened with rock. Jantiff
took a step forward and put a question to Sarp: “What goes on yonder?’

Sarp ingpected the activity with placid and dmost benevo-lent contempt. “Alas, Jantiff, there you see
our nursery for bad children: in short, the Uncibad Pena Camp, which both of us, so far, have fortuitoudy
evaded. Stll, never become complacent; never let the Mutuas prove you at your sexivation.”

Jantiff stared in agtonishment. “These folk are dl sexivators?’

“By no means, they run the aimind gamut. You'll find shirkers there and shiftills not to mention
flamboyants, performers and violeers.”

Jantiff watched the prisoners a moment and could not restrain a sneer. “The murderers go free but
the flamboyant’s and sexivators are punished.”

“Of course!” declared Sarp with rdlish. “We ve got lots of folk to be murdered, but only, one egdism
to be suborned. So never, waste your pity: they dl befouled our, great society and now they sort ore for
the Metdlurgicd Syndicate”

Skorlet snapped over her shoulder: “There' s Jantiff for you, full of pity, but aways for the deviates.
Well, Jantiff, that's how such persons fare in Arrabus. double-drudge, no swill and they’re tapped three



timesayear besdes. Hard lives, eh, Jantiff?’

“What'sit to me?’ Jantiff asked shortly. “I'm not an Arra-bin.”

“Oh?" inquired Skorlet in avoice of dlken mockery. “I thought you had come to Wyst to enjoy our
egdidic achievements.”

Jantiff merdly shrugged and turned back toward Sarp.

“And what isthis Metdlurgicd Syndicate?’

“It's the fadlity of the five High Contractors, so naturdly it is here tha the deviates learn egdism.”
Sarp gave a cackle of wild laughter. “Let me name these eminent teachers: Com-mons, Grand Knight of
the Eastern Woods. Shubart, Grand Knight of Blade. Farus, Grand Knight of Lammerland. Du-lak,
Grand Knight of Froke. Mavesar, Grand Knight of the Luess. Ther€'re five good plutocrats for you
despite subservi-ence! 28 And Shubart, who contracts the Mutuds, is the most arrant of dl.”

“Come now, if you please” said Esteban shortly. “Don’'t castigate Shubart, who is good enough to
fly us out to Ao River Meadow; otherwise we' d dl be for the bumbuster.” 22

A man named Dobbo called out jocularly: “What's wrong with the old bumbuster? How better to
see the countryside?’

“And if you fdl adeep you're carried dl the way to Blae” snapped Esteban. “No, thanks. I'll ride
the flibbit, and let’s offer Contractor Shubert a soft lip.”

Sarp, who seemed to take a pogtive ddight in bating Este-ban, would not be daunted. “I'll fly
Shubart’s flibbit and hold never a grudge. He lives in manorid dyle at Baad;, why shouldn't he call
himsdf * Grand Knight' and go forth in pomp?’

“I"d do the same,” said Dobbo, “given opportunity, of course. I'm egd, certainly, because | hold no
other weapon againg drudgery. Siill, give and I'll take.”

Ailas said: “Dobbo takes even when no one gives. When he takes histitle, it should properly go: ‘The
Grand Knight of Snergery.’”

“Oh, ho!” cried Dobbo, “you widd a most wicked tongue? Still 1 admit I'll use anything available,
induding thet title!”

The man-way proceeded past the sorting belts, then curved toward the foundries and fabricating
plants, glided beside dag dumps, hoppers where barges unloaded raw ore, and a par of mantenance
hangars. The man-way split; Esteban led the group to a terminus in front of the adminigtration complex,
then around to the Sde where a dozen vehides rested on a landing plat. Esteban stepped into the
dispatcher’s office, reappeared a moment later and Sgnded the group toward a battered old carry-all.
“All aboard for the bonterfest! Trangportation courtesy of Contractor Shubert whom | hap-pen to
know!”

“While you were scrounging, why didn’t you promote a Kosmer Ace or a Dacy Scimitar?’ cdled out
Sarp.
“No complaints from the infantry!” Esteban retorted. “This is not absolutely deluxe, but in't it better
then traveling, by bumbuster? And here comes our operator.”

From the adminidration office came a heavily muscled man with black hair, a sagging portentous
visage. Jartiff leaned forward: could this be the fourth party to the caba? Not impossibly, dthough this
men seemed burly, rather than massve,

Egteban addressed the group: “Bonterfesters, dlow me to introduce the Respectable Buwechluter,
factotum and, aide in-dispensable to Contractor Shubert, more commonly known as ‘Booch.” He has
kindly agreed to fly us to our destination.”

Intoxicated with excitement, Tanzd cried out: “Three cheers for the Respectable Booch! Hurrah,
hurrah, hurrah!”

Esteban threw up his hands in facetious admonition. “Not too much adulation! Booch is a very
suggestible man and we don’t want him to become vainglorioud”

Jatiff cocked his ears as Booch gave a not, dtogether ami-able snort. Inconclusve. Jantiff studied
Booch's features nar-row heavy-lidded eyes, ropy jowls, a heavy mouth pouting over a creased
receding chin. Booch was not a prepossessng man, though he exuded a coarse animd vitdity. He
muttered ineudibly to Esteban and swung up to the operator’s dation. “Everybody aboard!” cdled
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Esteban. “Briskly, now! We're an hour late”

The bonterfesters cdlimbed into the carry-dl and took seats. Esteban bent over Booch and gave
indructions. Jantiff studied the back of Booch's head. Almogt definitely, Booch was not the fourth
conspirator.

Egteban seated himsdf behind Booch, who with contemp-tuous familiarity flicked fingers across the
controls. the carry-all rose into the air and flew south over the scarp. In the seat behind Jantiff Antisand a
woman named Cadre seemed to be discussng Esteban. Cadra said, “This carry-adl enhances a
bonterfest beyond description; suddenly dl the tedium disappearsl As a scrounger Esteban ranks
Supreme.”

“Agreed,” sad Atlas sadlly. “1 wish | knew his technique.”

“There's no mystery whatever,” said Cadra. “Combine per-sistence, ingenuity, charm, an exact sense
of timing, per-suasiveness. you' ve created a scrounger.”

“For best effect, indude bravado and a quantum of sheer brashness!” noted a man named Descart,
to which Rismo, a tdl plain woman, replied rather sarcadticaly: “What about Smple ordinary luck? Has
that no meaning?’

Cadre chuckled. “Most sgnificant of dl: Esteban is ac-quainted with the Contractor Shubert!”

“Oh, give the devil hisdue!” Alas said. “Esteban definitdy has aflair. Out in the Bad Places he d be a
top-notch entre-preneur!”

“Or atycoon.”

“Or a starmenter,” suggested Rismo. “1 can just see him swaggering about in a white uniform and a
gold hamet—great codgersin his harness, bluskin a his hip.”

“Egeban, come ligen to thid” Descat cdled. “Were try-ing to edablish your previous
incanationd”

Esteban came aft. “Indeed? What indignities are you put-ting me to now?’

“Nothing extreme, nothing outrageous” sad Cadra. “We—just condder you a monder of
anti-egdism.”

“So long as you don't accuse me of anything sordid,” said Esteban with suave equanimity.

“Today we' re dl anti-egd!” Atlas declared grandly. “Let’swallow in our shortcomings!”

‘Ti! drink to thet!” cdled aman named Feder. “Esteban! Where's the swill ?”

“No swill aboard “ said Esteban shortly. “Control your third till we put down at Galsma. The gypsies
are providing an entire keg of Houlshema wine”

Cadra asked mischievoudy: “Does anyone know that song: ‘Anti-Egdliss Eat Roast Bird, While
Arrabins Get Only Feathersin the Mouth’'?’

“I know it but | don't intend to ang it,” said Skorlet. “Oh, come! Don't be duffy, today of dl daysl”

“l know the song,” said Tanzd. “We sing it at the creche. It goes like this” in an earnest voice she
sang the scurrilous ditty. One by one the others joined in—dl except Jantiff, who had never heard the
song and in any case was, in no mood to Sng.

The landscape did past below: the long southern dopes of the scarp, forests and high moors, then
valeys-opening down upon a raling plain. The Great Daam river, sanooth as an ed, coiled across the
landscape. Near a bend where the river turned southeast appeared a village of a hundred smdl houses,
and the carry-dl started to descend. Jantiff at first as-sumed that the village was their destination, but the
cary-dl flew another twenty miles over a marsh overgrown with reeds, then a forest of gray and russet
gpider-leg, then a dug-gish tributary of the Great Dasm, then another forest and a last down into a
dearing from which rose awisp of smoke.

“We ve arived!” Esteban announced. “At this point a word or two of caution, no doubt unnecessary
to so many veteran bonterfesters, but I'll say them anyway. Tanzd, take specia note! The gypses are a
peculiar race, and dl very wdl in their own way, no doubt, but they have calous habits and they are by
no means egdigs. As Arrabins, we mean no more to them than so many shadows! Don't drink too much
wine if for no other reason than you'll lose zest for your bonter. And naturdly—it goes without
saying!l—don't stray off by yoursdf—for unknown reasons!”

“Unknown ressons?” An odd phrase, thought Jantiff. If “reason” were “unknown,” why had



everyon€e's face gone bland and blank? Jantiff decided that when opportunity of-fered, he would put a
question. to Sarp. Meanwhile, whether for reasons known or unknown, he would heed Esteban’'s
waning.

The cary-al touched ground; the passengers, pushing rather ruddy past Jantiff, dighted. He
followed with ostenta-tious deliberation, which, however, no one noticed.

The gypsies waited across the meadow, beside arow of trestle tables. Jantiff first saw a flutter of rich
costumes gtriped in ocher, maroon, blue and green. Upon closer in-spection he noted, four men in short
loose pantaloons, and three women swathed in ankle-length gowns dender dark-haired folk, quick of
motion, fluid of gesture, sdlow-olive of complexion, with sraight narrow noses, eyes tilted mourn-fully
down a the corners and shadowed under dark eye-brows. A handsome people, thought Jantiff, but in
some inexplicable fashion rather repelent. And once again he was assailed by second thoughts in regard
to his paticipation at the bonterfest, though again for no definable reason: perhaps because of the
gypdes expressons as they regarded the Arrabins. a coolness diginguished from contempt only by
virtue of indifference. Jantiff wondered whether he cared to eat gypsy food: surdy they would feed the
Arrabins anything palatable, without regard to fagtidiousness. Jantiff managed a wry grin for his own
quams, after dl, he had eaten ration &fter ration of Arrabin wump, prepared from straw, with hardly
more than a grimace or two. He followed the other bonterfesters across the meadow.

Despite Esteban’ s warnings dl hurried to the keg, where the youngest of the gypsy women dispensed
wooden cups of wine. Jantiff approached the keg, then moved back because of the crush. Turning away
he appraised the other arrange-ments. The tables supported pots, tureens and trenchers, dl exuding
odors which Jantiff despite his reservations found un-deniably gppetizing. To the sSde hard knots of
timber burnt to coas under ametd rack.

Esteban and the oldest of the gypsy men went to the table. Esteban checked items off againg his lig,
and gpparently found dl to his satisfaction. The two turned and surveyed the group a the wine keg and
Esteban spoke with great earnest-ness.

Tanzd tugged at Jantiff’'s deeve. “Please, Jatiff: get me a cup of wineg Every time | step forward
someone reaches past me.”

“I'll do my best,” said Jantiff dubioudy, “dthough I've had the same experience. This group of
egdigs seems unusudly assertive.”

Jantiff managed to obtain two cups of wine, one of which he brought to Tanzd. “Don't drink it too
fagt or your head will swim, and you won't want to eat.”

“No fear of that!” Tanzd tasted the wine. “Ddicioud”

Jantiff cautioudy spped from the mug, to find the wine tart, and light, with a faintly musky redolence.
“Quite decent, indeed.”

Tanzd drank again. “1an't this fun? Why can’'t bonterfests be, for every day? Everything amdls so
good! And, no argu-ment, I’'m ravenous!”

“You'll probably overeat and get Sck,” said Jantiff morosdly.

“l have no doubt!” Tanzd drained her wine cup. “Please—"

“Not just yet,” said Jantiff. “Wait afew minutes, you might not want another.”

“Oh, I'll want another, but | suppose there’ s no great hurry. | wonder what Esteban is talking about;
he keeps look-ing over toward us”

Jantiff turned his head, but Esteban and the gypsy had completed their conversation.

Egteban came over to the group. “Appetizers will be served in five minutes I've had an
undergtanding with the hetman. Courtesy and freedom have been guaranteed; everyone is safe from
molestation so long as he doesn't dray toe far from the dearing. The wine is of prime qudity, as |
specified; you need fear neither agues nor gripes. Still, moderation, | beg of dl of you!”

“But not too much of it!” Dobbo cdled out. “We'd be de-feating only oursdves. Moderation must
be practiced in mod-eration.”

Esteban, now inthe best of moods, made a gesture of concession. “Well, no matter. Enjoy yoursdlf
inyour own fashion. That's the dogan for today!”

“Here'sto Esteban and future bonterfests” caled out Cadra. “Damnation to dl croakers!”



Esteban amilingly accepted the congratulations of his friends, then gestured toward the table. “We
can now enjoy our appetizers. Don't overeat; the mest isjust now going on the grill.”
And again Jantiff stood back as the group surged toward the table.

Never, for so long as Jantiff lived, was the bonterfest far from his memory. The recollections came
awaysin company with a peculiar throat-gripping emaotion which Jantiff’s mind reserved for this occasion
aone, and dwaysin swirling clots of sensation: the gypsy gowns and breeches, in griking con-trast to the
palid faces flames licking up & the spitted meat; the table loaded with post and tureens, the
bonterfesters themsdlves: in Jantiff’s memory they became caricatures of gluttony while the gypsies
moved in the background, Slent as shadows. Ghost odors might drift through his mind: pungent pickles,
pawpaws and sweetsops, roasing meat. Always the faces reasserted themsdves Skorlet, a one
juncture tran-scending the imagingble limits of emotion; Tanzd, vulnerable to both pleasure and pain;
Sarp with his dantwise leer, Booch, coarse, reeking, suffused with animd essence; Esteban ...

Nowhere to be seen was the fourth man to the cabal, and Jantiff lost whatever zest he might have fdt
for the occasion. Tanzd brought her mug and—a heaped platter of food to the bench where he st
“Jentiff! Aren't you egting?’

“After abit, when the dbowing subsides.”

“Be aure to try the pickles. Here, take this one. Isn't it wonderful? The whole ingde of my mouth
tingles”

“Yes, it'svery good.”

“You'd better hurry or there'll be none left.”

“l don’t care much, one way or the other.”

“Jantiff, you are a strange, strange person! Excuse mewhile || eat.”

Jantiff at last went to the table. He served himsdf a plate of food and accepted a second mug of wine
from the impas-9ve woman a the keg. Returning to the bench he found that Tanzd dready hed
devoured the contents of her platter. “You have an excdlent appetite!” said Jantiff.

“Of course! I've been garving mysdf for two days. So now, more chobchows? Or another portion
of those delicious pepper pancakes? Or should | wait until the meet is served out?’

“If I were you rd wait,” said Jantiff. “Then you can go back for whatever you like the best.”

“I believe you're right. Oh, Jantiff, ig7't this exdting? | wish times like these would go on forever.
Jantiff! Are you ligening?’

“Yesindeed.” Jantiff had in fact been distracted by a rather odd incident. Off to the side Esteban
stood taking to the gypsy hetman. Esteban gestured with his mug, and both turned to look in Jantiff’s
direction. Jantiff feigned inatten-tion, but a thrill ran dong his nerves.

Someone had approached. Jantiff looked up to find Skorlet standing beside him. “Wadl, Jantiff? How
goes the boater?’

“Very wel. | like these little sausages—athough | can’'t help but wonder what goes into them.”

Skorlet gave a bark of harsh laughter. “Never ask, never wonder! If it's savory, eat every morsd!
Remember, it dl flushes down the same drain in the end.”

“Yes, no doubt you're right”

“Ed hearty, Jantiff!” Skorlet returned to the table and filled her platter for the third time. Jantiff
watched from the corner of his eye, not dtogether happy with her manner. Now he saw Esteban saunter
across the dearing to where Skorlet stood devouring her food. Esteban spoke a question into her ear;
Skorlet, her mouth full, shrugged, and managed to utter a reply. Esteban nodded and continued his circuit
around the fringes of the group.

He hdted beside Jantiff. “Well, how goesit? Is everything to your satisfaction?”

“Exadtly s0,” said Jantiff guardedly.

“All' I want to know,” declared Tanzd, “is when we can come agan!”

“Aha We mudn't become guittricks, with thought for noth-ing but food!”

“Of course not; dill—"

Egteban laughed and patted her head. “Well make plans, never fear. So far, it's been a great



success, eh?’

“It' sdl wonderful.”

‘Wll, don't fill up too soon. There's more to come. Jantiff, have you taken photographs?’

“Not yet.”

“My dear Jantiff! The banquet table: loaded, aromatic, in-viting! Y ou missed thet?’

“I'm afraid s0.”

“And our picturesque hosts? Their magnificent faces, so placid and remote? Ther boisterous
breeches and pointed boots? Ah, then, alow me the use of your cameral”

Jatiff hesitated, “Well, | don’t know. In fact rd prefer not. Y ou might somehow loseit.”

“By no meand Put that other smdl escapade out of your mind; it was only alark. The camera will be
safe, | assure your’

Jantiff reluctantly brought out the instrumernt.

“Thank you,” said Esteban. “I assume there’ s dill ample scope to the matrix?’

“Take as many pictures asyou like” sad Jantiff. “It's a new matrix.”

Egteban diffened; his fingers clenched at the camera. “What of the other matrix?’

“It was dmogt full,” said Jantiff. “I didn’t want to risk losing it.”

Egteban stood slent “Where isthis old matrix? Are you carrying it with your’

Surprised by the blunt question, Jantiff raised his eyes to find Esteban glowering in obvious
annoyance. Jantiff spoke with cold politeness. “Why do you ask? | can't account for your interest!”

Esteban. tried to throttle the fury in his own voice, without success. “Because there are pictures of
mine on that matrix, as you're perhaps aware.”

“You need not worry,” said Jantiff. “The matrix is abso-lutely safe”

Egteban recovered his aplomb. “In that, case I'm quite con-tent. Aren't you drinking? This is
Houlshemawine; they’ ve done famoudy for us today.”

“I'll have more presently.”

“Do s0, by dl meand” Esteban sauntered away. A few minutes later Jantiff saw him conferring first
with Skorlet, then Sarp.

Discussing the and the matrix, thought Jantiff. Here was surdly the reason for Skorlet’s urgency in
connection with the camera. She and Esteban were interested in the matrix. But why? Enlightenment
broke suddenly upon Jantiff: of course! Upon the matrix were imprinted images of the fourth man! .

Jatiff shook his head in sad sdf-recrimination: after recovering his camera from Esteban he had
never thought to examine the matrix. What' afoolish oversaght! Of course, at the time there had been no
particular reason to do so; he lacked dl interest hi Esteban’s activities. Now the Stuation was different!
Lucky the matrix was locked securdly in his strong box! Which simulated a new and chilling thought:

Sarp dill knew the code, since Jantiff had never thought to change it. Immediately upon his return to
Unciba he must rectify this oversght!

The gypses ordered the table, then, taking the meat from the fire, arranged it upon long wooden
platters. One of the women poured sauce over the meat; another set out crusty loaves; a third brought
forth a great wooden bowl of salad. All then returned to the forest shadows.

Egteban cdled: “Everyone to the table! Eat as you've never eaten before! For once, we're dl
guitricks together!”

The bonterfesters surged forward, with Jantiff, as usud, bringing up the rear.

Hdf an hour later the group sprawled lethargic and sated around the meadow. Esteban roused
himsdf to croak in arich glotta voice “Everyone remember: the sweet is dill to come! White millicent
cakein flower syrup! Don't give up now!”

From the group came groans of protest. “ Show us mercy, Esteban!”

“What? Are there no more courses?

“Bring my ration of gruff!”

“With wobbly to fill in the chinkd”

The gypsies passed among the group sarving out portions of pastry with mugs of verbena tea. They



then set about packing together their equipment.

Tanzd whispered to Jantiff, “1’ve got to go off in the woods.”

“In that case, go, by dl means”

Tanzd grimaced. “Tha person Booch has been meking himsdf gdlant. | don’t want to go done; he's
aure to follow.”

“Do you redly think so?

“Yesindeed! He watches my every move”

Jantiff, glancing around the dearing, saw that Booch's eyes were fixed upon Tanzd with more then
casud interest “Oh, very wdl; I'll come with you. Lead the way.”

Tanzd rose to her feet and moved off toward the forest. Gooch rather duggishly bestirred himsdf,
but Jentiff quickly went after Tanzel, and Booth glumly subsided into his posi-tion of rest.

Jantiff caught up with Tanze in the shade of the spravling dms. “Judt thisway a bit,” said Tanzd, and
presently: “You wait here; | won't be long.”

She disappeared into the foliage. Jantiff sat upon a fdlen tree and looked off through the forest. The
sounds from the dlearing aready had muted to ineudibility. Bars of Dwan-light danted down through the
foliage, to shatter upon the forest floor. How far seemed the vast dities of Arrabus! Jantiff mused upon
the circumgtances of his life a Uncibd, and the fok he had come to know: for the mogt pat Old
Pink-ers. Poor proud Kedidah, going dazed and humiliated to her death! And Tanzd: whatever might she
hope to achieve? He looked over his shoulder, expecting to see Tanzd returning from her errand. But the
glade was vacant. Jantiff composed himsdf to wait.

Three minutes passed. Jatiff became restless and jumped to his feet. Surdly she should have
returned by now! He cdled: “Tanzd!”

No response.

Odd.

Jantiff went off into the shrubbery, looking left and right. “Tanzd! Where are you?’

He saw a fresh mark on the turf which might have been a footprint, and nearby, in damp lichen, what
might that series of pardld scratches sgnify? Jantiff came to a hdt, in utter perplexity. He looked quickly
over his shoulder, then licked hislips and caled once more, but his voice was little more than a cautious
croak: “Tamer Either she was logt, or she had returned to the bonterfest by a different route.

Jantiff retraced his steps to the dearing. He looked here and there. The gypsies had departed with dl
their gear. Tan-n! was nowhere to be seen.

Esteban saw Jantiff. His face sagged in blank dismay. Jantiff approached him: “Tanzd went off into
the forest: | can't find her anywhere.”

Skorlet came running forward, eyes distended, to show white rims around the glaing black. “What's
this what' s this? Where' s Tanzd 7’

“She went off into the woods,” stammered Jantiff, awed by Skorlet’s face. “I've looked for her and
cdled but she's gonel”

Skorlet emitted a horrid squedl. “The gypsies have taken her! Oh, they have taken her! This vile
bonterfest, and now there'll be another!”

Esteban, jerking her elbow, spoke through clenched teeth: “Control yoursdf!”

—We have eaten Tanzd!” bawled Skorlet. “Where is the difference? Today? Tomorrow?’ She
lifted her face to the sky and ydled forth ahowl so wild that Jantiff’ s knees went limp.

Esteban, his own face gray, shook Skorlet by the shoulders. “Come dong! We can catch them at the
river!” He turned and cdled to the others. “The gypses have taken Tanzd! Ev-eryone after them! To the
river; well stop ther boat!”

The erswhile bonterfesters lurched off after Esteban and Skorlet. Jantiff followed a few steps, but
could not control the spasmodic pumping of his somach. He veered off the path, and, only haf
conscious, fdl to his knees, where he vomited, again and again.

Someone nearby was moaning a weird song of two dter-nating tones. Jantiff presently became
aware that the sound proceeded from himsdf. He crawled afew yards across the dark mold and lay flat.
The shuddering in his somach be-came intermittent.



His mouth tasted sour and aily; and he remembered the sauice which had been poured over the mest.
Agan his or-gans twisted and squeezed, but he could bring up only a thin acrid grud, which he spat to
the ground. He rose, to his feet, looked blearily here and there, then returned to the path. From the
distance came shouts and calls, to which Jantiff paid no heed.

Through a gap in the foliage he glimpsed the river. He picked his way to the water’'s edge, rinsed his
mouth, bathed his face, then dumped down upon a chunk of driftwood.

Along the trail returned the bonterfesters, mumbling disconsolatdly to each other. Jantiff hauled
himsdf to his feet, but as he started back toward the trall he heard first Skorlet’s voice, then Esteban’s
baritone mutter; they had turned off the trail and were coming toward him.

Jantiff halted, gppalled at the prospect of megting Skorlet and Esteban face to face in this isolated
spot. He jerked him-sdf behind a dump of polyptera and stood in concealment.

Esteban and Skorlet passed by and went to the water’s edge, where they peered up and down the
river.

“Nowhereinsght,” croaked Esteban. “By now they’re hdfway to Aotho.”

“l can't understand,” cried Skorlet tremuloudy. “Why should they hoodwink you; why play you
fdse?

Egteban hestated. “It can only be a misunderstanding, a terrible blunder. The two were stting
together. | spoke to the hetman and made my wishes known. He looked across and asked, asif in doulbt:
‘That young one yonder? The dripling? Never thinking of Tanze, | assured hm: ‘Exactly so!” The
hetman took the younger of the two. Such are the bitter facts.

| will now purge them from my mind and you must do the same.”

For a space Skorlet said nothing. Then she spoke in a voice harsh with grain: “So what now—with
him?’

“Hird the matrix. Then I'll do whatever needs to be done.”

“You'll have to be quick,” said Skorlet tondedy.

“Events are under control. Three days remain.”

Skorlet looked out across the river. “Poor little cresture. So dear and gay. | can't bear to think of
her. But the thoughts come.”

“No hdp for it now,” said Esteban, his own voice uncer-tain. “We can't become confused. Too
much hangsin the bal-ance.”

“Yes. Too much. Sometimes | am staggered by the scope.”

“Now then! Don't create bugbears! The affair is Smplicity—itsdf.”

“The Conndic isavery red bugbear.”

“The Connatic dtsin his tower Lusz, brooding and dream-ing. If he comes to Arrabus, well prove
him as mortd as the next men.”

“Esteban, don't speak the words doud.”

‘The words mug be spoken. The thoughts must be thought. The plans must be planned. The deeds
mus. be done.”

Skorlet stared out across the water. Esteban turned away. “Put her out of your mind. Come.”

“The cursed stranger lives, and poor little Twit is gone.”

“Come” said Esteban shortly.

The two went up the path. Jantiff presently followed, wak-ing like a somnambulidt.

Chapter 8

The bonterfesters returned to Uncibal in a mood grestly in contrast to that in which they had set out.
Adde from one or two muitered conversations, the group rodein slence. Skorlet and Esteban sat grimly
erect, looking nather right nor Ieft;

Jantiff watched them in covert fascination, his skin crawling at the thought of their conversation. They
had meant him to be taken and dragged away by the mournful-eyed gypsies. At the contractor’s depot
Egteban went off with Booch to the dispatcher’s office. Jantiff took advantage of the occasion to dip



quietly away from the group He jumped aboard the man-way and rode north, waking and trotting .to
increase his speed. Every few moments he looked back even though no one could possibly be so close
on his heds. He gave a ner-vous laugh: in truth he was frightened, and no denying the fact. By sheer
chance he had sumbled upon something awful, and now his very exisence was threatened: Esteban had
left im in no doubt of this

The Great Southern Adit intercepted Uncibd River; Jantiff diverted eastward, and as before traveled
a the best speed possible: pushing through the crowds, Sdling and side-step-ping, trotting when space
opened before him. He diverted from Unciba River dong Laterd 26, and presently arrived at Old Pink.

Jatiff loped into the block, across the foyer, into the ascensor. Its familiar musty reek aready
seemed dien, and no longer part of hislife He dighted at the nineteenth levd, raced around the corridor
to his gpartment.

He entered, and stood stock-till an ingant, to pant and or-ganize his thoughts. He glanced around
the room. Kedidah's bdongings dready appeared to show a thin film of dust. How remote she seemed!
A week from now she would be gone from memory; that was the way of Unciba. Jantiff quietly closed
the door and made sure of the lock; then he went to his strongbox in the bedroom and opened the door.
Into his pouch he packed ozols, family amulet, pigments, applicators and a pad of paper. Into one pocket
he tucked his passage-voucher, persona certificate and tokens; the matrix he hefted in his hand, glancing
toward the door. Urgency sruggled with curiogity. Surdy he had a few moments, the boater—festers
rode Uncibd River far to the west. Time for a quick look. He did the new matrix from the camera,
inserted the old, turned the switch to “Project” and pointed the camera at the wall.

Images the blocks of Uncibd, dwindling in perspective; the crowds of Uncibd River; the mudflats
and Digerferact. Old Pink: the facade, the foyer, the roof garden. More faces. the Whispers addressing
an audience; Skorlet with Tanzd, with Esteban, Skorlet done. Kedidah with Sarp, Kedidah in the
refectory, Kedidah laughing, Kedidah pensive.

Then Esteban’s photographs during his custody of the camera: persons known and unknown to
Jantiff; copies of pic-tures from a red reference volume a sequence of shots of a heavy-shouldered
dark-haired man wearing a black blouse and breeches, ankle boots and short-billed cap. This was the
men of the secret medting. Jantiff studied the face. The fea-tures were blunt and uncompromising; the
eyes, narrow un-der black eyebrows, gleamed with shrewdness. Somewhere and recently, Jantiff had
seen such a face; or one very ami-lar., Frowning in concentration, Jantiff stared at the face. Could it
be—

Jantiff jerked around as someone pushed & the door latch and then, faling to secure ingress, rapped
sharply on the pand. Jatiff ingantly turned off the projector. He removed the marix, fingered it
indecisvely, then tucked it into his pocket.

Agan arap at the door, and a voice, muffled behind the pand: “Open up!” Esteban’s voice, harsh
and hodtile. Jantiff’s heart sank. How had Esteban arrived so soon?

“I know you're there,” came the voice. “They told me be-low. Open up!”

Jantiff approached the door. “I'm tired,” he called out. “Go away. I'll see you tomorrow.”

“l want to see you now. It's important.”

“Not to me”

“Oh, yes Important indeed.” The words carried sniser import, thought Jantiff. In a hollow voice
Jantiff cdled: “What's so important?’

“Open up.”

“Not just now. I'm going to bed.”

A pause. Then, “Asyou like”

Silence from the hall. Jantiff put his ear to the door. Ten seconds passed, twenty seconds, then Jantiff
sensed the dimirkishing pad of steps. He threw a dantwise glance over his shoulder in farewdl to the
room, with its ghosts and dead voices. Ficking up his pouch and camera he did back the door and
peered out into the corridor.

Empty.

Jantiff emerged, closed the door and set off toward the lift, uncomfortably aware that he mugt passin



front of Apart-ment D-18, where now lived Skorlet and Sarp.

The door to Apartment D-18 was closed. Jantiff lengthened his dride and ran past on saringing
tiptoe paces, like a dancer miming sedth.

The door to D-18 did back. Esteban and Sarp emerged. Esteban, looking back into D-18, made a
find remark to Skorlet.

Jantiff tried to glide soundlessy up the corridor, but Sarp, peering past Esteban’s elbow, noticed him.
Sarp tugged at Es-teban’s arm. Esteban swung, about. “Wait! Jantiff! Come back herel”

Jantiff paid no heed. He raced to the descensor, touched the button. The door opened; Jantiff
stepped aboard. The door closed dmogt upon Esteban’s distorted face. In his hand shone the glint of
metd.

With heart pounding Jantiff descended to the’ ground floor. He loped across the foyer, out the portal,
and away to the man-way.

Sarp and Esteban emerged from Old Rink. They paused, looked right and left, saw Jantiff, and came
in pursuit Jantiff bounded recklesdy across to the crowded high-speed lane, where, he thrust forward
past other passengers, heedless of ther annoyance, pouch and camera 4ill gripped in his hand. After
came Esteban, with Sarp lagging behind. The blade in Esteban’s hand was plainly visble. Jantiff lurched
ahead, eyes sarting from his head in disbdlief. Esteban meant to kill him! On the man-way, in full view of
the passengers? Impossible! It wouldn't be dlowed! People would hdp him; they would restrain
Esteban! ... Or would they? As Jantiff lunged for-ward he looked despairingly right and left but met only
ex-pressions of glazed annoyance.

Esteban, shouldering ahead, even more roughly than Jantiff, gained ground. Jantiff could see his intent
expression, the glit-ter of his eyes. Jantiff sumbled and lurched to the Sde; Este-ban was upon him, knife
rased high. Jantiff seized a tdl sharp-featured woman and pushed her into Esteban. In a rage she
snatched out at Jantiff and tore away his pouch; Jantiff relinquished pouch and camera and fled, heedful
only of hisown life. Behind came the remorsel ess Esteban.

At the diverson upon Unciba River the way was open and Jantiff gained a few yards, only to lose it
amaog at once among the crowds. Sdling, dbowing, shoving, buffeting, Jantiff thrust his way through the
protesting folk. Twice Esteban approached close enough to brandish his blade; the folk nearby caled out
in fear and pushed pel-mdl to escape. Jatiff on each occason managed to evade the attack, once
through a spasmodic spurt of agility, again by pushing a man into Esteban’s path, so that both fdl and
Jantiff was able to gain ten yards running room. Someone, ether inadvertently or through mdice, tripped
Jantiff; hefdl flat and once again Esteban was on him. As the riders of Unciba River watched to observe
the outcome, Jantiff kicked Esteban in the groin, rolled frantically aside. Clambering to his feet he svung
a short square woman screaming into Esteban, who fdl on top of the woman. The knife jarred free
Jatiff groped to pick it up, but the woman hit im in the face, and Esteban reached the, knife fird.
Croaking in despair Jantiff gprang away and Bed dong the River.

Esteban was tiring. He cdled out: “Snerge! Snerge! Hold the snergel” Folk turned to look back and
obsarving Jantiff stood quickly aside. Esteban’s cdls therefore worked to Jantiff’'s bendfit, and he
lengthened his lead. Esteban presently stopped shouting.

Ahead Uncibd River intersected Latera 16. Jantiff veered to the Sde as if intending to divert;
ingtead, he crouched be-hind a knot of folk and let himsdf be carried dong the River. Esteban, deceived,
rushed out the diverson to the laterd and so logt his quarry.

At the next switch-over, Jantiff reversed direction and rode back to the east, kegping sharp lookout
to dl sdes. He dis-covered no evidence of pursuit: only the faces of Uncibd, rank on rank, back dong
the River.

His pouch was gone with dl hisowls, and likewise his camera. Jantiff gave a great shuddering groan
of fury; he cursed Esteban with dl the invective a his command and swore redtitution for himsdf. What
an abominable day! From now and into the, future things would go differently!

Where Uncibd River made its great swerve toward the spaceport, Jantiff continued toward Alastor
Centrdity. With a sense of ddiverance he passed under the black and gold por-tal, crossed the
compound and entered the agency. The clerk, Clode, in the black and beige of the Connatic’'s Service,



rose to hisfeet. Jantiff cried out: “1 am Jantiff Ravensroke of Zeck! | must see the cursar a oncel”

“I'm sorry, gr,” sad the clerk. “Thisisimpossble a the moment.”

Jantiff stared aghast. “Impossible? Why?’

“The cursar is not presently in Unciba.”

Jantiff barely restrained a cry of anguish. He looked over his shoulder. The compound was empty.
“Where is he? When will he return?’

“He has gone to Waunisse; he counsdls the Whispers before they leave for Numenes. He returns
Aengday with the Whispers aboard the Sea Dirk.”

“Aengday? Three days from now! What will | do till then? I’ ve discovered a dangerous plot against
the Connatic!”

Clods looked dubioudy sideways at Jantiff. “If such isthe case, the cursar must be informed as soon
as posshble”

“If I survive until Aensday. | have no place to go.”

“Whet of your gpartment?’

“It' s not safe for me. Why can't | Say here?’

“The chambers are locked. | can't let you in.”

Jantiff darted another glance over his shoulder. “Where shdl | go?’

“l can only suggest the Travders Inn.”

“But my money isgone; it's been taken from me!”

“You need not pay your hill until Aensday. The cursar will surdly advance you funds”

Jantiff gave agum nod. He thought carefully and brought the matrix from his pocket. “ Please give me

Clode tendered paper and sylus. Jantiff wrote:

Thisis the matrix from my camera. Certain of the pic-tures indicate a plot. The Connatic himself
may be threatened. The people responsible livein Old Pink, Block 17-882. Their names are Esteban,
Skorlet and Sarp. There is another unknown person. | will return Aensday unless | am killed.

Jantiff Ravensroke, Frayness, Zeck.

Jantiff wrapped the message around the matrix and handed the parcel to Clode. “This must be kept
safe and ddivered to the cursar at the earliest opportunity! In the event that I—" here Jantiff's voice
quavered atrifle—"that | am killed, will you do this?’

“Cetanly, gr, I'll do my very best.”

“Now | must go, before someone thinks to look for me here. Inform no one of my wheresbouts!”

Clode managed a strained grin. “Naturdly not.”

Jantiff dowly turned away, reluctant to leave the reative security of the Centrdity. But no help for it:
he mugt immure himsdf in the Travelers Inn until Aensday, and dl would be well.

In the shadows under the portd he hdted and surveyed the-territory beyond. He spied Esteban
immediatdy, not fifty yards distant, sriding purposefully toward the Centrdity. Jantiff’s jaw dropped in
congernation. He shrank back into the compound and pressed himsdf to, the inner surface of the portal.
There, halding his breath, he waited.

Footsteps. Esteban marched past and away across the com-pound. As soon as Jattiff saw the
retreating back he dipped through the porta and raced away on long fleet-footed strides toward the
man-way.

“Hey! Jantiff!” Esteban’s furious cry struck at his back. As Jantiff stepped aboard the man-way he
looked over his shoul-der, to find that Esteban had hdted at the portd to stand swaying, as if in response
to conflicting urgencies.

Jantiff wondered what might have ensued had the cursar been on hand.

Jantiff jumped across to the speed lane. He looked back to catch a lagt glimpse of Esteban, dill
under the portal, then was carried past the range of vison.

At the Travders Inn Jantiff sgned the register as Arlo Jorum of Pharis, Alastor 458. Without



comment the clerk as-signed him a chamber.

Jantiff bathed and stretched himsdf out on his couch, aware of aching muscles and comprehensive
fatigue. He closed his eyes; the three days to Aensday would pass most rapidly in deep.

Jatiff inhadled and exhaded severd deep breaths. Circum-stances at last were under control. The
Travders Inn a the very least provided security; if Eteban offered offense, Jantiff need merdy natify the
Mutuas*2 on duty at theinn.

‘Jana opened his eyes, blinked and grimaced and closed them again. Images from across the terrible
day passed be-fore his eyes; Jantiff writhed on the couch.

His stomach began to gripe; Jantiff sat erect He needed food. Dressng, he went down to the
cafeteria where he made amed of gruff, deedle, and a bowl of wobbly, which he charged to his account.

The public address system, which had been projecting a series of lethargic popular tunes, suddenly
enunciated a bul-letin:

“Attention al! Take note of a heinous murder, just re-ported to the Unciba Mutudity. The
assassin is one Jantiff Ravensroke, a probationary vistor, origindly of Zeck. He is a man of early
maturity, tal, dender, with dark hair worn nondescript. He has a thin face, a long nose and eyes
noticeably green in color. The Mutuas ur-gently require that he be held in detention, pending full
investigation of his foul act A search at the highest level of intendty is aready being prosecuted.
Egdigs al! Keep avigilant watch for this dangerous aien!”

Jantiff jumped to his feet to stand quivering in consterna-tion. He went on ddlicate steps to the arch
gving on the lobby. At the regigtration desk two men in low-crowned black hats loomed over the clerk.
Jantiff’s heart rose into his throat: Mutuds Responding with nervous volubility, the clerk waved a long
pae finger toward the ascensor and Jantiff’s room.

The two men turned from the desk and strode to the as-censor. As soon as they were gone, Jantiff
stepped out into the lobby, sdled unobtrusvely around the far wdl to the door and departed into the
night.

Chapter 9

Digeferact, the canivd drip dong the mud flais, had never faled to fascinate Jantiff with its
contrasts and para-doxes. Digerferact! Gaudy and gay, strident and makeshift, trading brummagem for
equaly vaudess tokens, achieving no more than the dream of a dream! By the light of Divan, and from a
digant perspective, the dark red paper pavilions, the tal blue tents, the numberless festoons, banners,
and whirligigs conjured, a brave and splendid fantasy. By night uncounted flambeaux flared to the sea
breeze; the consequent gleams and shadows, darting and jerking, suggested a barbaric frenzy—in the
end as factitious as dl dse of Diger-feract. Sll, the confuson and helter-skelter provided Jantiff an
effective refuge: who at Digerferact cared awhit for any-thing other than his own yearnings?

For three days Jantiff skulked through nooks and back pas-sages, venturing never a step without
seeking the low black hats of Mutuds or the dread shape of Esteban. During day-light hours he occupied
a cranny between the booth of a pickle merchant and a public latrine. By night he ventured forth,
disguised by a mugtache fashioned from his own hair and a head rag in the fashion of the Carabbas
Idanders. His tokens—those remaining to him after paying bonterfest fees—he grudgingly exchanged for
poggets and cornucopias of fried kelp. He dept by day in fits and starts, disturbed by the cdls of
hawkers, the puffworm vendor’'s bugle, the screeching of child acrobats, and from a booth across the
way, the thud of clog-dancing and smulated enthusiasm from shills.

Ealy Aensday morning, while Jantiff lay half-torpid, the public megaphones spoke loud across the
mud flats.

“Attention, dl! Today greet the Whispers as they embark on their mission to Numenes! As
adumbrated in recent statements, they intend a daring and innovative program, and they have
proclaimed a dogan for the next century: Viable egalism must fulfill both needs and as-pirations,
and provide scope for human genius! They go to Lusz Tower to urge the Connatic’s sympathetic
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sup-port for the new scheme, and they will draw strength from your advocacy. Therefore, come
today to the Pub-lic Zone. The Whispers fly from Waunisse aboard the Sea Disk; their time of
arrivd is high noon and they will speak from the Pedestal.”

Jantiff listened gpatheticaly while the megaphones broad-cast a second and yet a third repetition of
the message. For an ingant, while the echoes died, Digerferact hung suspended in an unnaturd sllence;
then the customary tumult returned.

Jantiff rose to a kneding position, peered right and left from his cranny, then, finding nothing to foster
his anxieties, he stepped out into the flow of pleasure-seeker& At a nearby refreshment booth he
exchanged a token for a sl of fried kelp. Leaning againg a wdl he consumed the crisp, if ingpid,
gtrands, then for want of a better destination he wandered eastward toward the Public Zone, or the Feld
of Voices, as it was sometimes called. The cursar returned with the Whispers aboard the Sea Disk; he
would not be likdly to return to the Centrdity before the Whispers departed for Numenes: so there was
time enough for Jantiff to hear the remarks of the Whispers, perhaps at close range.

Jatiff sauntered eastward, across Digerferact and the mud flats beyond, over the Whery Sough
Bridge and out upon the Public Zone: an expanse a mile long and dmogt as wide. At regular intervas
poles rose high to support quatrefoil megaphones, each pole likewise displaying a numerica code to
assg in the arrangement of rendezvous. Almost againg the eastern boundary a pylon, held doft a circular
platform under a glass parasol: this was the so-called “Pedestal.” Be-yond spread the scarred grounds of
the space-port.

By the time Jantiff crossed over the Whery Sough Bridge, folk by the thousands were migrating
across the fidd, to pack into a vita sediment around the Pedestal. Jantiff was annoyed to find that he
could approach, no closer than a hundred’ yards to the Pedestal, which would hardly dlow him an
inti-mate ingpection of the Whispers.

As Dwan rose toward the zenith, crowds debouched from Unciba River in a solid mass, to disperse
and gft across the Zone, until presently no further increment was possible: the Zone was occupied to its
capacity and, past. Those ariving on Uncibd River could not dight, but must continue into the
round-about, and return the way they had come. On the Zone folk stood ebow to ebow, chin to
shoulder. A sour-sweet odor arose’ from the crowd to drift away on airs from the sea. Jantiff recaled his
fird impressons of Arrabus, upon debark-ing from the spaceship: at last he could identify that odor
which then had caused him puzzZlement and perhaps a trace of revulsion.

Jantiff attempted to cdculate the number of persons sur-rounding him, but became confused: the
number was suredly somewhere among the millions ... He fdt a pang of claus-trophobic darm: he was
confined, he could not movel Sup-pose something prompted these millions of entities into a tampede? A
horrifying thought! Jantiff pictured tides of people surging over one another, risng and dimbing, a last to
topple and break in churning glimpses of arms, faces, legs ... The crowd produced a sudden mumble of
sound, as out over the water appeared the Sea Disk, inbound from Waunisse. The vessd veered over
the space-port, descended in a smart haf-spird and dropped to alanding near the Public Zone. The port
opened; an attendant stepped out, followed by the four Whispers: three men and a woman wearing
formd robes. Ignoring the crowd they disappeared into a subsurface wakway. Two minutes passed. Out
on the Zone gazes lifted to the platform at the top of the Pedestal.

The Whispers appeared. For a moment they stood looking over the crowd: four smdl figures
indiginct in the shade of the parasol. Jantiff tried to match them with the Whispers he had seen, on the
screen. The woman was Fausgard; the men were Orgold, Lemisge and Ddfin. One of the men
spoke—which could not be discerned Gum below—and a thousand quatrefoil megaphones broadcast
hiswords.

“The Whispers are revivified by this contact with the folk of Unciba! We take nourishment from your
benevolence; it flowsin upon us like amighty tide! We shdl bring it forth when we confront the Connétic,
and the sheer power of egd-igtic doctrine shdl overcome every chdlenge!

“Great events are in the offing! At our noble Centenary we celeébrate a hundred years of
achievement! A new century lies before us, and succeeding, centuries in grand succession, each to ratify



anew our optimum syle of life. Egdiam shdl sweep Alastor Clugter, and dl the Gaean Reach! So much is
fore-ordained, if it be your will! Isit so?’

The Whisper paused; a somewhat perfunctory and even uncertain mutter of approval arose from the
crowd. Jantiff himsdf was puzzled. The tone of the address was not a dl consonant with the
announcement he, had heard that morning in Digerferact

“So beit!” declared the Whisper, and a thousand quatrefoil megaphones magnified his words. “ There
shdl be no turning back, or fdtering! Egdian forever! Man's great enemies are tedium and drudgery!
We have broken their ancient tyranny; let the contractors do the drudge for their lowly pittances. Egdism
shdl ensure the find emancipation of Man!

“So now your Whispers go forth to Numenes, impeled by our composite will. We shdl take our
message to the Conna-tic and make our three important desires known.

“Hrg: no more immigration! Let those who envy us impose egdism on their own worlds!

“Second: Arrabins are a peaceful folk. We fear no attack; we intend no aggresson. Why then mugt
we subsidize the Connatic’s power? We require none of his advice, nor the force of his Whem, nor the
supervison of his bureaucrats. We will therefore require that our annud tax be reduced, or even
abolished.

“Third: our exports are sold at the cheap, yet the items we import come dear. Effectudly, we
subgdize those inefficent systems dill in force dsewhere. Bdieve this your Whispers dhdl press for a
new schedule of exchange between the token and the ozal; in fact, they should go at par! Is not an hour
of our toil equd to that hour worked by some whey-faced did-dler of, let us say, Zeck?’

Jatiff jerked his head and frowned in displeasure. The remarks seemed both absurd and
ingppropriate.

The megaphones rang on.

“Our Centenary is a hand. At Lusz we shdl invite the Connatic to vigt Arrabus, to join our fedtivd,
and appraise for himsdf our great achievements. If he declines, the loss is his own. In any case, we shdl
make our report to you at a greet rdly of the Arrabin egdigs. We now depart for Nu-menes;, wish us
wdl!” The Whispers raised ams in saute; the crowd responded with a polite roar. The Whispers
stepped back and disappeared from view. Several minutes later they emerged from the ingress kiosk o,
upon the space-port. A car awaited them; they entered and were conveyed to the great hulk of the
Spaceship Moan).

The crowd began to depart the fied, but without haste. Jantiff, now impatient, thrugt, Sdled and did
through the ob-structive masses to no great effect, and a full two hours elapsed before he managed to
squeeze aboard Uncibd River, swesting, tired and temper at the quick.

He rode directly to Alastor Centrdity. Entering the struc-ture he found behind the counter, not
Clode, but awoman tal and portly, with an imposng bust and austere fegtures. She wore a severe gown
of gray twill over a white blouse; her har was drawn to the back of her head and hdd in a hand-some
dlver dip. Asin the case of Clode, her place of origin was dearly other than Arrabus. She spoke in a
formd voice “Sir, how may .| asss you?’

“I mud see the cursar a once” said Jantiff. Out of reflex-ive habit he darted a nervous glance over
his shoulder. “The matter is most urgent”

The woman inspected Jantiff for a long five seconds, and Jantiff was made conscious of his
dishevded appearance. She answered in a voice somewhat crisper than before. “The cur-sar is not in his
office. He has not yet returned from Waunisse”

Jantiff stood rigid with disgppointment. “I expected him to-day,” he sad fretfully. “He was to have
returned with the Whispers. Is Clode here?’

The woman turned another searching ingpection upon Jantiff who became uneasy. She said “Clode is
not here. | an Aleda Glugter, clerk in the Connatic's service, and | can dis-charge any business which
you might have had with Clode.”

“| left a parcel with him, a photographic matrix, for de-livery to the cursar. | merdy wanted to assure
mysdf of its safety.”

“Thereis no such parcel inthe office; Clode Morre, | re-gret to say, is dead.”



Jatiff stared aghast, “Dead?’ He collected his wits. “How did this happen? And when?’

“Three days ago. He was attacked by a ruffian and stabbed through the throat. It istragic for usdl.”

Jantiff asked in a hollow voice: “Has the murderer been apprehended?’

“No. He has been identified as a certain Jantiff Ravensroke, of Zeck.”

Jantiff managed to blurt a question: “And the parcd | Ift is gone?’

“Thereis definitdly no such parcd in the office”

“Has the cursar been notified?”

“Naturdly! | telephoned him immediatdy at the Waunisse Centrality.”

“Then cal Waunisse now! If the cursar is there | mugt speak to him. The matter is most important, |
assure you.”

“And what name shdl | announceif heis there?”

Jantiff made a feeble attempt to wave the question aside. “It isredly of no great consequence.”

“Your name is of congderable consequence,” sad Aleda crisply. “Is it by any chance ‘Jantiff
Ravensroke 7’

Jatiff quailed before the searching inspection. He nodded meekly. “I am Jantiff Ravensroke. Bt |
am no murderer!”

Aleida gave him a levd glance of unreadable sgnificance and turned to the telephone. She spoke:
“Thisis Aleida, a Uncibd Centrdity. Is Cursar Bonamico anywhere at hand?’

A voice responded: “Cursar Bonamico has returned to Unciba. He departed this morning on the Sea
Disk, in com-pany with the Whispers.”

“Odd. He has not yet looked into his office”

“Evidently there has been some dday.”

“Yes, quite likdy. Thank you.” Aleida Gluster turned back to Jantiff. “If you are not the assassin, why
do the Mutuasings otherwise?’

“The Mutuds are mistaken! | know the murderer; he has influence with Contractor Shubart, who
contracts the services of the Mutuds. | am anxious to lay dl facts before the cur-sar.”

“Doubtless” Aleida looked past Jantiff through the glass pands of the front wdl. “Here are the
Mutuas now. You can place your informetion before them.”

Jantiff turned a glance of startled terror over his shoulder, to see two men in low black hats marching
in ponderous cer-titude across the compound. “No! They will take me away and kill me! | have urgent
news for the cursar; they wish to gifle me!”

Aleda nodded grimly. “ Step into the inner officer quickly now!”

Jantiff sped through the door into the cursar’s chamber. The door closed; Jantiff pressed his ear to
the panel to hear a measured thud of footsteps, then Aleida s voice “Sirs, how may | be of service?’

A resonant baritone voice spoke: “We wish to apprehend a certain Jantiff Ravensroke. Is he on the
premises?’

“You are the Mutuds,” said Aleida curtly. *Y ou must de-termine the facts for yoursdf.”

“The facts are these! For three days we have kept close watch on this place, fearful that the assassn
might attempt a second murder, perhaps on your own person. Now five minutes ago Jartiff Ravensroke
was seen ariving a the Agency. Cdl him forth, if you please, and we will take him into protective
custody.”

Aleda Gluger spoke in her coldest tones. “Jantiff Ravensroke has been accused of murder: this is
true. The vicim was Clode Morre, clerk in the Connatic's service, and the deed occurred upon the
extraterritorid grounds of Alastor Centrdity. Responghility for the detection and punishment of this
crime, therefore, is beyond the legd competence of the Mutuas.”

After a pause of ten seconds, the baritone voice spoke. “Our orders are definite. We must do our
duty and search the premises.”

“You shdl do nothing of the sort,” said Aleida Glugter. “At your firg move | will touch two buttons.
Thefirg will destroy you, through robot sensors; the second will cal down the Whem.”

The baritone voice made no response. Jantiff heard the measured thud of retreeting footsteps. The
door opened: Aleida looked in a him. “Quickly now, go after them; it is your only chance. They are



confused and return for orders, and they will find that—I waived extrateritoridity when | re-ported
Clode' s murder.”

“But where hdl | go? If | could get aboard, a spaceship, | have my passage voucher—"—

“The Mutudswill certainly guard the space-port. Go south! At Sdad’ there is a space-port of sorts;
go there and take passage for home.”

Jantiff grimaced sadly. “Bdad is thousands of miles avay.”

“That may wdl be. But if you stay in Uncibd, you will surdly be taken. Leave now, by the rear exit.
When you reach Salad, telephone the Agency.”

Jatiff had departed. Aleida Ouster gave her head a shake of outrage and indignation, and composed

amessge

To the Connatic at Lusz, from the Alastor Centraity at Uncibal, Arrabus.

Events are flying in dl directions here. Poor Jantiff Ravensroke is in terrible danger; unless
someone puts a stop, they’ll have his blood or worse. He is accused of avile crime but he is surely as
innocent as a child. | have ordered him south into the Weirdlands, despite the rigors of the way.
Cursar Bonamico is unfortunately nowhere to be located. | send this off in agitation, and with the
hope that help is on the way.

Aleida Glugter, Clerk The Alastor Centrality, Uncibal.

Chapter 10

With hunched shoulders and smouldering gaze, Jantiff rode Uncibd River west; away from the
space-port, away from Alastor Centrdity, away forever from the detestable Old Pink, where dl his
troubles had originated. Fragmented images whirled through his mind, churned by rage and by sck
misgivings a the prospect of traversng the Weirdlands. How far to Baad? A thousand miles? Two
thousand miles? An enormous distance, in any event, across aland of forests, mouldering ruins and great
duggish rivers, gleaming like quicksiiver in the Dwanlight ... Something tickled Jantiff’s mind: the mention
of an omnibus, its terminus at the Meta-lurgical Syndicate. Someone had joked of riding dl the way to
Bdad, so presumably a connection existed. Regrettably, trangportation came dear on Wyst when bought
with Arrabin tokens, of which Jantiff had but few in any case. Glumly he thought of his family amulet: a
disk of carved rose quartz on a st armstrap. Perhaps this might buy his passage to Baad.

So Jantiff rode across the waning afternoon, through the twilight and into the night. Diverting to the
Great Southern Adit he was carried dong the route of the bonterfesters. How far now seemed that
occasion, though only four days gone! Jantiff’s somach twisted at the recollection.

South through the fringes of the city he rode. Night had fdlen in earnest: a damp dark night by reason
of alow over-cast. Strands of cold mig blew dong the avenues of Didrict 92, and the overhead lamps
became eerie puffs of luminogty. Few folk were abroad at this time, and as the adit danted away from
the aty their number dwindled even further, so that Jantiff rode dmost done.

Theway climbed along dope; Uncibd, behind and below, became a ribbon of hezy light, streaming
far to the right and far to the left; then the way swung into Outpost Valey and Unciba was blotted from
Sgnt.

Ahead appeared the lights of the Metdlurgicd Syndicate.

The fence came to pardld the man-way, and the fat bolts of energy playing anong the strands were
more snister than ever through the darkness.

Mounds of ore, dag and dnter loomed againg the sky; a barge discharged ore into an underground
hopper, to create a dlatering roar. Jantiff watched in sudden interest. Presum-ably, after unloading the,
ore, the barge would return to the mines, somewhere in Blae, a the southern fringe of the Weirdlands.
Here was trangportation quick and cheap, if he could avall hmsdf of it. Jantiff moved to the side of the
way and stepped off. The barge did off and stationed itsdf under another hopper, again came a clatter as
materid poured into the barge. Jantiff appraised the Stuation. The fence no longer barred the way, but
between himsdf and the barge interposed an area illuminated by overhead lamps, he would surdly be
seen if he approached from the direction of the man-way.



Jantiff returned to the man-way and rode a hundred yards past the lighted area. Alighting once more,
he set off across the dark fidd, which was dank with seepage from the dag piles;, the mud released an
acrid reek as Jantiff trudged through. Curang under his breath, he approached the shadow side of the
mound, where the ground became somewhat fir-mer. Cautioudy Jantiff moved to where he could view
thefidd: just intime to see the barge lift and sweep away through the night.

Jantiff looked forlornly after the receding sdelights: there went his transportation south. He hunched
his shoulders againg the chill. Standing in the shadows he fet more aone than ever before in his life as
isolated and remote as if he were dready dead, or flogting done in the void.

He stirred himsdlf. No point slanding stupidly in the cold, though indeed he could see smdl scope for
anything better.

Lights did across the sky: another barge! It settled upon the discharge hopper, the operator leaning
from his cab to perceive sgnds ,from the hopper attendant.

The compartments tilted; out poured the ore with a rush and a rattle. Jantiff poised himsdf a the
ready. The barge did to a hopper near the dag pile; dag roared down the chute into the barge. Jantiff
bounded a best speed across the intervening area He reached the barge and cdlimbed upon a horizontd
flange at the base of the cargo bins. Grasping for a secure handhold, he found only verticd flanges, he
would lose his grip as soon as the barge lurched to a cross gust. Jantiff jumped, caught the upper lip of
the ore compartment; kicking and draining he hauled himsdf up, did over the lip into the compartment,
which jugt at this moment received its charge from the hopper above. Jantiff danced and trod this way
and that, and dimbed sprawling across the dag and so managed to avoid burid. In the cab the operator
turned his head; Jantiff threw himsdf flat. Had be been seen? ... Evi-dently not. The loaded barge lurched
doft and did away through the darkness. Jantiff heaved a great shuddering Sgh. Arrabus lay behind him.

The barge flew a mile or two, then dowed and seemed to drift. Jantiff lifted his head in perplexity.
What went on? A lamp on top of the control cab illuminated the cargo area; the operator stepped from
his cab and walked astern dong the centrd catwak. He cdled harshly to Jantiff. “Wall, then, fdlow.
What's your game?’

Jantiff crawled across the dag until, gaining his feet, he was able to look up at the menacing figure. He
did not like what he saw. The operator was a notably ugly man. His face, round and pae, rested directly
upon a greet tun of atorso; his eyes were set far gpart, dmog riding the cheekbones. The nose, no more
then a button of gristle, seemed vadlly inade-quate for the ventilation of so imposng a body. The operator
repeated himsdf, in a voice as harsh as before “Wdl then: what's the game Haven't you read the
notices? We're sharp for restless custodees.”

“I'm no custodee,” cried Jantiff. “I’'m trying to leave Unci-bd; | only want to ride across Weirdland
into Blde”

The operator looked down in sardonic disbdlief. “What are you seeking in Mae? You'll find no free
wump for certain; everyone earns his keep.”

“I'm not Arrabin,” Jantiff explained eagerly. “I'm not even an immigrant; I'm a vistor from Zeck. |
thought | wanted to vist Wyst, but now I’'m anxious only to leave.”

“Wedl, | can bdieve you're no custodee; you'd know better than to ride the ore-barge. Can you
guess how you might have fared, had | not taken pity on you?’

“No, not exactly,” mumbled Jantiff. “I intended no harm.”

The operator spoke in a lordly tone. “Firg, to clear Daf-fledaw Mountains, | raise to three miles,
wherethe ar ischill and the' clouds are shreds of floating ice. So then, you freeze rigid and die. No, no,
don't argue, I’ ve seen it happen. Next. Where do you think | take thisdag? To be set into a tiara for the
contractor’s lady? No indeed. | float over Lake Nernan, where Contractor Shubart builds his ramp. |
turn up the compartments; out pours the dag, and your frozen corpse as wdll, to fdl a mile into the black
water. And what do you think of that?’

“l was not aware of such things” sad Jantiff mournfully. “Had | known, | would certainly have
chosen some other trangportation.”

The operator rocked his head briskly back and forth. “You're no custodee; thisis clear. They know
wedl enough what happens to illidt vagabonds.” The operator’s voice be-came somewhat more lenient.



“Wdl then, you'rein luck. nil fly you to Blde—if, you pay a hundred owls for the privi-lege. Otherwise
you can take your chances with the chill and Lake Neman.”

Jantiff winced. “The Arrabins robbed me of everything I own. | have nothing except afew tokens?

The operator stared down along grim moment. “What do you carry inthat sack at your belt?’

Jantiff displayed the contents. “FHfty tokens and some bits of kelp.”

The operator gave a groan of disgust “What good is such trash to me?” He wheded and marched
back dong the catwak toward the cab.

Jantiff sumbled and did in the loose dag as he tried to keep pace. “1 have nothing now, but my father
will pay; | as-sure you of this?”

The operator turned and scrutinized the compartments with exaggerated care. “I discern no one dse
whereisyour father? Let im come forth and pay.”

“Heisnot here, helives a Frayness on Zeck.”

“Zeck? Why did you not say s0?" The operator reached down and yanked Jantiff up to the catwalk.
“I'm a Gatzwan-ger from Kandaspe, which is not dl thet far from Zeck. The Arrabins? Madmen dl, and
dovens, aswdl. Into the cab with you; | marve to see a decent ditist in such aplight.”

Jantiff gingerly followed the operator’s grest bulk into the cab.

“St on the bench yonder. | was about to take a bite of food. Do you care to join me, or would you
prefer your kelp?’

“I will join you with pleasure,” said Jantiff. “My kelp has become a bit sde”

The operator set out bread, mest, pickles, and ajug of wine, then sgnded Jantiff to serve himsdf.

“You are a lucky men to have fdlen in with me, Lemid Swarkop, rather than certain others | could
name. The truth is, | despise the Arrabins and I'll ferry away anyone who warnts to leave, custodee or
not. There is a certain Booch, now Contractor Shubart’s persona chauffeur, but a one-time operator. He
shows a kind face only to obliging girls and even then isfickle—if oneisto bdieve histaes”

Jatiff decided not to mention his acquaintance with Booch. “1 am grateful both to you and to
Cassadense.®!

“Whatever the case,” said Swarkop, “the Weirdlands are no place for a person like yourself. No one
maintains order; it is every man for himsdf, and you mugt ether fight, hide, or run, unless you have a
submissve disposition.”

“I only want to leave Wys,” said Jantiff. “1 am going to the Baad space-port for this purpose only.”

“You may have along wait.”

Jantiff ingantly became darmed. “Why s0?’

‘Sdlad space-port is just a fidd beside the sea. Perhaps once a month a cargo ship drops down to
discharge goods for Baad township and Contractor Shubert; you'd be in great luck if you found a ship
to carry you toward Zeck.”

Jatiff pondered the information in gloomy slence. At last he asked: “How then should | return to
Zeck?

Swarkop turned him a wondering gaze. “The obvious choice is Unciba Space-port, where ships
depart each day.”

“True” said Jantiff lamdy. “There is dways that possbil-ity. | mug give it some thought.”

The barge did south through the night. Overcome by faigue, Jantiff drowsed. Swarkop sprawled out
on a couch to the sde of the cab and began to snore noigly. Jantiff went to look out the front windows,
but found only darkness below and the stars of Alastor Cluster above. Down to the sde a flickering light
appeared and passed abeam. Who might be abroad in that dark wilderness? Why were they showing so
late alight? Gypsies? Vagabonds? Someone logt in the woods? The light fdl astern and was gone.

Jantiff stretched himsdf out on the bench and tried to deep. Eventudly he dozed, to be aroused some
hours later by the thump of Swarkop’s boots.

Jantiff blinked and groaned, and reluctantly hunched him-sdf up into a gtting postion. Swarkop
washed his face at the basin, gurgling, blowing and snorting like a drowning animd. A bleary gray light
gave substance to the interior of the cab. Jantiff rose to his feet and went to the forward window. Dwan
hed not yet appeared; the sky was a sullen mottled gray. Below spread the forest, marked only by an
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occasond glade, out to aline of hillsin the south.

Swarkop thumped a mug of tea down in front of Jantiff. He peered down at the landscape. “A
dreary morning! The clouds are dank as dead fish and the Sych is the mogt dismd of forests, fit only for
wild men and witched” He raised his hand and performed a curious set of Sgnds Jantiff eyed him
askance but delicately forbore comment. Swarkop said heav-ily: “When a wise man lives in a strange
place he uses the cusoms and bdieves the bdiefs of that place, if only as sens-ble precaution. Each
morning the wild men of the Sych make such signs and they are persuaded of the benefits, why should |
dispute them, or despise what, after dl, may be avery prac-tical technique?’

“Quite true” said Jantiff. “This seems a sensble point of view.”

Swarkop poured out more tea. “The Sych guards a thou-sand secrets. Ages ago this was a. fruitful
countryside; can you believe it? Now the palaces are covered with mold.”

Jatiff shook his head in awe. “It seems impossible”

“Not to Contractor Shubert! He intends to break the forests and open up the land. HEl establish
farms and homesteads, villages and counties, and then helll make him-sdf King of the Weirdlands. Oh,
he has a taste for pomp, does Contractor Shubart; never think otherwise!”

“It seems an ambitious program, to say the least.”

“Ambitious and expengve. Contractor Shubert milks a golden stream from the Arrabin teat, so
there’'s no lack of mots. Oh, I'll fly his barges and work to his orders, and someday I'll be Viscount
Swarkop. Booch no doubt will or-dain himsdf Duke, but that’ s nothing to me, so long as he keeps to his
own domain. Ah well, that's dl for the future” Swarkop pointed to the southeast. “There—Lake
Neman, where Contractor Shubert builds his causeway, and where | must rdinquish your company.”

Jantiff had hoped for trangportation dl the way to his des-tination. He asked despondently, “And
then how far to Baed?’

“A mere fifty miles no great matter.” Swarkop put a plate of bread and meet before him. “ E&t; fortify
yourself againg the promenade, and please do not mention my namein

Bdad! The news of my dtruism would soon reach the Con-tractor’s manse and | might be deprived
of my title”

“Naturdly, I'll say nothing whatever!” Jantiff gumly addressed himsdf to the food; the next med
might be long in coming. He voiced a forlorn hope: “Perhaps | can somehow secure passage out of Baad
on acargo ship?

“Mogt unlikdy. Cargo ships rgject dl passengers. Otherwise starmenters dressed like tourists would
take passage, destroy captain and crew and whisk their booty away across space. Anywhere in the
Primarchict®2 a cargo ship sdisfor amillion owls and no questions asked. And you may be sure that the
shipping lines are well aware of this | suggest thet you dismiss Baad Space-port from your plans.”

Jantiff looked out across the dour forest he must traverse afoot: dl to no purpose if Swarkop were to
be believed. At Bded be was further removed than ever from his passage home. Stll, under the
circumgtances, what better options had been open to him? He sad tentatively: “Perhaps | could
per-suade you to ddiver a message to the cursar in Unciba? The matter is of great importance.”

Swarkop's eyes bulged in dishdief. “You suggest that | ride that vile man-way into Unciba? My
dear fdlow, not for a hundred ozold You mug transmit your messages by tele-phone, like everyone
dse”

Jantiff hastened to agree. “Yes that's the best idea, of coursel” He stood asde as Swarkop
manipulated contrals; the barge danted down upon Lake Neman: a great gash across the wilderness
brimming with black water and never more than two or three miles wide. Swarkop brought the barge to
ahdt and thrugt alever: dag poured down upon the end of a dike dready hdf across the lake.

“Theplanisto strike aroad from Balad across the Sych to Lake Neman, thence to the head of the
Buglas River, then across the Dankwold; or perhaps Shubart intends to blast through the Dallledaws;
yes, that must be the case, Snce I've carried Sx greet cargoes of frack north to Unciba Depot—enough
to pulverize Zade Mountain and cut a new Dinklin River gorge.”

“It seems a tremendous project.”

“True, and quite beyond my understanding. But then | am Lemid Swarkop, hirding, while Shubart is
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Grand Knight and Contractor, and there the matter rests.”

Swarkop dowered the barge to the base of the causeway. Throwing open the cab door, he leaned
out to ingpect the countryside. The air was cold and 4ill; Lake Neman lay fla as a black mirror. “The
day will befine” declared Swarkop with a heartiness Jantiff refused to find infectious. “Trudging the Sych
inthe rainis not good sport. Good luck to you, then! Ffty milesto Bdad: two days easy journey, unless
you are delayed.”

Jantiff’s ear discovered darming overtonesin the remark. “Why should | be delayed?”’

Swarkop shrugged. “I could lay forth a thousand ideas and dill fdl short of redity. Giamparal® will
dispose”

“Is there an inn dong the way where | might rest the night?’

Swarkop pointed to the shore of the lake. “Notice that tumble of milk-stone; it marks a grand resort
of the ancient times, when lords and ladies ddlied up and down the lake in barges with carved Slver
screens and velvet sals. Then there were inns dong the road to Baad. Now you'll find only a
roadmender’s hut just past Gant Gap; useit at your own risk.”

“Rik’?" cried Jantiff. “Why should there be risk?’

“The roadmenders sometimes set out traps to artle the witches. The witches sometimes leave
hdlucinations to dartle the roadmenders. Build four blazing fires againg the gaunch; lie down in the
middle and you'll be safe until morning. But keep the fires flaming high.”

“What isa gaunch?’ asked Jantiff, looking dubioudy aong the edge of the forest.

‘ “That question is often asked but never answered. The witches know but they say nothing, not even
to each other.” Swarkop mused a moment. “I suggest that you put the matter out of your mind. You'll
know the gaunch when you meet him face to face. If you do not do so the matter becomes moot. Fire is
sdd to be a deterrent, if it blazes higher than the creature cares to step, and there ismy best advice.”

Swarkop bundled up what remained of his provisons and thrugt the pack upon Jantiff. “You'll find
plums, kakajous and boneybuttons dong the way. But don't stedl so much as a tur-nip from the farmers:
they’ll take you for a witch and hunt you down with their wurgles. Once agan: good luck.” Swarkop
backed into the cab and closed the door. The barge lifted and did off across the lake.

Jantiff watched until the barge disappeared into the dis-tance. Swinging around, he scrutinized the
edge of the forest but found only dark foliage and darker shadows. He squared his shoulders to the road
and trudged off south toward Baled.

Chapter 11

Dawn, rigng into the sky, projected Jantiff’s shadow aong the road ahead of him; as in Arrabus the
light seemed to shimmer with an over-saturation of color. In these middle latitudes haf around the curve
of Wy4t, the effect if anything seemed emphasized, and Jantiff fancied thet if he were to ex-amine one of
the light spatters, where aray struck down through the foliage, he would find innumerable points of color,
asif from ten million microscopic dew drops ... He recaled hisfirs wonder at the light and the simulaion
it had worked on him; samdl benefit had he derived! In fact, to the contrary: his sketches and depictions
had set in motion those events which were the source of dl his troubles! And the end not yet in sght!’ At
least from. Baled he could tele-phone the cursar, who would certainly provide him transpor-tation back
to Uncibd and safe access through Unciba Space-port. And Jantiff, marching south at a brisk stride,
be-gan to take an interest in the landscape. When eventudly he returned to Zeck, what wonderful taes
he would be able to tdl!

The road led up along dope through sprawling heavy-holed trees, then breasted a low ridge. Ahead
lay forest and yet more forest: trees indigenous and exotic, some perhaps tracing a lineege back through
the Gaean Reach, dl the way to Old Earth itsdf! Jantiff’s imagination was gtirred; he imagined himsdlf
ariving a Alpha Gaea Space-port on Earth, with fabulous dities and unimaginable antiquities awaiting his
in-spection! How much would it cost? Two or perhaps three thousand ozols. Where would he ever gan
S0 much money? One way or another; nothing was impossible. First: a safe re-turn to Zeck!

Beguiling himsdf with fancies and prospects, Jantiff put miles behind him, waking with long steady
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grides. When Dwan reached its zenith, little more than hdfway up the sky to the north, Jantiff halted
besde arivulet and ate a portion of his provisons. For the moment, at least, the forest seemed placid and
devoid of menace. How far had he come? Ten miles at least ... Hfty yards dong the road a group of
aght folk emerged from the forest. Jantiff tensed, then decided to st quiely.

Three of the folk were women in long gowns, and three were men, wearing black vests over pae
green pantaloons, one was a child and another a dripling. All were blond; the child's hair was flaxen.
Upon spying Jantiff the group came to awary hdlt, then, neither spesking nor meking signds, they turned
and went off aong the road to the south, the sripling and the child bringing up the rear.

Jatiff watched them go. From time to time the child looked back, whether or not by reason of
indruction, Jantiff could not determine, snce the child made no comment to its elders. They rounded a
bend and were logt to view.

Jantiff immediately jumped to his feet and went to that spot where the witches had emerged from the
forest A few yards off the road he saw a tree burdened with plump purple fruit. Jantiff restrained himsdlf.
The witches might or might not have been edting the fruit; perhaps it carried a venom which must be
disodled by cooking or other treatment ... Jantiff proceeded on his way, and a his previous gait,
uncon-cerned whether or not he might overtake the witches. They had shown no hint of hodtility, and
aurely, they could appre-hend no threat from him. But when presently he commanded a view dong the
road the witches were nowhere to be seen.

Jantiff \walked steadily onward, his strides becoming dower and his legs beginning to ache as the
afternoon waned. As Dwan angled low into the northwest the land heaved up ahead in aline of stony juts
and retreating gullies. On a promontory overlooking the road the ruins of a great paace lay tumbled
among a dozen black tzung trees: a dolorous place, thought Jantiff, no doubt a rendezvous for melancholy
ghosts. He hastened past with dl the speed his legs could provide: up a guich where a amdl river
bounded back and forth between rocks—Gant Gap, Jantiff decided. It was a place dark and cold; he
was pleased to emerge upon a meadow.

Dwan dmog brushed the horizon. Jantiff looked in dl directions for the shed Swarkop had
mentioned, but no such structure could be seen. Lowering his head he set off once more dong the road,
as the ladt rays of DwarHlight played across the meadow. The road ,entered a new forest, and Jantiff
hunched dong in the gathering darkness, assured that he had passed the shed by.

A waft of smoke reached his nodrils Jentiff stopped short, then walked dowly forward and presently
saw a spark of firelight fifty yards ahead.

Jantiff approached with great caution and looked out upon a amdl meadow. Here, in fact, was the
shed: a crude struc-ture set thirty yards back from the road. Around the fire sat eight folk: three men of
widdy disparate age; three women, equdly various, a boy of four or five and a gl somewhat past her
adolescence. These were evidently the folk Jantiff had seen earlier in the day: how had they arrived so
soon? Jantiff could not fathom their speed; they dearly had been a rest for at least an hour. He studied
them from the shadows. They seemed neither uncouth nor horrid, after the reputed witchling style; indeed
they seemed quite ordinary. Jantiff re-called that their far ancestors were the nobility whose palaces lay
shattered across the Weirdlands. All were blond, ther har ranging from flaxen through pale brown to
dusty umber. The girl in particular seemed amost comely. A trick of the firdight? Perhaps one of her
hdlucinations or glamours?

None spoke; dl stared into the fire asif degp in medita-tion.

Jantiff stepped forward. He attempted a hearty greeting, but achieved only a rather reedy “Hdlo!”

The smdl boy troubled to turn his head; the others paid no heed.

“Hdlo there!” cdled Jantiff once more, and stepped for-ward. “May | join you & your fire?’

Certain of the folk gave him a brief inspection; none spoke.

Accepting the absence of active hodility as an invitation, Jantiff knelt down beside the blaze and
warmed his hands. Once again he essayed conversation: “I'm on my way to Baled where hopefully I'll
take passage offplanet. I'm a stranger to Wy4, actudly; my home is Zeck, out dong the Famifer. | spent
afew months in Unciba but had quite enough of it. Too many people, too much confuson ... | don't
know if you've ever vidted there ....” Jantiff’s voice dwindled off to slence no one seemed to be



ligening. Odd conduct, to be sure!l Wdll, if they preferred slence to conver-sation they were wel within
ther rights. If these were truly witches, they might know myderious means to communicate without
sound. Jantiff ft a tingle of awe; covertly he in-spected the group, fird left, then right. Ther garments,
woven from bast and dyed varioudy green, pink or pae brown, were servicegble forest wear; in the
place of hats the men wore kerchiefs, the women's hair fdl loosely over the ears. Each had gilded his or
her fingernails so that they glinted in the firdight. Otherwise they displayed no ornaments, taismans or
amulets. Whatever myderies they controlled, their methods were not obtrusive. Apparently they had
supped; a cooking pot rested upside down on a bench, and aso a platter with fragments of killet cake.

Emboldened by the acceptance of his presence, Jantiff put forward: “I am very, hungry; 1 wonder if |
might finish off the skillet cake?’

No one seemed to care one way or another. Jantiff took a modest portion of the cake and ate with
good appetite.

The fire began to burn low; the girl rose to her feet and went to fetch logs She was dender and
graceful, so Jantiff noticed; he legpt to his feet and ran to assist her, and it seemed that her lips twitched in
an dmaost imperceptible amile. None of the others paid any heed, save the amdl boy who watched rather
Sernly.

Jantiff ate another piece of killet cake, wondering mean-while whether the group planned to deep in
the shed .... The door was closed; perhaps they feared the roadmenders' tricks.

Thefire glowed warm; the slence soothed; Jantiff’s eyelids drooped. He fdl adeep.

By dow and fitful degrees Jantiff awoke. He lay on the ground, cramped and cold; the fire had burnt
down to em-bers. Jantiff peered through the darkness, no one was vishle: the witches were gone.

Jantiff sat up and hunched over the cods. A spatter of cold rain fdl againg his face. Laborioudy he
rose to his feet and stood swaying in the darkness. Shelter would be most wel-come. Dubioudy he
considered the shed; it should be in yon-der direction.

Groping through the darkness, he found the plank wals, and sdled to the door. The laich moved
under his hand; the door creaked gjar. Jantiff’s heart jerked at the sound, but no one, or nothing, seemed
to notice. He listened. From indde the hut: slence. Nether breaething, nor movement, nor any of the
sounds of deep. Jantiff tried to step forward, but found that he could not do so: his body thought better
of the idea.

For a minute Jantiff stood wavering, every indant less dis-posed to enter the hut. There was
something within, said a mid-region of his brain; it would seize him with a horrible babbling sound. So in
his childhood had gone a remembered nightmare, perhaps, an anticipation of this very moment. Jantiff
backed away from the door. He sumbled off to where he and the gifl had gathered firewood, and
presently found dead branches which he brought to the embers. After great effort he blew up the fire and
findly achieved a heartening blaze. Warm once more he sat down, resolved to remain awake. He turned
to look at the hut, now visblein the firdight. Through the open door nothing could be seen. Jantiff quickly
averted his gaze, to avoid giving offense .... His mind wandered; his eyes closed .... A cresking sound
brought him sharply awake, Someone had closed the door to the shed.

Jantiff jerked up to his knees. Run! Take wild and ingant flight! The hysterica animd within himsdlf
keened and raved .... But run where? Off into the darkness? Jantiff fetched more wood and built up the
fire, and no longer was he urged to deep.

A dank light seeped into the sky. The meadow took on substance. Beside the guttering fire Jantiff
was like a figure carved from wood. He dtirred up the fire, feding ancient as the world itsdf, then rose
diffly to his feet and ate the last of his bread and meet. He turned a single incurious glance toward the
shed, then trudged somberly away toward the south.

Hafway through the morning the overcast lifted. Lambent Dwan-ight burst down upon the landscape
and Jantiff’s spir-its lifted. Already the events of the previous night were did-ing from his mind, like the
episodes of a dream.

The road crossed ariver; Jatiff drank, bathed his face, and ate berries from a low-growing thicket.



For ten minutes he rested, then once again went hisway.

Gradudly the land altered. The forest thinned and sheered back from stony meadows. At noon Jantiff
encountered a lane leading away to the right, and thereafter amilar lanes left the road every mile or so.
Jantiff walked across a wild stony land, grown over with coarse shrubs and land coras. To his left the
forest continued into the southeast dark and heavy as ever.

During the middle afternoon he came upon a farmstead of modestly prosperous appearance. A
young man of his own age worked behind a fence whitewashing the trunks of young fruit trees. He stood
erect at Jantiff’s approach, and came to the fence to secure a better view: a sturdy fdlow with a nar-row
long-nosed face and deek black hair tied in three tufts. Jantiff gave him a courteous greeting, then, not
caing for the farmer’ s expression of sardonic bewilderment, continued aong his way.

The farmer’s curiogity, however, was not to be denied. “Hola therel Hold up a minutel”

Jantiff paused. “Are you addressng me?’

“Naturdly. Is anyone ese present?’

“I believe not.”

“Wel, then! You're not of these parts certainly.”

“True” said Jantiff coldly. “I am avigtor to Wyst. My homeis Frayness on Zeck.”

“l don’t know the place. Stll | daresay there are millions of chinks and burrows about the Cluster of
which | know nothing.”

“No doubt thisisthe case.”

“Wdl then—why are, you waking the Sych Road which leads nowhere but to Lake Neman?’

“A friend flew me out from Unciba and put me down a Lake Neman,” sad Jantiff. “I waked the
road from there”

“And what of the witches: did you see many? | am told a new tribe jus moved over from the
Hardumilet”

“l encountered a group of wandering folk, yes” said Jantiff. “They troubled me not at dl; in fact, they
seemed quite courteous.”

“So long as they forbore to feed you ther tainted® food you'rein luck.”

Jantiff managed a amile. “I am fadtidious about such things, | assure you.”

“And what will you do in these parts?’

Jantiff had prepared an answer to such a question: “T am a student traveling on a research fdlowship.
| wanted to vist Blde before returning home.”

The farmer gave a skeptica grunt. “You'll find nothing here to study; we are quite ordinary folk. You
might have studied to better effect & home.”

“Possbly s0.” Jantiff bowed diffly. “Excuse me; | mugt be on my way.”

“As you like, so long as you don't wander into the orchard among my good damsons, whether to
sudy or to meditate or just to groll, because beieve you're there to pilfer, and I'll loose Stanket on
you.”

“l have no intention of steding your produce,” said Jantiff with dignity. “ Good day to you.”

He continued south where the road skirted the damson or-chard; he noted clugters of fruit dangling
amaos within reach. He marched resolutely past, even though he was gpparently not under observation.

The land became settled. To the west spread cultivated lands farmstead after farmstead, with
orchards and fidds of cereal. To the east the forest thrust obdurately south, as heavy, tdl and dense as
ever. Jantiff presently saw ahead a clugter of ramshackle structures: the town Baled. To the right a group
of warehouses and workshops indicated the site of the space-port. Thefidd itsdf was barren of treffic.

Jantiff urged his weary legs to afind effort and moved at his best speed.

A dow ful river svung in from the—east; the road veered close to the Sych. Jantiff, chancing to look
off into the forest, stopped short, on legs suddenly numb. Twenty yards away, camouflaged by the light
and shadow, three men in black vests and pale green pantaloons stood motionless and glent, like
fabulous animals.

Jantiff stared, his pulse pounding from the gartlement; the three gazed gravedy back, or perhaps
beyond.
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Jantiff released his pent breath; then, thinking to recognize the men of the night before, he raised his
hand in an uncer-tain sdute. The three men, giving back no acknowledgment, continued to gaze ., or
past, Jantiff, as before.

Jantiff trudged wearily onward, away from the forest, across the river by an ancient iron bridge, and
findly arrived at the outskirts of Baled.

The road broadened to become an avenue fifty yards wide, running the length of the town. Here
Jatiff hated, to look gumly this way and that. Badad was smdler and more primi-tive than he had
anticipated: essentidly nothing more than a wind-swept village on the dunes beside the Moaning Ocean.
Smdl shops lined the south sde or the main street. Opposite were a marketplace, a dilapidated hdl, a
dinic and dis-pensary, agreat barn of a garage for the repair of farmers vehicles, and a pair of taverns.
the Old Groar and the Cim-mery.

Lanes angled down to the river, where hdf a dozen fishing boats were moored. Cottages flanked the
lanes and over-looked the river which, a hdf-mile after leaving Baled, be-came a shdlow estuary and so
entered the ocean. A few pde dark-haired children played in the lanes, hdf a dozen wheded vehides
and apar of ground-hoppers were parked beside the Old Groar and as many near the Cimmery.

The Old Groar was the closest: a two-story structure, sin-ter blocks below and timber painted black,
red, and green above to, produce an effect of rather ponderous frivality.

Jantiff pushed through the door and entered a common room furnished with long tables and benches
and illuminated by panes of dusty magenta glass set high in the sde wadl. At thisdack hour of the day the
room was vacant of dl but seven or eght patrons, drinking de from earthenware vessds and playing
sanque.®

Jantiff looked into the kitchen, where a portly man, notable for a shining bald pate and a luxuriant
black mustache stood with a knife and brush, preparatory to deaning a large fish. His attitude suggested
peevishness, provoked by conditions not immediatdy evident. Upon looking up and seeing Jantiff he
lowered knife and brush and spoke in a brusque voice “Wel, Sr? How may | oblige you?’

Jantiff spoke in an embarrassed hdf-gammer: “Sir, | an a traveler from, off-world. | need food and
lodging, and since ] have no money, | would be pleased to work for my keep.”

The innkeeper threw down the knife and brush. His man-ner underwent a change, to become what
was evidently a norma condition of pompous afability. “You are in luck! The mad is hard a it, gving
birth, the pot-boy is likewiseill, perhapsin sympathy. | lack a hundred commaodities but work is not one
of them. There ismuch to be done and you may start at once. As your firg task, be so good as to dean
thisfish.”

Chapter 12

Fariske the innkeeper had not deceived Jartiff: there was indeed work to be accomplished. Fariske,
himsdf indined to ease and tolerance, neverthdess, through sheer force of cir-cumstances, kept Jantiff
congtantly on the move: scouring, sweeping, cutting, paring, serving food and drink; washing and deaning
pots, plates and utensls, husking, shdling and deaning percebs.

Jantiff was dlowed the use of asmdl chamber at the back of the second floor, whatever he chose to
egt and drink and a dally wage of two owls. “Thisis generous pay!” declared Fariske grandly. “Still, after
you perform the tail that | re-quire, you may think differently.”

“At the moment,” said Jantiff fedingly, “1 am more than satisfied with the arrangement.”

“So beit!”

On the morning after his arrival in Baled, Jantiff took him-sdf to the loca post and communications
office and there telephoned Alastor Centrdity a Unciba—a cdl for which, by Clugter law, no charge
could be levied. On the screen ap-peared the face of Aleida Gluger. “Ah ha hal” she exclamed in
excitement. “ Jantiff Ravensroke! Where are you?’

“Asyou suggested, | came to Balad; infact | arrived yes-terday afternoon.”

“Excdlent! And you will now take passage from the space-port?’

“I haven't gpplied yet,” sad Jantiff. “It may wdl be use-less. Only cargo ships put down here; and
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they take no pas-sengers, or so I’'mtold.”

Alada Gluger’s jaw dropped. “I had not considered this aspect of affairs”

“Inany event,” said Jantiff, “I must speak to the cursar. Has he returned to Uncibd?’

“No! Nor has he cdled into the officel It is mogt strange.”

Jantiff clicked his tongue in disgppointment “When he ar-rives, will you telephone me? | am a the
Old Groar Tavern. My businessis redly important”

“I will give im your message, certainly.”

“Thank you very much.”

Jantiff |eft the post office and hurried back to the Old Groar, where Fariske had aready become
petulant because of his absence.

The custom of the OId Groar comprised a cross-section of loca society: farmers and townspeople,
sarvants from the manor of Grand Knight Shubart (as he was locdly known), warehousemen and
mechanics from the space-port and the port agent himsdf: a certain Eubang. Jantiff found most of these
fok somewhat coarse and not atogether congenid, es-pecialy the farmers, each of whom seemed more
positive, stubborn and curt than the next. They drank Fariske’'s com-pound de and smoky spirits with
zed and ate decisvely. They derived neither expansion nor ease from ther drinking, and when drunk
became torpid. As a rule Jantiff paid little heed to their conversation; however, overhearing mention of
the witches, he asked a question: “Why do they never speak? Can anyone tdl me this?”

The farmers exchanged amiles a Jantiff’ signorance. “ Cer-tainly they can speak,” declared the oldest
and mogt amiable of the group, a person named Skorbo. “My brother trapped two of them in his barn.
Thefirg got away; the other he tied to the farrel-post and took the truth out of her | won't say how. The
witch agreed that she could talk as wel as the next person, but that words carried too much magic for
ordinary occasions, therefore they were never used unless magic was to be worked, as at that very
moment, o said the witch. Then she sang out arhyme, or whatever it might be, and Chabby—-that’s my
brother—fdt the blood rush to his earsin a burst and he ran from the bar. When he came back with his
vyret®’ the creature was waking away. He took am, and would you think it? The vyre exploded and tore
open his handd”

A farmer named Bodile jerked his head in scorn for the faly of Chab the brother. “No one should
use a vyre, nor any complex thing, againg a witch. A cudgd cut from a nine-year-old hawber and
soaked nine nightsin water which has washed no living hand: that’ s the best fend againgt witches.”

“l keep abesom of prickle-withe and it's never falled meyet,” said one named Sansoro. “I've lad it
out ready for use and Fm smarting up my wurgles, there's a new coven into Inkwood.”

“l saw some yesterday,” said Duade, a lanky young men with a great beak of a nose and crow-wing
eyebrows. “They seemed on the move toward Wemish Water. | shouted my curse, but they showed no
heste.”

Skorbo drained, hismug and st it down with a rap. “The Connatic should ded with them. We pay
our yearly stiver™ and what do we get in return? Fdlicitations and high prices. 1'd as soon spend my tax
on de. Boy! Bring another pint!”

“Yes ar.”

Nearby sat amanin asuit of fawn-colored twill, to match his sparse sandy hair. His shoulders were
heavy, but narrow and doping above a pear-shaped tom This was Eubang, the port agent, an outworlder
gppointed by Grand Knight Shubert. Eubang, a regular of the Old Groar, came every af-ternoon to Sp
ade, munch percebs and play sanque at a din-ket'™ a game, with whomever chose to chdlenge him. His
manner was equable, humorous, soft and sedate; his, lips con-gtantly pursed and twitched asif at a series
of private amuse-ments. Eubang now caled from a nearby table. “Never scurrilize the Connatic, friendd
He might be standing among us at this very minute. That’s his dearest habit, as we dl know quite wdl!”

Duade uttered a jeering laugh. “Not likdy. Unless he's this new sarving boy. But somehow | don't
see Janx in the part.”

“Janx” was a garbled mishearing of “Jantiff,” which had gained currency, around the tavern.

“Janx is not our Connétic,” Eubang agreed, with humorous emphasis. “I’ve seen his picture and | can
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detect the differ-ence. Still, never begrudge the Connatic's dtiver. Have you ever looked up into the
sky? You'll see the ars of Alastor clugter, dl protected by the Whem.”

Bodile grunted. “The diver is wasted. Why should star-menters come to Blae? There's nothing for
them to take; certainly not at my house.”

“Grand Knight Shubart isthe bait,” said Skorbo. “He sur-rounds himsdf with richness, as is his right;
but by the same token he now mus fear the Sarmenters.”

Duade grumbled: “We both pay the same giver! Who does the Whdm protect? Shubart? Or me?
Judice is remote.”

Eubanq laughed. “Take comfort! The Whem is not dl-powerful! Perhaps they will fal to guard the
Grand Knight, then your stivers are equaly misspent, so there you have your judtice after dl. And who is
for aquick go at the sanque board?’

“Not 1,” said Duade sourly. “The Connatic takes his diver; you take our dinkets, Bahevah only
knows by what set of ar-tifices. I'll play no more with you.”

“Nor |,” said Bodile. “I know a better use for my dinkets. Boy! Are the percebs on order?’

“In just afew minutes, Sr.”

Eubang, unable to promote a game, turned away from the farmers. A few minutes later, finding a lull
inhis work, Jantiff approached him. “I wonder, i, if you’'d be good enough to advise me”

“Certainly, within the limits of discretion,” said Eubang. “1 should warn you, however, thet free advice
isusudly not worth its cost.”

Jantiff ignored the pleasantry. “1 wish to take passage to Frayness on Zeck; thisis Alastor 503, as no
doubt you know. Isit possible to arrange this passage from the Balad spaceport?’

Eubang shook his head. “Ships dearing Baad invariably make for Hilp and then Lambeter, to
complete a drait of the Gorgon's Tusk.”

“Might | make connections from ether Hilp or Lambeter to Zeck?’

“Certanly, except for the fact that the ships putting down here won't carry you; they’re not licensed
to do so. Go to Unciba and take a Black Arrow packet direct.”

“l am bored with Uncibd,” Jantiff muttered. “I don’t want to set foot there again.”

“Then | fear that you must reconcile yourself to resdence in Blde”

Jantiff considered a moment. “I hold a passage voucher to Zeck. Could you issue me a ticket from
Bded directly through to Frayness, so that | could board the packet without going through Uncibd
Termind?’

Eubang's glance became shrewd and inquistive. “This is possible. But how would you travel from
Bded to Uncibd?’

“Is there no connecting service?’

“No scheduled commercid flights”

‘W, suppose you were making the trip: how would you go?’

“l would hire someone with a flibbit to fly me. Naurdly it wouldn't come cheap, as it's a far
distance.”

‘Wl then—how much?’

Eubang pulled thoughtfully at his chin. “I could arrange it for a hundred owls, that's my guess. It might
come more. It won't come less”

“A hundred ozol9” cried Jantiff in shock. “That's avast sum!”

Eubang shrugged. “Not when you consider what's involved. A man with a sound flibbit won't care to
work on the chegp. No more do |, for that matter.”

A cdl came from the farmers. “Boy! Service!”

Jantiff turned away. A hundred ozold Surdly the figure was excessivel At two ozols a day and not a
dinket wasted, a hundred ozols meant fifty days, the Arrabin Centenary would have come and gone!

No doubt the hundred owls included a substantia fee for Eubang, thought Jentiff glumly. Well, either
Eubang mug reduce his fee or Jatiff must earn more money. The firg proposition was far-fetched:
Eubang's paramony was some-thing of ajoke around the Old Groar. According to Fariske, Eubang had
arived at Baled wearing his fawn twill costume and never had worn anything else. So then: how to earn



more money? No easy accomplishment in view of the de-mands Fariske made upon histime.

So Jatiff reflected as he cleared a vacated table—He glanced resentfully toward Eubang, who was
deep in collo-quy with a person newly arrived at the Old Groar. Jantiff froze in his tracks. The new
arriva, a person large and heavy, with coarse black har, narrow eyes, a complexion charged with heavy
reeking blood, commanded locd impor-tance, to judge from Eubang's obsequious manner. His garments
by Bded standards were rather grand: a pae blue suit (somewhat soiled) cut in military style, black
boots; a black harness and a cap of black bast set off with a fine panache of slver bristles. He now
looked around the room, saw Jantiff, Sgnaled. “Boy! Bring de!”

“Yes, dr.” With a beating heart Jantiff served the table. Booch glanced at him again without any trace
of recognition. “Isthis Fariske' s old Dark Wort? Or the Nebranger?’

“It'sthe best Dark Won, Sr.”

Booch dismissed Jantiff with a brusgue nod. If he had so much as noticed Jantiff at the bonterfest, the
recollection ap-parently had dissolved. More reason than ever to leave Bdad, Jantiff told himsdf through
gritted teeth. A hundred ozols might turn out to be a dramatic bargain!

Eubanq presently rose to his feet and took leave of Booth. Jantiff accosted hm near the door. “I
don't have a hundred ozols now, but I'll make up the amount as soon as possible”

“Good enough,” said Eubang. “I'll check the Black Arrow schedule, and we can set up definite
arangements.”

Jantiff made a haf-hearted proposd: “If you could get me away sooner, I'd pay you as soon &s |
arived on Zeck.”

Eubanqg gave an indulgent chuckle. “Zeck is far from Baed; memories sometimes don't extend such
distances.”

“You could trust me! I’ve never cheated anyoneinmy life”

Eubanq raised his hand in alaughing disclaimer. “Never-theless and not withstanding! | invariably do
businessin proper fashion, and that means ozols on the barrel head!”

Jantiff gave a morose shrug. “I’'ll see what | can do. E—who is your friend yonder?’

Eubanqg glanced back across the room. “That's the Respect-able Buwechluter, usudly known as
Booch. He' s factotum to Grand Knight Shubert, who happens to be offplanet at the moment, so Booch
takes his ease at the manor and regdes us dl with his blood-curdling anecdotes. Step smartly when he
cdlshis order and you'll find no difficulties”

“Boy. cdled out Booch at this moment. “Bring a double order of percebs!”

“Sorry, Sr! No percebs I€ft; we ve had arun on them to-day.”

Booch uttered a curse of disgust. “Why doesn't Fariske plan more providentidly? Wl then, bring
me adice of good fat grump and a haf-pound of haggot.”

Jantiff hastened to do Booch's bidding, and so the evening progressed.

The patrons departed a last and went ther ways through the misty Blde night. Jantiff cleared the
tables, set the room to rights, extinguished lights and gratefully retired to his room.

Taking dl with dl, Jantiff had no fauit to find with the Old Groar. But for his anxiety and Fariske's
importunities, he might have taken pleasure in Baed and its dim, strange sur-roundings. He was aroused
ealy by Pdinka, Fariske's robust daughter, who then served him a breskfast of groats, sausage and
blackmold tea. Immediady thereafter he swabbed out the common room, brought up supplies from the
cdlar and smartened up the bar in preparation for the day’s business. After his third day a new task was
required of Jantiff. In rain or shine, mis or storm, he was sent out with a pair of buck-ets to gather the
day’s supply of percebs from the offshore rocks. Jantiff came to enjoy this particular task above dl
oth-ers, in spite of the uncertain weather and the chill water of the Moaning Ocean. Once beyond the
immediate precincts of Balad, solitude was absolute, and Jantiff had the shore to himsdif.

Jantiff’s usud route was eastward dong Dessmo Beach, where hdf-sunken platforms of rock
aternated with pleasant little coves. Dunes dong the shore-side supported a multitude of growths: purple
gart, puzzle-bush, ginger-tufts, cregping: jilberry, which squeaked when trod upon. Interspersed were
patches of dlicanthus miniaure five-pronged radiants of a Suff Re frosted glass, stained gpparently a
random in any of a hundred colors. Here and there granat trees twisted and humped to the wind, with



limbswildly askew like harridans in flight. When Jantiff looked south across the ocean, the near horizon
never faled to gartle him with the illuson that he stood high in the ar. The wet days were undeniably
dreary; and when the wind blew strong, the ocean swels toppled ponderoudy over the rocks, and
sometimes Jantiff douched empty-bucketed back to the Old Groar.

On fine days the ocean sparked and scintillated to the Dwan light; the gart glowed like purple glass,
and the sand benesth Jantiff's feet seemed as clean and fresh as at the be-ginning of time and Jantiff,
swinging his buckets and breath-ing the cool st air, fdt that life was wdl worth living, despite every
conceivable tribulation.

Hdfway dong the Dessmo headland an am of the Sych swung out and approached the ocean. Here
Jantiff discovered a dilgpidated shack, haf-hidden in the shadows of the forest. The roof had dropped;
one wall had collapsed; the floor was buried under the detritus of years. Jantiff prodded here and there
with a gtick, but found nothing of interest.

One day Jantiff walked to the end of the headland: a mas-Sve tongue of black rock protecting a
dozen swirling pools of chilly water inits lee. Exploring these pools Jantiff found quantities of excelent
percebs, induding many of the prized corond variety, and thereafter Jantiff visited the area daily. Passing
the old hut, he occasondly troubled to fit a stone or two back into the wall, or clear an armload of litter
from the interior. One sunny mormning he circled the headland and re-turned to Bdad dong the shore of
Lulace Sound, and s0 ob-tained a view of Lulace, Grand Knight Shubart’s manor, a the back of an
immeculate formal garden. Jantiff paused to ad-mire the place, of which he had heard a dozen marvelous
tdes. Immediately he noticed Booch sunning himsdf on a garden bench, and as he watched, a young
maidin black and red livery came out from the kitchen with a tray of refresh-ment& Booch, seemed to
make a facetious invitation, but the maid sdled nervoudy away. Booch reached out, to haul her back and
caught one of the red pompoms of her livery. The girl protested, pleaded and at last began to cry.
Booch's gd-lantry ingantly vanished. He gave the girl a buffet across the buttocks, to send her sumbling
and weeping toward the man-or. Jantiff took an impulsve step forward, ready to cdl out a reprimand,
but thought twice and held his tongue. Booch, chancing to notice him, jumped to his feet in a fury; Jantiff
was relieved that Sxty yards of water lay between them. He took up his percebs and hurried away.

Hdfway through the evening Booch appeared at the Old Groar. Jantiff went about his duties, trying
to ignore Booch's glowering glances. At last Booch sgnded and Jantiff ap-proached. “Yes, Sr?’

“Y ou were spying on me today. I’ ve hdf amind to shove your head in the cesspool.”

“l was not oying,” said Jantiff. “1 happened to be waking dong the shore with percebs for today’s
custom.”

“Don’'t walk that way again. The Grand Knight likes his privacy, and so do 1.”

“Did you wish to order?’ asked Jantiff with what dignity he could mugter.

“When | seefit!” growled Booch. “I have the feding that |’ ve seen your unwholesome face before. |
did not like it then, nor do | likeit now, so have a care”

Jentiff went giffly off about his duties.

In the corner of the room sat Eubang, who presently sg-naled to Jantiff. “What's your difficulty with
Booch?’

Jantiff described the episode. “And now he'sin arage”

“No doubt, and the, whole situation has curdled, since | intended Booth to fly you to Uncibd in one
of the Grand Knight' s flibhits”

Booch loomed over the table. “Thisis the person you want flown to Unciba?” A grin spread over his
face. “I'll be hagppy to take him doft, at no payment whatever.”

Nether Jantiff nor Eubang made response. Booch chuckled and departed the tavern.

Jantiff said bleskly: “1 certainly won't fly to Unciba with Booch.”

Eubang made one of his easy gestures. “Don’'t take him serioudy. Booth is bluff and blugter, for the
mos part. I've consulted the schedule and now I'll need your passage voucher. Do you have it with
you?’
“Yes, but | don't care to let it out of my hands”

Eubang smilingly shook his head. “There's no way to nego-tiate a firm reservation without it.”



Jantiff reluctantly surrendered the certificate.

“Very good,” sad Eubang. “You will depart Uncibd in three weeks aboard the Jervasian. How
much money do—you have, now?’

“Twenty ozols”

Eubanq clicked histonguein vexation. “Not enough! In three weeks you'll have at mogt eighty ozold
W, I'll Smply have to reschedule you for the Serenaic, in about Sx weeks.”

“But that will be after the Arrabin Centenary Fedtival!”

“Whet of that?’

Jatiff was slent a moment. “1 have business at Uncibd, but before the Centenary. Can’t you trust
me for twenty owls? As soon as I’'m home I'll send back whatever money islacking. | swear it!”

“Of course!” said Eubang wearily. “I beieve you, never doubt it! You are deadly in earnest—now.
But on Zeck there might be needs more urgent than mine here a this dismd little outpost. That is the way
things go. | fear that | must have the money in hand. Which dhdl it be? The Jervasian or the Serenaic?”

“It will have to be the Serenaic,” said Jantiff hollowly. “I smply won't have the money sooner.
Remember: under no circumstances will | fly with Booch.”

“Jud as you sgy. | can hire Bulwan'sflibbit and fly you mysdf. We'll plan on that basis”

Jantiff went off about his work. Six weeks seemed a very long time. What of the Arrabin Centenary?
He mug tele-phone Alastor Centrdity again, and yet again,, urtil findly he had unloaded dl his burden of
facts and suspicions upon the cursar ... From the distance of Balad, his notions seemed strange and odd:
incredible, redly—even to Jantiff himsdf. Might he have suffered a set of vivid paranoid ddusons?
Jantiff’s fath in hmsdf wavered, but only for a moment or two. He had not imegined Esteban’s
murderous attempts, nor the overheard conversation, nor the camera marix, nor the deeth of Clods
Morre.

During the course of the evening Jantiff noticed a plump pink-faced young man in the kitchen, and
just before dosing time, Fariske cdled him aside. “Jantiff, conditions have more or less returned to
normd, and I’m sorry to say that | mugt let you go.”

Jantiff stared aghast. At last he managed to sammer: “What have | done wrong?’

“Nothing whatever. Your work has been in the man satis-factory. My nephew Voris, nevertheess,
wants his pogtion back. Heisan idler; he drinks as much as he serves, ill, | mugt oblige him, or risk the
rough edge of my sster’s tongue. That is the way we do things in Baled. You may use your chamber
tonight, but | mugt ask you to vacate tomorrow.”

Jantiff turned away and finished the evening’s dutiesin afog of depression. Two hours before he had
been disturbed by a ddlay of Sx weeks, now how blessedly fortunate seemed that prospect!

The patrons departed. Jantiff set the room to rights and went off to bed, where he lay awake into the
gmd| hours.

In the morning Palinka awoke him at the usud time. She had never been whally cordid, and today
even less so. “I have been ordered to feed you afind breakfast, so bestir yoursdf; | have much ese to
do.”

Defiance trembled upon Jantiff’'s tongue, but second thoughts prevailed. He muttered a surly
acknowledgment, and presented himsdlf to the kitchen as usud.

Pdinka put before him his usud grud, tea, bread and conserve; Jantiff ate liglesdy and so aroused
Pdinka s impatience. “Come, Jantiff, eat briskly, if you please! | am waiting to clear the table”

“And | amwalting for my wages!” declared Jantiff in sud-den fury. “Where is Fariske? As soon as he
pays me, | will leave?’

Then you will be waiting the whole day long,” Pdinka re-torted. “He has gone off to the country
market.”

“And where ismy money? Did he not ingruct you to pay me?’

Pdinka uttered a coarse laugh. “It is too early for jokes. Fariske has made himsdf scarce hoping that
you would for-get your money.”

“Smdl chance of that! | intend to dam every dinket!”

“Come back in the morning. For now, be off with you!”



Jantiff |eft the Old Groar in asullen mood. For a moment he stood in the street, hands tucked into the
flaps of his jacket, shoulders hunched againg the wind. He looked east dong the street, then west, where
his eyes focused upon the Cimmery. Jantiff grimaced; he had logt dl zest for the tav-erns of Baad.
Nonetheless, he stled his jacket and saun-tered down the dreet to the Cimmery, where he found
Madame Tchaga, a short stout woman with an irascible man-ner, employed a a task Jantiff knew only
too wdl: scrubbing out the common-room. Jantiff addressed her as confidently as possible, but Madame
Tchaga, pausng not a stroke of the push broom, uttered a bark of sour amusement “The owls | take in
are not enough for me and mine I've no need for you. Seek esewhere for work; try the Grand Knight.
He might want someone to pare his toenails?

Jantiff returned to the street, where he considered Madame Tchaga' s suggestion.

From one of the side, lanes came Eubang on his way to his office at the space-port. At the Sght of
Jatiff he nodded and would have proceeded had not Jantiff eagerly stepped for-ward to accost him.
Here, &fter, dl, was the obvious solution to his problems!

Eubanq greeted him palitely enough. “What brings you out in this direction?’

“Fariske no longer needs me at the Old Groar,” said Jantiff. “Thismay be ablessing in disguise, since
you can surely put me to work at the space-port, hopefully at a much better wage.”

Eubang' s expression became digtant “Unfortunately not.

In truth, there s little enough work to keep my present crew busy.”

Jantiff’ s voice rose in frudtration. “Then how can | earn a hundred ozols?’

“l don't know. One way or another, you mug discover the money. Your voucher has been sent to
Uncba and you are booked aboard the Serenaic.”

Jantiff stared in congternation. “ Can't the passage be post-poned?”

“That’s no longer possible.”

“Can’'t you suggest something? What of the Grand Knight? Could you put a word in for me?’

Eubang started to make amdl sdling moves, preparatory to moving on past Jantiff. “The Grand
Knight is not in resdence. Booch now rules the roost, when he's not wenching or witch-chasng or
drinking dry the Old Groar vats, and he's not laidy to assist you. But no doubt your dilemmawill resolve
itsdf: happily, | hope. Good day to you.” Eubang went hisway.

Jantiff douched eastward dong the dreet: past the Old Groar to the edge of town and beyond.
Arriving a the seashore, he sat upon afiat stone and looked out across the ralling gray water. Morning
light from Dwan, collecting in the wave hollows, washed back and forth like quickslver. Sl-ver foam
broke around the rocks. Jantiff stared morosdy at the horizon and pondered his options. He might, of
course, try to return to Unciba and his refuge behind the Diger-feract privy—but how to cross the
thousand miles of wilder-ness? Suppose he were to sed one of the Grand Knight's flibbits? And
suppose Booch caught him in the act? Jantiff’s shoulder blades twitched. His best hope, as dways, lay
with the cursar. To this end he must make daily telephone cdls to Alastor Centrdity. In the morning he
would collect his wages from Fariske: a not too satisfactory sum which nonetheless would feed him for an
gppreciable period. Of more immedi-ate concern was shelter. An idea crossed his mind. He rose to his
feet and walked dong the shore to the ruined fisherman's shanty, if such it were. Without enthusasm he
examined the structure, dthough lie knew it wel dready, then set to work clearing the interior of trash,
dead leaves, and dirt.

From the forest he brought saplings which he arranged over the wals in a mat which was strong and
redlient but hardly waterproof. Jantiff considered the problem carefully. He had no money to spare for
conventiond roofing; a solution, therefore, mugt be improvised. The obvious fird attempt must be
thatch—and even thatch involved financid outlay.

Returning into Balad, Jantiff invested an ozal in cord, knife, and a disk of hard bread, then trudged
back to the shack. The time was now afternoon; there was no time to rest. From the beach he brought
armloads of seaweed, and lad it out into bundles. Some of the stalks were old and rot-ten, and smdled
of fetid sea life before Jantiff had farly started he was cold and wet and covered with dime Dog-gedly
ignoring discomfort he tied up the bundles and fixed them to his roof in staggered layers.

Sunsat found the job dill short of completion. Jantiff built a fire, washed himsdf and his garments in



the stream, and before the light had died, gathered a quart of percebs for his supper. He hung up his
clothes to dry, then huddled naked in the firdight, trying to keep warm on dl sides a once. Mean-while
the percebs baked in ther shdls, and Jantiff presently ate his supper of bread and percebs with a good
appetite.

Night had come; darkness cloaked both land and sea. Jantiff lay back and studied the sky. Since he
hed never learned the congelations as seen from Wyst, he could name none of the stars, but surdly some
of these blazing lights above him were famous places, home to noble men and beautiful women. None
could even remotely suspect that far below, on the beach of the Moaning Ocean, sat that entity known as
Jantiff Ravensroke!

Letting his mind wander free, Jantiff thought of al manner of things, and presently decided that he had
divined the soul of this odd little planet Wyst. On Wyst nothing was as it seemed: everything was just a
trifle askew or out of focus, or bathed in a mysterious quivering light. This qudity, Jantiff reflected, was
andogous to the persondity of a man. Un-doubtedly men tended to share the persondity of that world to
which they were born ... Jantiff wondered about his own world, Zeck, which had dways seemed so
ordinary: did vigtors find it odd and unusud? By andogy, did Jantiff himrsdf seem odd and unusud?
Quite conceivably this was the case, thought Jantiff.

Thefire burned down to embers. Jantiff rose diffly to his feet. His bed was only a heap of leaves, but
for tonight, at leadt, it would have to serve. Jantiff made a find survey of the beach, then took shdter in
his hut. Burrowing into the leaves, he contrived to make himsdf tolerably comfortable and presently fell
adeep.

At sunrise Jantiff crawled out into the open ar. He washed his face in the stream, and ate a few
mouthfuls of bread and cold percebs, by no means a heartening breakfast. If he were to stay here even
50 long as a week he would need pot, pan, cup, cutlery, sdt, flour, afew gills of ail, perhaps an ounce or
two of tea—at considerable damage to his meager store of ozols. But where was any rationd dternative?
Seep had darified his thinking: he would make a temporary sojourn in the but and telephone Alastor
Centrdity at regular intervas, sooner or later he mugt reach the cursar: perhaps today!

Jatiff rose to his feet, brushed the chaff and twigs from his clothes, and set out toward Balad.
Arriving a the Old Groar, he went around to the back and knocked at the kitchen door.

Pdinka looked forth. “Well, Jantiff, what do you want?’

“l came for my money; what els?’

Pdinka threw back the door and motioned him within. “Go tak to Fariske; there he Sits”

Jantiff approached the table. Partake puffed out his cheeks and, rasng his eyebrows, looked off to
the aide as if Jantiff thereby might be persuaded to go away. Jatiff seated himsdf in his old place and
Fariske was obliged to notice him. “Good morning, Jantiff.”

“Good morning,” said Jantiff. “I have come for my money.”

Fariske heaved aweary sgh. “Come back in a few days. | bought various necessities at the market
and now | am short of cash.”

“l am even more short than you,” cried Jantiff. “I intend to St in this kitchen and take my meds free
of charge until you pay me my wages.”

“Now, then!” said Fariske. “Thereis no cause for acri-mony. Painka, pour Jantiff a cup of tea”

“l have not yet taken breakfast; | would be glad to accept some porridge, were you to offer it.”

Fariske sgnded Pdinka “Serve Jatiff a dish of the coarse porridge. He is a good fdlow and
deserves specid trestment. What is the sum due you?’

“Twenty-four ozols”

“So much?’ excdamed Fariske. “What of the beer you took and the other extras?

“l took no beer, and no extras, as you wdl know.”

Partake glumly brought out hiswallet and paid over the money. “What must be must be.”

“Thank you,” said Jantiff. “Our relaionship is now on an even balance. | assume that the Studtion is
like thet of yester-day? Y ou ill have no need for my services?’

“Unfortunately true. As a matter of fact, | have come to , regret your departure. Voris suffers a
digenson of theleg veins, and is unable to collect percebs. The task therefore de-volves upon Pdinka”



“What!” cried Pdinka, in a passon. “Can | believe my ears? Am | suddenly so underworked thet |
can now while away my hours among the frigid waves? Think agan!”

“Itisonly for today,” said Fariske soothingly. “Tomorrow Voriswill probably fed fit.”

Pdinka remained obdurate. “Voris does not lack ingenuity; when his leg veins hed, he will contrive
new excuses: the counter needs waxing; ae has soured his ssomach; the waves thrash too heavily on the
rocks! Then once more the cry will ring out: ‘ Painka, Painkal Go out for percebs! Poor Vorisis

Pdinka struck a pan down upon the table in ringing emphasis. “For dl Jantiff’s oddities, at least he
fetched the percebs. Voris must learn from the example.”

Fariske attempted the cogency of pure logic. “What, after dl, is the fetching of a few percebs? The
day contains only so many minutes; it passes as wdl one way as another.”

“In that case, go fetch them yoursdlf!” Palinka took hersdlf off to indicate that the subject was closed.

Fariske pulled at his chin, then turned toward Jantiff. “Might you oblige me, for today only, by
bringing in afew percebs?’

Jantiff Spped histea. “Let us explore the matter infull de-tail.”

Fariske spoke pettishly: “My request is modest; is your re-sponse so hard to formulate?”

“Not a dl,” sad Jantiff, “but perhaps we can proceed fur-ther. As you know, | am now
unemployed. Nevertheless | am anxious to earn afew ozols”

Fariske grimaced and started to speak, but Jantiff hed up his hand. “Let us condder a bucket of
percebs. When shdlled and fried a bucket yieds twenty portions, which you sl for a dinket per portion.
Thus, a bucket of percebs yieds two ozols. Two buckets: four ozols, and so forth. Suppose every day |
were to ddiver to you the percebs you require, shdled and cleaned, a a cost to you of one ozol per
bucket? You would thereby gain your profit with no inconvenience for Painka, or yoursdf, or even
Voris”

Fariske mulled over the proposa, pulling a& his mustache. Pdinka, who had been ligening from
across the kitchen, once again came forward. “Why are you debating? Voris will never fetch percebs! |
a0 refuse to turn my legs bluein the swirling water!”

“Vey wdl, Jantiff,” said Fariske. “We will test the system for a few days. Take another cup of tea,
to dgndize the new reationship.”

“With pleasure,” said Jantiff. “Also, let us agree that pay-ments will be made promptly upon ddivery
of the percebs.”

“What do you take me for?" Fariske exclamed indig-nantly. “A man is only as large as his
reputation; would | risk so much for afew patry mollusks?”

Jantiff made a noncommitta gesture. “If we settle accounts on a day-to-day basis, we thereby avoid
confuson.”

“The issue is inconsequentia,” said Fariske. “A further matter: Snce you evidently intend to pursue
this businessin earnest, | will command four buckets of percebs from you, rather than the usud two.”

“l intended to suggest something of the sort mysdf,” said Jantiff. “1 am anxious to earn a good wage.”

“Youwill of course provide your own equipment?’

“For the next few days, at least, | will use the buckets, pries and forceps which you keep in the shed.
If there isany deterioration, | will naturaly make good the loss.”

Fariske was not indined to let the matter rest on a basis so informd, but Pdinka made an impatient
exclamdion. “The day iswdl advanced! Do you expect to serve percebs tonight? If so, let Jantiff go
about hisbusiness” Fariske threw his hands into the ar and stalked from the kitchen. Jentiff went to the
shed, gathered buckets and tools, and went off down the beach.

The day before he had marked a ledge of rock twenty yards offshore which he had never previoudy
explored, be-cause of the intervening water. Today he contrived a raft from dead branches and bits of
driftwood, upon which he supported the buckets. Immersng himsdf to the armpits, with a shuddering of
the knees and a chaitering of the teeth, Jantiff pushed the raft out to the ledge and tied it to a knob of
rock.

His hopes were immediady redized: the ledge was thickly encrusted with percebs and Jantiff filled
the buckets in short order.



Returning to the shore he huilt a fire, a which he warmed himsdf while he shelled and cleaned the
percebs.

The sun had hardly reached the zenith when Jantiff made his ddivery to the Old Groar. Fariske was
somewhat puzzled by Jantiff’s expedition. “When you worked for me, you used as much time to gather
two buckets, and they were not even shelled.”

“The conditions are not at dl comparable” sad Jantiff. “In-cidentdly, | notice tha the shed is
cluttered with broken furni-ture and rubbish. For three ozols | will order the confuson and carry the junk
to the rubbish dump.”

By dint of furious argument, Fariske reduced Jantiff’s price to two ozols, and Jantiff set to work.
From the discards Jantiff reserved two old chairs, a three-legged table, a par of torn mattresses, a
number of pots, canisters and dented pans. The ownership of these items, in fact, had been his prime
god, and he suspected that Fariske would have put an inordi-nate vaue upon the items had he requested
them directly. With considerable satisfaction Jantiff caculated the yidd of his day’s employment: Sx ozols
and the furnishing of his hut.

On the fallowing day, Jantiff went early to work. He gathered, shdled and cleaned seven buckets of
percebs. After ddivering the stipulated quota to Fariske, he took the remain-ing percebs to the Cimmery,
where he found no difficulty in sdling them to Madame Tchaga for three ozols.

Madame Tchaga was notable for her verbogty. Lacking any better company, she served Jantiff a
bowl of turnip soup and described the vexations inherent in trying to graify the tastes of a fickle and
unappreciaive clientele.

Jantiff agreed that her frudrations verged upon the insup-portable. He went on to remark tha the
prosperity of an inn often depended upon its cheerful ambience. Possibly a profu-son of flord desgns
upon the Cimmery’s facade and a de-picted procession of jolly townsfolk on along panel, per-haps to
be hung over the door, might enhance the rather bleak atmosphere of the establishment.

Madame Tchaga dismissed the idea out of hand. “All very wdl to tak about designs and depictions,
but who in Baled is capable of such cleverness?’

“Asamatter of fact, | am gifted with such talent,” said Jantiff. “Possibly | might find time to do certain
work dong these lines”

During the next hour and a hdf Jantiff discovered that Madame Tchaga, as a shrewd and relentless
negotiator, far surpassed even Fariske. Jantiff, however, maintained a de-tached and casud attitude, and
eventudly won a contract on essentidly his own terms, and Madame Tchaga even ad-vanced five ozols
for the purchase of supplies.

Jantiff went immediatdy to the generd store where be bought paint of various colors and severd
brushes. Returning to the street he noticed a plump heavy-faced man in fawn-colored garments
aoproaching a a lesurdy splay-footed gait. “Eubang! Just the person | want to see!” cdled Jantiff in a
jovid voice. “We now return to our origind plan!”

Eubang halted and stood in apparent perplexity. “What plan isthis?’

“Don’'t you remember? For a hundred 0zols—an exorbitant sum, incidentally—you are to convey me
to Unciba space-port intime for me to board the Sereniac.”

Eubanqg gave a dow thoughtful nod. “The hundred ozols naturdly are to be pad in advance You
understand this?’

“l foresee no difficulty,” sad Jantiff confidently. “I have on hand something over thirty ozols. My
arrangement with Madame Tchaga will net another twenty-two ozols, and | reg-ularly earn Sx or seven
owlsaday.”

“l am pleased to hear of your prosperity,” said. Eubanq courteoudy. “What is your secret?’

“No secret whatever! Y ou could have done the same! | sm-ply wallow around the ocean until | have
gathered seven buckets of percebs, which | clean and shdl and deliver to the Cimmery and the Old
Groar. Might you need a bucket or two for your own use?’

Eubanq laughed. “My taste is amply satisfied at the Old Groar. You might make your proposal to
Grand Knight Shubart. He is back in residence with a houssful of guests. Hell certainly require a supply
of percebs.”



“A good ideal So thenit'sdl clear for the Serenaic!”

Eubang amiled his somewhat distant amile and went his way. Jantiff paused to condgder a moment.
The sooner he earned a hundred ozols the better. The Grand Knight's ozols were as good as any, so
why not hazard a try?

Jantiff left off his paints in Fariske's shed, then set out dong the northern shore of Lulace Sound to
the Grand Knight's manor. Approaching Lulace he sensed bustle and activity where before there had
been somnolence. Keegping awary eye open for Booch, Jartiff went to the service en-trance at the back
of the building. A scullion fetched the chief cook, who made no difficulty about placing a continuing order
for two buckets every third day, a two ozols the buck-et; double Jantiff’s usud price, for a period of
twenty-four days. “The Grand Knight entertains important guests until the Centenary a Uncibd,”
explained the cook. “ Theresafter, dl will return to norma.”

“You can rdy upon me to satisfy your needs,” said Jantiff.

In amood dmost buoyant, Jantiff returned up the road to Balad. The hundred ozols were wdl within
his reach; he could confidently look forward to a comfortable passage home .... He heard the whir of
driven wheds and jumped to the sde of the road. The vehicle, guided by Booch, ap-proached and
passed. Booch's expression was rapt and glazed, his ropy lips drawn back in afoolish grin.

Jantiff returned to the road and watched the vehide recede toward Balad. Where would Booch be
going in such a fervor of anticipation? Jantiff proceeded thoughtfully into town. He went directly to the
telephone and once again cdled the Alastor Centrdity of Uncibdl.

Upon the screen appeared the face of Aleida Glugter. Her cheeks, once plump and pink, sagged;
Jantiff thought that she seemed worried and even unwdl. He spoke gpologeticaly. “Once again it's Jantiff
Ravensroke, and | fear that I'm a great nuisance.”

“Not at dl,” said Aleida Clugter. “It ismy duty to serve you. Are you dill at Baad?’

“Yes, and temporaily a least dl seems to be going well. But | must speak to the cursar. Has he
returned to Unciba?’

“No,” sad Aledain atense voice. “He has not yet re-turned. It is most remarkable.”

Jantiff could not restrain a peevish gaculation. “My businessis absolutely vitd!”

“l understand as much from our previous encounters,” said Aleida tartly. “I cannot produce him by
sheer effort of will. | wish | could.”

“| suppose that you' ve tried the Waunisse office agan?’

“Of course. He has not been seen.”

“Perhaps you should natify the Connatic.”

“| have dready done s0.”

“In that case there is nothing to do but wait,” sad Jantiff reluctantly. “A message to the OId Groar
Tavern will reach me”

“Thisis understood.”

Jantiff went out to stand in the wide man street. The weather had changed. Clouds hung heavy and
full, like great black udders, huge raindrops struck into the sandy dust Jantiff hunched his shoulders and
hurried to the Old Groar. With a confident step he entered the common-room, seated himsdf at a table,
and 9gnded Vorisfor amug of de.

Fariske, glancing through the kitchen door, saw Jantiff, and approached in a portentous manner.
“Janttiff, | am vexed with you.”

Jantiff looked up in wonder. “What have | done?’

“You are supplying percebs to the Cimmery. Thisis not conceivably a benefit to me”

“It is nether a benefit—nor a hindrance. Her patrons eat percebs like your own. If | falled to supply
them, someone ese would do s0.”

“Udng my buckets, my pry-bars, my forceps?’

Jantiff contrived a negligent laugh. “Redlly, atrivid mat-ter. The equipment is not damaged. | reserve
dl the best coronds for the Old Groar. No matter what fault your pa-trons may find, they will dways say:
Fariske's percebs, a least, are superior to those at the Cimmery.” So why do you complan?’

“Because | had hoped for your loydty!”



“Thet you have, naturdly.”

“Then why do | hear that you are about to pant that ram-shackle old place, so that it presents an
impresson of sanitary conditions?’

“I will do the same for the Old Groar, if you will pay my wage.”

Fariske heaved aggh. “So that is how the wind blows. How much does Madame pay?’

“The exact amount is confidentid. | will make a generd statement to the effect that forty ozals is quite
adecent um.”

Fariske jerked around in astonishment. “Forty ozols? From old Tchaga, who carries every dinket she
has ever owned strapped to the insde of her legs?’

“Remember,” said Jantiff, “1 am an expert at the craft!”

“How can | remember something you never told me?’

“You gave me hardly enough time to clear my throat, much less describe my talents to you.”

“Bahl” muttered Fariske. “Forty ozols is an outrageous sum, just for a bit of daubing.”

“How would you like a series, of ten decorative plagues to hang on your walls, & five owls each? Or
for ax owls | will use slver-gilt accentuations. It will put the Cimmery to shame.”

Fariske made a cautious counter-proposal and the discus-son proceeded. Meanwhile Booch came
into the tavern with a number of burly young men: farmhands, fishermen, lab-orers and the like. They
seated themsalves, commanded de and discussed their &fars in boisterous voices. Jantiff could not
evade thair conversation: “—uwith my four’ wurgles through the Sych—"

“—out to Wamish Water; that’s where the crestures col-lect!”

“Careful, Booch! Remember the ydlowd”

“No fear: I'll get nonein my mouth!”

At lagt Jartiff complained to Fariske. “What are those people shouting about?’

“They're off for a bit of witch chasng. Booch isfamoudy keen.”

“Witch-chasing? To what end?’

Fariske consdered the group over his shoulder. “Herchd-man fams his acres like a priest growing
haw; last year someone stole a bushd of wattledabs, and now he punishes the witches. Maw
ate-witch-tainted food; he underwent the cure and now he carries a great club when he goes on a hurt.
Sttleis bored; he'll do anything novel. Dussalbeck is proud of hiswurgles and likes to put them to work.
Booch specid-izesin witch kits, he chases them down and forces his. body upon them. Pargo’s case is
absolutdy smple; he enjoys witch killing.”

Jantiff darted a lambent glance toward the witch chasers, who, had just commanded additiond de
from the sweseting Voris. “It seems avulgar and brutal recrestion.”

“Quite 0,” sad Fariske. “I never reished the sport. The witches were flegt; | continudly blundered
into bogs and thickets. The witches enjoy the game as much as the chasers”

“| find this hard to believe”

Fariske turned up the pdms of his hands. “Why else do they frequent our woods? Why do they sted
wattledabs? Why do they startle our nights with witchfires and gpparitions?’

“Neverthdess, witch chasing seems an ugly recreation.”

Fariske gave a snort of rebuttd. “They are a perverse folk; | for one cannot understand their habits.
Sill, 1 agree that the chases should be conducted with decorum. Booch’'s conduct is vulgar; | am
surprised that he has not come down with the yelows. You know how the disease is cured? Booch, for
hisrisks, must be considered intrepid.”

Jantiff, finding the topic oppressive, tilted his mug but found it dry. He signded, but Voris was busy
with the witch chasers. “If we are entirdly agreed upon the decorative panels and their cost—"

“I will pay twenty ozols, no more, for the ten compos-tions, and | ings upon a minimum of four
colors, with smdl touches of slver-gilt.”

Jantiff squared around asif to depart. “I can waste no more time. With works of aesthetic qudity one
does not niggle over an ozol or two.”

“The concept worksin a double direction, like an apothe-cary’ s tremblant. Remember: it isyou, not |
who will experi-ence the joys of artistic creation. Thisis no amdl consider-ation, or so | am told.”



Jatiff refuted the remark and eventudly the two reached agreement Fariske served Jantiff a pint of
old Dankwort and the two parted on good terms.

Jatiff returned to his but with Dwan low in the west and the pale light danting over his shoulder
down Dessmo Beach. The clouds had scattered to blasts of wind from the south which had now abated
to random gusts of no greeat force. The Moaning Ocean, Hill churned in angry recollection, and pounded
it=f to oume on the offshore rocks: Jantiff was grateful that he need collect no more percebs this day.
Pass-ing the forest, he hdted to ligen to the far hoating of wurgles, a mournful throbbing sound which
sent tingles of ancient dread dong Jantiff’'s back. More fantly came whoops and ululaions from the
throats of, men. Hateful sounds, thought Jantiff. He walked more-quickly dong the beach, shoulders
hunched, head low.

The outcry of the wurgles waxed and waned, then sud-denly grew loud. Jantiff stopped short and
stared in appre-hension toward the Sych. He glimpsed movement under the trees, and a moment later
discerned a par of humen figures scurrying through the shadows. Jantiff stirred his numb limbs and
proceeded on hisway. A frightful outcry sounded sud-denly loud: the wailing of wurgles, gasps of humen
horror and pain. Jatiff stood frozen, his face wrenched into a con-torted grimace. Then, crying out
wordlesdy, he ran toward the sound, pausing only to pick up a stout branch to serve as a cudgd.

A brook, issuing from the Sych, widened into a pond. The wurgles bounded back and forth across
the brook and splashed into the pond, the better to tear a the woman who had mired hersdf in the mud.
Jatiff ran screaming around the pond, to hdt at the edge of the mire. Two wurgles hang-ing on the
woman's shoulders had borne her down to press her head into the water. One gnawed a her scalp; the
other rent the nape of her neck. Blood swirled out to darken the pond; the woman made spasmodic
motion and died. Jantiff backed dowly away, sck with disgust and fury. He turned and lurched away
toward the road. The wurgles keened again; Jantiff swvung around with ready cudgel, hoping for at-tack,
but the wurgles had flushed forth the second member of the pair. From the Sych ran a girl with contorted
features and sreaming brown-blond hair; Jantiff ingantly recognized the girl-witch he had met at the
roadmender’s shed. Four wurgles bounded in pursuit, massve heads out-thrust to dis-play gleaming
fangs. The gl saw Jantiff and stopped short in dismay; the wurgles lunged and she fdl to her knees. But
Jatiff was adready besde her. He swung his cudgd, to break the back of the foremost wurgle it,
dumped and lay kinked on the trail, bending and unbending in agonized jerks. Jantiff struck the second
wurgle on the heed; it somersaulted and lay dill. The two survivors backing away, set up a desolate
outcry. Jantiff chased them but they legpt smartly away.

Jantiff returned to the girl, who kndt gasping for breath. From the Sych came the cdlls of the witch
chasers, ever more distinct; aready different voices and different cries could be detected.

Jantiff spoke to the witch-girl. “Ligen carefully! Do you hear me?’

Thegrl lifted a face bloated with despair; she gave no other sgn.

“Up! To your feet,” cried Jantiff urgently. “The chasers are coming; you've got to bide.” He seized
her am and hauled her erect. The third wurgle suddenly darted close; Jantiff was ready with his cudgd
and gtruck hard. The animd ran screaming in a circle, snapping at its own mouse-colored hind quarters.
Jatiff struck again and again in hydericad energy until the creature dropped. He stood panting a
moment, listening. The chasers had become confused; Jantiff could hear them caling to each other. He
thrugt the dead wurgle into the brook, then did the same with the other two bodies. The current svung
them away, and they drifted toward the sea.

Jantiff turned back to the witch-girl. “Come, quickly now! Remember me? We met in the forest,
Now, thisway, a arun!”

Jantiff tugged her into a trot; they ran beside the brook, across the road, over the shore stones to the
water’s edge. The gl stopped short; by man force Jantiff pulled her out into the surf and led her
sumbling and tottering for fifty yards pardld to the shore. For a moment they rested, Jantiff anx-ioudy
watching the edge of the forest, the gifl aring numbly down &t the surging water. Jantiff lifted her into his
ams and staggered up the beach to his hut. Kicking open his makeshift door he carried her to one of his
rickety chars. “St here urHil 1 come back,” sad Jantiff. “I think—I hope—you'll be safe. But don't
show yoursdf, and don’'t make any noise” This last, so Jantiff reflected, as he went back dong the



beach, was possbly an unnecessary warning; she had uttered no sound from the moment he had seen
her.

Jantiff went back to where the brook crossed the path. From the Sych came three men, the fird two
led by leashed wurgles. The third man was Booch.

The wurgles, siffing out the witch-girl’ s track, paused where she had fdlen, then strained toward the
sea

Booch caught sght of Jantiff. “Hallo, you, whatever your name! Where are the witches we chased
through the Sych?’

“l saw but one,” said Jantiff, contriving a meek and eager voice. “1 heard the wurgles as | came from
town. She crossed the path and led them yonder.” He pointed toward the sea, in which direction the
wurgles dready strained.

“What did she look like?" rasped Booch.

“I barely saw her, but she seemed young and agile: awitch kit, for surel”

“Quick then!” cried Booch. “She' s the one I’ ve ranged the forest to find!”

Thewurgles followed the trail to the water’ s edge where they hated and made fretful outcries. Booch
looked up and down the beach, then out to sea. He pointed. “Look! There's something out there: a
body!”

“It sawurgle” one of hisfdlows said. “Damnation and vileness!“? | believe it's my Dabuskal”

“Then where's the kit?” bdlowed Booch. “Did she drown hersdf? Hey, fdlow!”—this to
Jantiff—"Whet did you see?’

“The kit and the wurgles. She led them down to the water and when | came to look she was gone.”

“And my good wurgled Pastola put a curse on her; the witches swvim underwater like smollocks!”

Booch shouldered Jantiff aside and returned to the mad. The other two followed.

Jantiff watched as they marched to the pool and there ob-served the corpse of the witch-woman.
After afew minutes muttered conversation they caled up ther wurgles and tramped off toward Balad
into the lagt lavender rays of the setting sun.

Jantiff returned to his hut. He found the witch-girl where he had |eft her, Stting wan and ill.

“You're safe now,” said Jantiff. “Don’t be frightened; no one will harm you here. Are you hungry?’

The girl responded by not so much as quiver. In a state of shock, thought Jantiff. He built a good
blaze in his firegplace and turned her char toward the heat. “Now: warm yoursdf. I'll cook soup, and
there Il be roast percebs as well, with scdlions and ail!”

Thegrl stared into the fire. After afew moments she lig-lessy held out her hands to the blaze. Jantiff,
preparing the medl, watched her from the corner of his eye. Her face, no longer contorted by terror, was
pinched and pae; Jantiff wondered about her age. It was cartainly less than his own, dill he could not
regard her as a child. Her breasts were amd| and round; her hips, while unmigtakably femining, were
dender and unobtrusive. Perhaps, thought Jantiff, she was of a conditution neturdly dight. He bustled
here and there, and presently served up the best med his resources alowed.

The girl showed no diffidence about edting, though she took no great quantity of food. Jantiff from
time to time at-tempted conversation: “There, now! Are you feding better?’

No response.

“Would you like more soup? And here: anice perceb.” Again no answer. When Jantiff tried to serve
out more food, she pushed the plate away.

Her conduct was dmogt that of a deaf-mute, thought Jantiff. Nonetheless, something about her
manner left imin doubt. Perhaps his language was strange to her? This con-sderation bore no weight: at
the dearing in the woods there had likewise been no conversation.

“My name is Jantiff Ravensroke. What is your name?’ Silence.

“Very wel then; | must supply a name for you. What about ‘ Pusskin'? or ‘ Tickaboo'? or ‘Parsnip’?
Even better, Jlliam;“! that would do nicdy. But | mustn't make jokes. | shdl cdl you ‘Gligen’ because
of your hair and your golden fingernails. ‘ Glisen’ you shdl be.”

But “Gligen” would not acknowledge her new name, and sat leaning forward, arms on knees, saring
into the fire. Presently Jantiff saw that she was weeping.
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“Come, come, thiswon't do! You've had a miserable time, but ....” Jantiff’s voice trailed off. How
could he console her for the loss of someone who might have been her moth-er? Indeed, her sdf-control
was marvelousin itsdf! He knelt beside her and gingerly patted her head. She paid no heed, and Jantiff
desisted.

Thefire burnt low. Jantiff went outside, to fetch wood and look around the night. When he, returned
within, Glisen—s0 he had resolved to cal her—had lan hersdf on the damp floor with her face to the
ground. Jantiff surveyed her a mo-ment, then bent over and with a bit of undignified sumbling, carried her
to the bed. Shelay limp and passive, eyes closed. Jantiff somberly banked the fire with three green logs
and reemoved his boots. After a moment’s hesitation he diffidently removed Glisen's sandd's, noting that
dhe had dso gilded her toenals. A curious vanity! A symbol perhaps of caste, or status? Or an
ornamenta convention, no more? He lay down beside her and pulled up the ragged old coverlet—an
item a0 rescued from Fariske' s shed. For along time he lay awake urttil findly the witch girl’s breathing
indicated deep.

Chapter 13

The light of dawn entered Jantiff’'s makeshift window. He cautioudy raised himsdf on his ebow.
Gligen was awake, and lay with her eyes fixed on the celing.

“Good morning,” said Jantiff. “ Are you spesking to me to-day? ... | thought not .... Well, life goes on
and | mugt gather my percebs. But fird, breskfast!”

Jantiff blew up the fire, boiled tea and toasted bread. For five minutes Gligen watched apatheticdly,
then—abruptly, as if prodded—she sat up, swung her legs to the floor. She dipped on her sandds and
with an inscrutable sdelong glance toward Jantiff, walked from the hut. Jantiff sghed and shrugged and
turned his attention back to the food. Gligen doubtless longed for the company of her own kind. He
could offer only temporary security, at best. She was better off in the Sych. Neverthdess he fdt a pang
of regret; Gligen had invested his but with something heretofore lacking: compan-ionship? Perhaps.

Jantiff prepared to eat a solitary breskfast ... Footsteps. The door swung open. Gligen entered, her
face washed, her hair ordered. She carried in her skirt a dozen brown pods which Jantiff recognized as
the fruit of the turnover vine. Gligten deftly husked the pods, dropped them into a pan. Five minutes later,
Jantiff gingerly tasting, found them a most savory adjunct to the toasted bread.

“l see that you are a wise girl, indeed,” said Jantiff. “Do you like the name ‘Gligen'? If you do,
nod—or better, amiled” He watched her dosdy and Gligen, whether or not respond-ing to his
ingruction, seemed to manage a twist of thelips.

Jantiff rose to hisfeet and gazed out over the dreary ocean. “Well, no avoiding it. The percebs must
be harvested, and now | need nine bucketloads! Oh, my dammy skin; can it tolerate such abuse?’

Luckily for Jantiff his shod of rocks had lan fdlow for years and the outer face was heavily
encrusted. Jantiff worked with an energy born of discomfort, and in record time gathered his nine
buckets. Gligen meanwhile had wan-dered about, often looking toward the forest, as if ligening for a
summons or a cdl, which evidently she falled to hear. At last she came down to the shore, and sediing
hersdf primly on a rock, watched Jantiff at his work. When Jantiff began to shdl and dean his catch, she
helped him: lidlesdy &t firs, then with increasing deftness. Wl before noon, Jantiff was ready to make
hisddiveries.

“I mugt leave you,” he told Gligten. “If you decide to go away then you must do so, without regrets.
Of course if you care to stay, you are more than welcome. But above dl remember: if you see anyone,
hide, and quickly!”

Gligen listened soberly and Jantiff went off about his business.

The Old Groar was full, of gossp about the witch chasng, which by genera consensus had gone
wdl. “They're cleared from the Sych, this end at least,” declared one man. “Cambres caught his two
garden thieves and downed them on the spot.”

“Ha Theat will soothe his soul!”

“Booch isin an anvful state; he missed his young kit He swears she ran out on the water and led



Dusselbeck’s good Feigwe wurgles to their death.”

“Ah, the thing!”

“Still the wurgles tore a witch-mother properly to bitd”

“Now they’ll have to take the trestment!”

Thislagt was evidently ajocularity; everyone laughed, and at this point Jantiff departed the tap room.

During the afternoon he started his decoration of the Cim-mery, working with great intengty and so
completed perhaps a third of his job. He might have accomplished, more had be not found himsdf
fretting and anxious to return to his hut. Along the way he stopped by the generd store and bought new
bread, ail, a packet of dehydrated goulash and another of candied persmmon dices.

When he returned to the hut, Glisen was nowhere to be seen, but the fire was burning, the bed had
been put in order and the but seemed unaccountably tidy. Jantiff went out to look this way and that.
“Better, far better, if she's gone” he muttered. “After dl, she can't day here after I've gone off to
Uncibd.” Even as he turned to enter the hut, Glisten came trotting across the meadow, looking back over
her shoulder.

Jantiff seized up his cudgd but whatever had darmed her made no appearance.

At the 9ght of Jantiff, Gligen dowed her pace to a de-mure wak .. She carried a doth ding full of
green finberries. Ignoring Jantiff as if he were invisble, she put down the ber-ries, then stood looking
pensvedy back toward the forest.

“I'm home,” said Jantiff. “Gligen! Look a me!”

Somewhat to his surpriss—by coincidence, so he suspect-ed—the witch-girl turned her head and
sudied him somberly. Haf in frugration, hdf in jest, Jantiff asked: “What goes on in your mind? Do you
See me as a person? or a shadow? or a chattering moon-caf?’ He took a step toward her, thinking to
arouse some flicker of reaction: surprise, darm, perplexity, anything. Glisten hardly seemed to notice, and
Jantiff rather sheegpishly contented himsdf with handing over the packet of sweetmeats. “This is for you,”
he said. “Can you understand? For Glisten. For dear little Glisten, who refuses to talk to Jantiff.”

Gligen put the packet aside, and began to clean the ber-ries. Jantiff watched in a warm suffusion.
How pleasant this might have been under different circumstances! But in a month he would be gone and
the but would again fdl into ruins, and Glisten mugt return to the forest.

Jantiff, contriving fanaful arabesques in red, gold, dark blue and lime green across the front of the
dreary old Cim-mery, looked around to find Eubang shuffling quietly past. Jantiff jumped down from the
trestle. “Eubang, my good fe-low!”

Eubanqg halted somewhat reluctantly, shoving his bands into the pockets of his fawn-colored jacket
He cast an eye over the decorated timbers. “Ah, Jantiff. Y ou' re doing fine work, getting the old Cimmery
resdy for the far. Wdl, you'll want to get dong with your work, and | mudn't disturb your
concentration.”

“Not at dl!” sad Jantiff. “This is no more than improvisation; | can do it in my deep. | have a
question for you: a business matter, so to speak.”

R

“I'm paying a hundred ozols for transportation to Unciba space-port, in time to catch the Serenaic;
correct?’

‘Well, yes” said Eubanq guardedly. “That was the pro-posal we discussed, | believe”

“A hundred ozalsis a large sum of money and naturdly pays dl costs for the trip. | may want to bring
a friend dong; the hundred ozols will of course suffice | mention this now to avoid any possble
misunderstanding.”

Eubang's pae blue eyes flicked across Jantiff’s face, then away. “What friend might this be?’

“No matter; it's redly dl hypothesis a the moment But you agree that the hundred ozols will cover
our costs?’

Eubanqg considered, pursing his thick lips, and at last shook his head. “Wdl, Jantiff, | should hardly
think so. In this busness we've got to work to rules, otherwise everything goes topsy-turvy. One
passage: one fare. Two passages. two fares. That's the universal rule”



“Another hundred ozols?’

“Correct.”

“But that's an enormous amount of money! I'm renting the flibbit on atrip basis, not by fares”

“That's one way of looking at it. On the other band, I've got a hundred expenses to condder:
overhead, maintenance, depreciation, interest on the initid investment—"

“But you don’'t own the boat!”

“It' sdl to the same effect. And never forget, like anyone else | hope to gain a bit of profit from the
transaction.”

“A very generous profit,” cried Jantiff. “Have you no hu-man fedings or generosity?’

“Vey little of ether,” Eubang confessed with his easiest grin. “If you don't like my price, why not try
elsawhere? Gooch might be persuaded to borrow the Grand Knight's Dorpby for the afternoon.”

“Hmf. | expect that you' ve received confirmation of my passage aboard the Serenaic?’

“Wdl, no,” said Eubang. “Not yet. Apparently there’ s been some sort of mix-up.”

“But time is getting short!”

“I'll surely do my best.” Eubang waved his band and went on his way.

Jantiff continued painting, using furious emphatic strokes which lent a remarkable brio to his work.
He calculated his assets. A hundred ozols was wel within his reach, but two hundred? Jantiff counted
forward and backward, but in every case fdl short by fifty or even axty ozols.

Later inthe day at the Old Groar, Jantiff cut and primed the panels be would paint for Fariske. There
was dill talk of the witch-chasing, to which Jantiff listened with a curled lip. Someone had noted remnants
of the band draggling north toward the Wayness Mountains. All agreed that the Sych had been
effectively cauterized, and talk turned to the, forthcom-ing Market Fair. A certain portly fisherman went
to watch Jantiff at his work. “What will you paint on these panels?’

“l haven't quite decided. Landscapes, perhaps.”

“Bah, that’s no entertainment! Y ou should paint a humor-ous charade, with dl the Old Groar regulars
dressed in ridic-ulous costumes!”

Jantiff nodded politely. “An interesting idea, but some might object. Also, I'm not being paid to paint
portraits.”

“Sill, put my picture somewhere in the scene; that's easy enough.”

“Certanly,” sad Jantiff. “At a charge of, say, two owls. Fariske, of course, must agree.”

The fisherman drew back his head like a sartled turtle. “Two ozols? Ridiculous!”

“Not at dl. Your imagewill hang on thiswall forever, de-picting you indl your jovidity. It isakind of
immortdity.”

“True. Two owlsit is”

“Youmay aso pant my image” said another. “I'll pay the two ozols now.”

Jatiff held up aregtraining hand. “Firgt Fariske must be consulted.”

Fariske made no difficulties “These feeswill naturdly reduce your payment from me”

“By not so much as a dinket!” Jantiff declared stoutly. “In fact, | want hdf of my fee now, so thet |
mey buy proper pigments”

Fariske protested, but Jantiff held firm and findly had his way.

As he returned to the hut Jantiff once again totted up his expectations. “Ten pands .... | can crowd
five faces into each pand, if necessary. That's fifty faces a two ozols each: one hundred solid ringing
ozols, and my difficulties vanish like smoke!” Jantiff arrived homein an unusudly optimistic mood.

As usud, Gligen was nowhere to be seen; gpparently she did not care to stay aone in the hut. But
amog immediady upon Jantiff’s return she came from the forest with a bundle of shaggy bark, which
when scraped and washed yidded a nourishing porridge.

Jatiff ran to take her bundle. He put his am around her waist and swung her up and around in a
circle. Satting her down, he kissed her forehead. “Well, young Glisten, my lovely little sorceress: what do
you think! Money poursin by the bucketful! Faces for Fariske's pandls, a two ozols per facel So then:
would you like to live a Frayness on Zeck? It's along way and there's no wild forest like this, but well
find what's wrong with your voice and have it fixed, and there'd be no witch chasng, | assure you,



except the kind of pursuit every pretty little creature enjoys. What about it? Do you understand me?
Away from Wy4, off across space to Zeck? | don't quite know how I'll manage the fare, but no doubt
the cursar will help. Ah, that dusve cursar! Tomorrow | mugt telephone. Uncibd!”

At the moment he was more interested in Glisten. He sat on the bench and pulled her down upon his
lap, so that he was looking directly into her face. “Now then,” said Until!, “you mugt redly concentrate.
Ligen dosdy! If you under-stand, nod your bead. |Is this understood?’

Gligen seemed to be amused by Jantiff’s earnestness, though her lips twitched by no more than an
iota

“You wretched girl!” cried Jantiff. “You're absolutely frustrating! | want to take you to Zeck and
you show not a flicker of interest. Won't you please say something or do something?’

Gligen comprehended that somehow she had distressed Jantiff. Her mouth drooped and she looked
off across the sea. Jantiff groaned in exasperation. “Very wdl then; I'll take you willy-nilly and if you
want to come back to your dank black forest you shdl do so!”

Gligen turned back; Jantiff leaned forward and kissed her mouth. She gave no response, but neither
did she draw away. “What a Stuaion,” sghed Jantiff. “If only you'd give me some little inkling, just a
hint, that you understand me.”

Gligen once again produced her wisp of a smile “Ma” sad Jantiff. “Perhaps you understand me
after dl, and only too wel!”

Gligen became restive; Jantiff reluctantly alowed her to leave his lap. He rose to his feet. “Zeck it is
then, and please, a the last minute, don’t cavort and hide like awild thing.”

During the night a sorm blew in from the south; in the morning long combing breakers pounded the
rocks and Jantiff despaired of gathering percebs. An hour later the wind moderated. A black rain szzled
upon the surface of the ocean, somewhat moderating the surf. Jantiff forced his shrinking flesh into the
water, but was unmerafully swept back and forth, and findly retreated to the shore.

Taking his buckets he set off eastward aong the beach, hoping to find a sheltered poal. At the far
end of 1shet Neck, with the ocean on the right hand and Lulace Sound on the I€ft, he found a spot where
the currents swung past two long fingers of rock, and created a gill deep pool between. Here the
percebs grew large and heavy, with a large proportion of the prized coronds, and Jantiff harvested a
day’s quota in short order. Gligen appeared from nowhere; together they shdled the catch and carried
the yidd back to the but for deaning. “ Everything seems to work for the best,” declared Jantiff. “A storm
drives us from our rocks and we find the home of dl percebs!”

And it seemed that Gligen gave a nod of endorsement for Jantiff’s opinions.

“If only you could speak!” sighed Jantiff. “The loca folk wouldn't dare to chase you, snce you could
go to the tele-phone and natify the cursar. Ah, that music! where can he be? He is duty bound to hear
petitions, but he has become thin air!”

Chapter 14

Jantiff finished the Cimmery decorations and even Madame Tchaga was pleased with the effect. At
the Old Groar, Jantiff began to paint his panels. Not a few of Fariske's patrons paid two ozols each to
gan Jantiff’s versgon of immortdity. Eubang declined to lend his own visage to the decorations. “I'll
spend my two owls on ae and percebs. | have no desire to see mysdf as others see me”

Jantiff took him aside. “Ancther hypotheticd question. Suppose one of my friends decided to vist
Zeck: what might be the fare aboard the Serenaic?’

“Sixty or saventy ozols, or in that generd area. Who isthis friend?’

“Jud one of thevillage girls, it's no great matter. But I'm surprised that the interstellar voyage to Zeck
comes so much cheaper than the hop, skip and jump to Unciba.”

“Odd indeed, on the face of it,” Eubanq agreed. “Still, what is money to you, prosperous perceb
merchant that you are?’

“Ha When, or if, | pay you your two hundred and seventy ozols, | will consider, mysdf fortunate. By
the way, I’'m sure that passage aboard the Serenaic has now been confirmed?’



“Not quite yet. | mug jostle them dong.”

“I would hope so! Perhaps | should cdl them mysdf!”

“Leaveit to me. Do you serioudy plan to take someone ese to, Zeck?

“It'sjust a notion. But surdly there would be no difficulty, if | were to pay over the 0zols?”’

“None that | can envison.”

“I mug give the matter serious thought” Jantiff returned to his panels.

As he worked he heard talk of the Fair, an occasion which this year would Nair only a week before
the Arrabin Cente-nary. Jantiff’ suddenly saw how he might earn a goodly sum of money, perhaps
enough to pay Eubang his requirements.

That night, as he sat by the fire with Glisten, he explained his scheme. “Hundreds of folk come to the
far, agreed? All will be, hungry; al want percebs, so why not, stify this need? It will mean a great ded
of work for both of us, but think! Perhaps we can pay your passage to Zeck! What do you think of
that? Jantiff searched Gligen's face as he was wont to do, and she responded with her gimmer of a
amile

“You're o pretty when you amile” said Jantiff with feding. “If only | weren't afraid that I'd frighten
you and drive you away ...."

Tailing long hours Jantiff gathered twenty buckets of per-cebs and penned them into a quiet pool
near his hut. On the day before the far he set up a booth not far from the Old Groar and provided
himsdf with a kettle, salt and cooking ail. Early on the morming of the fair he delivered his usud quota of
percebs to the Cimmery and the Old Groar, then, arting his fire and warming the ail, he began to =l
percebs to the fam folk arriving from the outer digtricts.

“Come buy, come buy!” cdled Jantiff. “Fresh percebs from the briny, deep, cooked to a crisp and
aopetizing succu-lence! Come buy! A dinket for a portion, percebs to your taster”*

Jatiff became very busy, so that he found time to cry his wares only a odd intervas Hafway
through the morning

Eubang stopped by the booth. “Wdl, Jantiff, | see that you intend to prosper one way or another.”

“l hope s0! If business continues I'll be able to pay you off ether today or tomorrow, as soon as |
collect from Fariske. And then, mind you, | want the tickets, dl confirmed, most definitdy with a written
guarantee of passage to Uncibd.”

Eubanq put on his easy grin. “These are meticulous pre-cautions. Don't you trust me?’

“Did you trust meto pay after | arrived home on Zeck? Am | less honorable than you?’

Eubanq laughed. “A good point! Wel, well arrange the matter one way or another. In the meantime,
give me a clin-kers worth of those percebs. They look to be exquisite; where do you find such excelent
quality’

“Aha That'smy little secret!” To a famer: “Yes, gr; three packets, three dinkets” Back to Eubang;
“I'll say this, that we came upon, that isto say, | came upon a ledge that has obvioudy lain fdlow for
years. And here you are; one dinket, if you please.”

Eubang, teking the packet, chanced to notice Jantiff’s hands. He became rigid, as if arrested by a
dartling thought. Sowly he raised his eyes to Jantiff’s face. “One dinket,” said Jantiff. “Hurry, please!
Others are waiting.”

“Yes, of course” said Eubang in an odd choked voice. “And cheap at the pricel” He paid over his
coin and turned away, carrying the packet gingerly between forefinger and thumb. Jantiff watched him go
with a puzzled frown. What had come over Eubang?

Outside the Old Groar, Eubang met Booch. They talked earnestly for a period. Jantiff watched them
from the corner of his eye as he worked. Something, so his sendtive ingincts assured him, was in the
wind.

One of Eubang's remarks startled Booch. He swung around and stared toward Jantiff. Eubang
quickly took hisarm and the two men entered the Old Groar.

Business became even brisker. An hour later his stock of percebs ran out. He hired a boy to stand
by the booth; then, chinking up his earnings and taking his sacks, he set off toward his but for fresh stock.

Hdfway dong the beach he noticed Eubang approaching at a rapid dride, his loose favn shoes



scuffing up little erup-tions of sand. A parcel dangled from his right hand.

Eubang swerved asde and vanished momentarily from dght behind a granat tree. When he
reappeared he walked at his usud saunter and carried no parcel.

The two drew abreast; Jantiff asked in an edgy voice “What are you doing out here? Just an hour
ago | saw you go into the Old Groar.”

“Occasondly | take agrall to ease my lungs of the town ar. Why aren’t you tending business?

“l sold out of percebs.” Jantiff looked Eubang up and down without cordidity. “Did you pass by my
hut?”

“l went nowhere near so far .... Wdll, I'll be getting dong.” Eubanq strolled back toward Baad.

Jantiff hastened dong the beach, and presently broke into a trot. There ahead, his hut. Gligen was
nowhere to be seen. Near the water’s edge a pair of buckets indicated where she had been working; one
of the buckets was hdf full of cleaned percebs. But no Glisten.

Jantiff looked up and down the beach, then went to his hut. Glisten was not within, which caused him
no surprise. In the corner of the but stood the old pot where he kept his money. He crossed the room to
unburden himsdf of the—morning's take. The pot was quite empty.

Jantiff stared at the cracked old vessdl with shoulders sag-ging and mouth agape.

Jantiff went outside to stand in the pale sunlight. Serene detachment blanketed his mood: a fact which
puzzled and disturbed him. “Why am | not more shocked?’ he asked him-sdf. “Very odd! | would
expect to be sck with anguish, yet | seem quite unmoved. Evidently | have transcended ordinary
emotion. This, of course, is remarkable. A notable achieve-ment, | should say. | have indantly seized
upon the proper way to ded with catastrophe, which is to ignore it. And meanwhile, my customers wait
for percebs. By dl precepts, of decency | ought not deny them ther treat because of a per-sonad mater,
which in any event | have dedlt with mogt effi-ciently. Y es, must curious. The world seems far away.”

Jantiff loaded himsdf with percebs from the pool and marched Hiff-legged back up the beach and to
his booth. Once more he began to serve his customers.

“Percebd!” cried Jantiff to the passersby. “ Choice morsels direct from the ocean! | guarantee qudity!
A dinket for a generous portion! Come buy these excellent percebs!”

From the Old Groar came Eubang. He turned a amiling glance toward Jantiff and started up the
street. Words burst up Jantiff’s throat of their own valition; Jantiff was surprised to hear them. “Eubang! |
say, Eubanq! Step over here, if you please!”

Eubanqg paused and looked back with an expression of po-lite inquiry. “You cdled to me, Jantiff?’

“Yes. Bring me my money a once. Otherwise I, will natify the Grand Knight, and lay dl particulars
before him.”

Eubang turned his amiling glance around the circle of on-lookers. He muttered a few quiet words to a
Srapping young farmer who a moment before, had purchased a packet of Jantiff’'s percebs. The farmer
gaped down at the haf-empty packet, then shouldered through Jantiff’s waiting customers to the booth.
“Show me your handd”

‘What' s wrong with my hands?’ demanded Jantiff.

The farmer and the customers stared at Jantiff’ s fingernails. Jantiff looked aso and saw a glint of that
golden sheen which he had often noted upon Gligen' s fingernails.

“Theyelowd” roared the farmer. “He s given us dl the ydlowd”

“No, no!” cried Jantiff. “My fingernalls are stained because ‘ of working in the cold water with the
percebs .. Or per-haps my gamboge pigment ....”

“Not true,” Eubanq explained. “You have eaten witches food, and now we have, eaten your food
and dl of us are in-fected, and dl of us mugt undergo the treatment. | assure you that any money which
might have changed hands is no com-pensation.”

The farmer began to shout curses. He (kicked over Jantiff’s booth and tried to saize Jantiff, who
backed away and then, turning, walked quickly off down the street. The farmer and others came in
pursuit; Jantiff broke into a run and so proceeded from town, dong the familiar beach road. The road
forked; to avoid being trapped on the headland, Jantiff swvung to the left, toward Lulace Sound and
Lulace, the Grand Knight's manor. Behind came his pursuers, bawling threats and curses.



Jantiff pushed through the ornate front gate at Lulace, and ran at afaling lope through the garden. He
staggered across the verandah, leaned againg the front door. Along the road came his enemies.

Jantiff tugged at the massive latch. The door swung aside; Jantiff staggered into the, mansion.

He stood in a tdl reception room, paneled in pale wood and furnished a trifle too eaborately for
Jantiff s taste, had he been in amood to exercise his faculties.

To the left apair of wide steps gave upon a sdon carpeted in green and illuminated by high windows
fadng to the north. Jantiff went to the steps and looked into the sdon. A dark-haired man with heavy
shoulders conversed with two other men and a woman. Jantiff timidy stepped forward. The woman
turned; Jantiff looked into her face. “ Skorlet!” he cried, in a voice of wonder.

Skorlet, deek and well-fed, froze into an dmaost comicd ri-gidity, mouth hdf open, one, hand doft in
agesture. The oth-ers turned; Jantiff looked from Sarp to Esteban to Contractor Shubert, as he was
known in Uncibdl.

Skorlet spoke in a srangled voice, “It's Jantiff Ravens-roke!”

Contractor Shubart marched forward and Jantiff retreated into the foyer.

The Contractor spoke in a heavy voice “What do you want? Why weren't you announced? Can't
you see—I’'m enter-taining guests?’

Jatiff responded in a dammer: “Sir, | intend nothing wrong. My life is threatened by the folk in the
road. They say that my percebs gave them a disease, but it's not true; at least not purpossful. Eubang,
the shipping agent, stole my money and incited them to attack me. | didn’'t mean to in-trude upon your
guedts” Jantiff’s voice fatered as he con-sidered the identity of these guests. “1 will return when you are
less busy.”

“Wait aminute. Hooch! Where is Booch?’

A footman stepped forward and murmured a few quiet words.

Contractor Shubart growled: “Be damned to hiswurgles and witch-kitsl Why isn't he on hand when
| need him? Take thisfdlow to the gardener’s shed and keep him safe until Booch returns.”

“Yes, d9r. Come dong, please” But Jantiff lurched back-ward to the door, groped for the laich,
threw open the door and ran out into the garden.

The footman came running after, cdling: “Here, fdlow! Stop! By the Grand Knight's orders, hdt!”

Jantiff ran around the manor and with a cunning born of desperation, waited & the corner. When the
footman lunged past, Jantiff held out his foot. The footman sprawled; Jantiff struck him with a stake and
the footman lay limp. Jantiff continued around to the back of Lulace, through the kitchen garden and out
into the park. Behind a tree he caught his breath. No time now for crafty or complicated planning. “1 shdll
go directly to Eubang's house” Jantiff told himsdf. “I will kill and rob Eubang, or perhaps force him to
provide me an air-car. | will then fly him high over the Sych and throw him out; then | will continue on to
Unciba and demand protection from the cursar. If, of course, the cursar has returned. If not, | will hide
once morein the Digerferact.”

Jantiff set off a once toward Balad. Unfortunately his ex-dtation caused him to ignore dementary
caution; he was seen and identified as he came dong the river road. Sullen folk surrounded him. The
women began to cal out invectives, the crowd pressed closer and Jantiff was backed up againg a wall.
He cried out in anguish: “I have done noth-ing! Leave me be!”

A dockworker named Sabrose, whom Jantiff had often served a the Old Groar, belowed him
down: “You have given us dl the ydlows, and we mug now undergo the treat-ment, unless we want to
be deaf and dumb witches. Do you cdl that nothing?’

“l don’t know anything about it! Let me pass!”

Sabrose gave a ferocious laugh. “Since dl Baad mug be treated, you shdl be the firg!”

Jatiff was dragged up to the man street and across to the agpothecary’s shop. “Bring out the
trestment!” bawled Sa-brose. “Here's the fird patient; well cure hm on the cheap, without the
headbangers.”

The treatment device was wheded from the shop. The apothecary, a mild old man who had
frequented neither of the taverns nor Jantiff’s booth, dropped two pillsin a mug of water and hdd it to
Jantiff’ s face. “Here; thiswill dull the pain.”



Sabrose brushed away the mug. “Take away your headban-gersl Let him know what he's done to
ug”

Jantiff’ s hands were fixed into metd gloves, with loose joints over the fingernals. Sabrose widded a
madlet to crush Jantiff’ s fingertips. Jantiff croaked and groaned.

“Now then!” said Sabrose. “When the nalls drop off, goply black niter of argent; maybe you'll be
cured.”

“He s getting off too easy!” screamed a woman. “Here: my frack dudge! Turn his face about; helll
never see hismis-chief.”

Sabrose sad: “Enough is enough; he''s beyond knowing anything.”

“Not yet! Let him pay to thefull. There! Now! Right in the face!”

A thick acrid fluid was flung into Jantiff’s face, scdding his skin and searing his vison. He gave a
drangled cry and tore at his eyes with mutilated fingers.

The apothecary threw water into Jantiff’s face and wiped his eyes with a rag. Then he turned in fury
on the crowd. *Y ou’ ve punished him beyond dl justice! He' s only a poor sad lout.”

“Not so!” cried a voice which Jantiff recognized as that of Eubang. “He housed himsdf with a
witch-woman; | saw her a his hut, and he poisoned us knowingly with witch food!”

Jantiff mumbled: “ Eubang is a thief; Eubang is a liar.” But none heard him. Jantiff opened his eyes a
crack, but a granular fog obscured his vison. He moaned in shock and grief. “You've blinded me | will
never see the colors!”

One of the women cried out: “Where now the horrid witch? Do her like, the others!”

“No fear,” sad Eubang. “Booth has taken her in hand.”

Jatiff gave a cdl of mindless woe. He struggled to his feet, flalled his arms to right and left, an act
which the crowd considered ludicrous. They began to bait Jantiff, shoving him, prodding his ribs, hissng
into his face. Jantiff at last threw up his hands and staggered off down the street.

“Catch him!” screamed the most vindictive. “Bring him back and ded with him properly!”

“Let him go,” growled an old fisherman. “I’ ve seen enough.”

“Wha? After he has given us dl the ydlows?’

“And dl mus take the trestment?’

“He fed us witch food; never forget it!”

“Today let im go; tomorrow we will put him on a raft.”

“Quite right! Jantiff! Can you hear? Tomorrow you float south across the ocean!”

Jantiff lurched heedlessy down the street. For a space children followed him, jeering and throwing
stones; then they were called back and Jantiff went his way aone.

Out to the beach he sumbled, and dong the familiar track. With his eyes wide and garing he could
see only a vague luminogty; he walked a good distance but could not find, his hut. Findly he dropped
down upon the sand and turned his face to the sea. He sat along time, confused and lidless, his hands
throbbing with a pain to which he gave no heed. The fog across his vison grew thick as Dwan set and
night came to Dessmo Beach and the Moaning Ocean. Siill Jantiff sat, while water sucked across the
offshore ledges.

A breeze drifted in from the ocean: &t firgt a chilly breath which tingled Jantiff’s skin, then gusts which
penetrated his threadbare garments.

Jantiff saw himsdf asif in a darvoyant vison: a gaunt creature crouched on the sand, dl connections
to the world of redity broken. He began to grow warm and comfortable; he redlized that he was about to
die. Images formed in his mind: Uncibd and Old Fink; the humen tides dong Unciba River; the four
Whispers on the Pedestal. He saw Skorlet and Tanzd, Kedidah and the Ephthaotes, Esteban and
Booch and Contractor Shubert. Glisen appeared, facing him from a distance of no more than an am'’s
length, and gazed stead-fastly into his eyes. Miracle of miracles. He heard her speak, in a soft quick
voice “Jantiff, don't gtin the dark! Jantiff, please lift yoursdf! Don't diel”

Jatiff shuddered and blinked, and tears ran from his eyes. He thought of his chearful home, a
Frayness, he saw the faces of hisfather and mother and ssters. “I don't want to die” sad Jantiff. “I want
to go home”



With a prodigious effort he hauled himsdf to his feet and sumbled off dong the beach. By chance he
encountered an object he recognized: the branches of a misshgpen old cod-mollow tree. His hut stood
only fifty yards beyond; the ground was now familiar.

Jatiff groped his way to the hut, entered, carefully closed the door. He stood stock dill. Someone
had only recently de-parted; his odor, rank and heavy, hung on the ar. Jantiff listened, but heard no
sound. He was done. Tottering to his bed, he lay himsdf down and indantly fel asleep.

Jantiff awoke, jarred to consciousness by an avful immi-nence.

Helay quiet. His blinded eyes registered a watery gray blur: daylight had arrived. A rank harsh odor
reached his nogtrils. He knew that he was not done.

Someone spoke. “So, Jartiff, here you are after dl. | looked for you last night, but you were out.”
Jantiff recog-nized the voice of Booch. He made no response.

“l looked for your money,” said Booch. “According to Eubang, you control quite atidy sum.”

“Eubang took my money yesterday.”

Booch made an unpleasant nasd sound. “Are you serious?’

“l don’'t care about money now. Eubang took it.”

“Thet cursed Eubang!” groaned Booch. “He |l make an ac-counting to mel”

“Whereis Gligen?”’

“The kit? Ha, don’'t worry about her, not a trifle. In five minutes you'll be past caring for anything.
I’ve had my or-ders. I’'m to put awire around your neck, without fal. Then I'll settle with Eubang. Then
I’'m off to Uncibd, where | can take any woman | see for a dish of tripes .... Raise your head, Jantiff.
Thiswon't take long.”

“l don’'t want to die”

“No use to whine. My orders are dtrict. Jantiff must defi-nitely be dead. So then—now none of your
kicking or flailing about! Hold now.”

Jantiff scuttled sdeways like a crab and through some mad accident, pushed Booch off balance and
rolled out the door. From far up the beach came ajesring cary: “Mad Jantiff: there! Y ou see him now!”

Jatiff heard Booch's heavy tread. Two steps, then an un-certain hdt and a mutter of annoyance.
“Now, in the name of Gasmus, who can that be? A stranger, an off-worlder. Does he plan to interfere?
I'll stop him short.”

Steps approached. A boy’s voice cried out in glee “That's Mad Jantiff on the ground, and there's
Congtable Booch, who'll give it to him properly; you'll see!”

“Good morning to you both,” said a pleasant voice. “Jantiff, you seem to bein poor condition.”

“Yes, I've been blinded, and my fingers are dl broken.”

The boy cried out in eager fury: “Never fear, there’'s more to come! Sir, he gave us dl the ydlows,
and he consorted with awitch! May | strike him with this stick?”

“By no meand” said the newcomer. “You are far too ardent; cam yoursdf! Jantiff, | am here in
response to your numerous messages. | am the Respectable Ryl Shermatz, a representative of the
Conndtic.”

Jantiff sat dazed on, the ground. “Y ou are the cursar?”’

“No. My authority considerably exceeds his”

“Then ask Booch what he did with Gligen. He may have killed her.”

“Utter nonsense,” said Booch in jovid, if uneasy, tones. * Jantiff, you have peculiar notions about me.”

“You brought your wurgle and hunted her down! Where is she now?’

Ryl Shermatz said: “ Congtable Booch, | suggest that you respond to Jantiff’s question, indl candor.”

“Lacking facts, how can | answer? And why dl the anx-iety? She was just a witch-kit.”

“You speak inthe past tense,” noted Ryl Shermatz. “Is this Sgnificant?’

“Of course not! | chanced to grall past with my wurgle, admittedly, and she ran off, but what's that
to me? Or to you, for that matter?’

“l am the Connatic's agent. | am required to adjust situations such asthis”

“But there is no Stuation to adjust! Look yonder; even now she’'s coming out of the Sych!”



Jantiff struggled to his knees. “Where? Tdl me where. But | can't see”

The boy gave a screech of panic; there came an odd se-quence of sounds. a. lamping of feet, a
whigper asif of ourting gas, a thud, a gasp, a scuffling sound; then, for a moment, sllence.

The boy babbled: “He' s dead! He tried to kill you! How did you know?’

Ryl Shermatz spoke without perturbation: “1 am sengtive to danger, and wel trained to ded with it.”

“Who came from the forest?’ cried Jantiff. “Wasit Glisten?’

“No one came from the forest; Booch attempted a ruse.”

“Then where can she be?’

“We dhdl do our best to find her. But now: tdl mewhy you sent so many urgent messages.”

“I will tl you,” mumbled Jantiff. “I want only to talk; | must do hours and hours of taking—"

“Steady, Jantiff. Come, St here on the bench. Boy, run to town; bring back new bread and a pot of
good soup. Here: an ozal for your pains .... Now, Jantiff, tak, if you are able”

Chapter 15

Dwan, hdfway up the sky, shone from behind films of shifting migt. Jantiff sat on the bench, leaning
back agang his ramshackle stone and seaweed hut. Ryl Shermaiz, a per-son of medium Sature, with
well-formed features and short brown hair, stood beside him, one leg propped upon the bench. He had
dragged the dead hulk around to the sde; only Booch's black boots, extending past the edge of the hut,
bore witness to his presence.

Jantiff spoke at length, in a voice which presently dwindled to a husky croak.

Ryl Shermatz sad little, inserting only an occasiond ques-tion. From time to time he nodded as if
Jantiff’ s remarks re-inforced opinions of his own.

Jantiff’s account came to an end: “My only uncertainty is Glisten. Last night | dreamt of her, and in
my dream she spoke; it was strange to hear her, and eveninmy deep | fdt asif | would weep.”

Ryl Shermatz gazed south over the gray ocean. “Well, Jantiff,” he sad at ladt, “it is clear that you
have endured hard times. Let me summarize your statement. Y ou believe that Esteban, looking over your
drawings of the four Whispers, noticed the resemblance between three of the Whispers and himsdf,
Skorlet and Sarp. Y ou theorize that Esteban, with his devious and supple mind, inevitably recognized the
potentid-ity of the Stuation, and began, idly at fird, to consder methods for meking the possble red. A
fourth member of the caba was needed: who better than a man of wedth, power and moativation; in
short, a contractor? Esteban searched the reference book, and there, made for the part, he discovered
Contractor Shubart.

“Edteban, Skorlet and Sarp were motivated by their lust for food and luxury. Shubart had long
enjoyed the good things of life, but now was threatened by the Whispers who intended to free Arrabus
from the contractors and aready had informed the Connatic of ther plans. Shubart needed funds to
imple-ment his grand plans for the Weirdlands; he readily joined Esteban, Skorlet and Sarp.

“They contrived a bold and very ample scheme. Here you assert that Skorlet, Esteban, Sarp and
Shubart journeyed to Waunisse and there boarded the arship on which the Whis-pers would return to
Uncibd. During the flight the Whispers were killed with dl their entourage and dropped into the sea.
When the Sea Disk landed, Esteban, Skorlet, Sarp and Shubart had become the Whispers. They
showed themsdlves briefly on the Pedestal. No one inspected them closdy; no one could have suspected
their deed: except you, who were disturbed and perplexed.

“The new Whispers traveled to Numenes, where they con-sulted the Connétic at Lusz. He found
them an unsymparthetic group: indncere, evasve and tawdry. Ther Satements rang fase, and falled to
accord with ther purported misson, as proposed by the origind Whispers. The Connatic decided to
look more closdly into the matter, especidly since he had recelved urgent messages concerning a certain
Jantiff Ravensroke.

“l was assigned to the task and arrived a Uncibd two days ago. Immediady | tried to find Cursar
Bonamico. | learned that he had flown to Waunisse, on business connected with the Whispers, that he
had boarded the same aircraft on which the Whispers returned to Uncibd.



“He never dighted from this aircraft, and the inference is clear. He was murdered and thrugt into the
Sdaman Sea. | naurdly took note of the messages you had dispatched from Balad. Last night a find
message arrived. The voice was that of a woman—a girl, according to the clerk Aleida Glugter. The
womean, or girl, spoke in great agitation: “Come quickly, come quickly to Bdad; they're doing terrible
things to Jantiff!” And that was dl.”

“A girl spoke?” muttered Jantiff. “Who could that have been? Gligen can't speak, except in dreams
... Might the clerk have been adeep and dreaming?’

“An interesting conjecture,” said Ryl Shermatz. “Alada Gluster said nothing in this regard, one way
or the other .... Here we are at Baad. We shdl go to the Old Groar Tavern and refresh oursalves. Then
we dhdl try to sub-due these obstreperous folk.”

“Eubang is more than obstreperous,” Jantiff muttered. “He stole my money and told Booch about
Gligen.”

“I have not forgotten Eubang,” said Ryl Shermatz.

The two men entered the Old Groar. At the tables sat a consderable number of customers: double
the usud for this hour of the day. Fariske came hurriedly forward, his round white forehead gligening
with droplets of sweat. “This way, gentlemen,” he cried in brave jovidity. “Be seated! Will you drink ale?
| recommend my Old Dankwort!”

Clearly the boy who had guided Ryl Shermatz to Jantiff’s hut had returned to Bdad bearing large
taes. “You may bring us de and something to eat,” said Shermatz. “But fird: is the person known as
Eubanq present in the room?’

Fariske darted a series of nervous glances dong the tables. “He is not here. You will probably find
hm & the depot, where he serves as generd agent.”

“Be good enough to select three reliable men from among your customers and bring them here.”

“‘Reiable ? Wdll, let me congder. That is a hard question. I'll summon the best of the lot. Garfred!
Sabrose! Osculot! Step over here, at oncel”

The three men approached with varying degrees of trucu-lence.

Ryl Shermatz appraised them with an impassve gaze. “I am Ryl Shermatz, the Connatic's agent. |
gppoint you my deputies for the period of one day. You are now, like mysdf, invested with the inviolable
authority of the Connatic, under my orders. Isthis clear?’

The three men shuffled their feet and sgnified their understanding: Garfred with a surly grunt; Sabrose
meking an amiable gesture; Osculot showing a grimace of misgiving.

Ryl Shermatz spoke on. “Proceed at once to the depot. Place Eubang under the Connétic’s arrest.
Bring him here a once. Under no circumstances alow him freedom from your custody: not so much as a
minute. Be on the guard for any weapons he may carry. Go in hagtel”

The three men departed the tavern. Ryl Shermatz turned to Fariske, who stood anxioudy to the side.
“*Send other men to summon dl the folk of Bdad to an immediae assembly in front of the Old Groar.
Then you may serve us our refresh-ment.”

Jantiff sat in the dark, ligening to the muitter of voices, the dink of mugs, the scrape of feet. Warmth
and relaxation eased his limbs, lasstude came upon him. Ryl Shermatz spoke quigtly to someone who
made no response;, perhaps by means of a transcaiver, thought Jantiff. A moment later Shermatz sent
Voris to fetch the apothecary, who arrived within the minute.

Shermaiz took the apothecary aside; the two conferred and the apothecary departed. Shermatz
spoke to Jantiff: “1 have specified a trestment to restore a certain fraction of your vison. Later, of course,
we will arrange a thorough therapy.”

“I will be grateful for any improvement.”

The apothecary returned. Jantiff beard muted voices as his case was discussed; then the apothecary
addressed him directly. “Now, Jantiff, here is the Stuation. The surfaces of your eyes have been frosted
by the caudtic, and are no longer transparent to light. | am about to attempt a rather nove trestment: |
coat the surface of your eyes with an emulsion, which quickly dries to a transparent film. Perhaps you will
fed discomfort, perhaps you will notice nothing whatever. With the irregularities smoothed out, light
should once again reach your retina. | will mention that the film is micro-scopicaly porous to dlow



passage of oxygen. Please leen back, open your right eye wide and do not move .... Very good. Now
the left. Do not blink, if you please.”

Jantiff felt a cool sensation across the front of his eyes, then an odd, not unplessant condriction
across the eyebals. Smultaneoudy the blur before his vison began to dissipate as if a wind blew through
the optic fog. Objects loomed, as-sumed dengty; for a time they wavered in a watery medium and
presently dtilled. Jantiff once more could see, with dmodt the old darity.

He looked around the room. He saw the grave faces of Ryl Shermatz and the apothecary. Fariske
stood by the counter, abdomen bulging out ahead. Pdinka peered from the kitchen, annoyed by the
disruption to her daily routine. Hunched over the tables, for the mogt part glowering and surly, sat the
regu-lar Old Groar customers. Jantiff looked this way and that, en-tranced by the wonder of this
miraculous faculty which he thought that he had previoudy exploited to the fullet. He studied the
umber-black shadows at the back of the room, the sheen of pewter mugs, the sallow milkwood tables,
the shafts of pale lavender light streaming down through the high windows. Jantiff thought: In later years,
when | ook across my life, | will mark well this moment in the Old Groar Tavern at Balad on the
planet Wyst .... A shuffle of activity distracted Jantiff from his musing. Ryl Shermaiz sauntered to the
door. Jantiff, hauling himsdf erect, threw back his shoulders and in unconscious imitation of Shermatz
confi-dent stride, went to the door.

A crowd had gathered before the Old Groar: the entire population of Balad, except for Madame
Tchaga who stood peering from the Cimmery. Along the street came Sabrose and Garfred, with Eubang
between them and Osculot bring-ing up the rear. Eubang wore his fawn-colored suit, and today a hat
with a jaunty pointed bill. His expresson, how-ever, was not at dl jaunty. His cheeks sagged, his mouth
hung in a lugubrious droop. Before Jantiff's inner vison came a remembered illudration from a
story-book, depicting a worried brown rat being brought before a tribund of dately cats by a pair of
bulldog sergeants.

After a sngle glance, Shermatz turned away from Eubang and spoke to the crowd. “I am Ryl
Shermatz, the Connatic’s agent, and | am here a Bdad in an offiad capacity.

“The Connatic’s palicy is to dlow dl possible indepen-dence of thought and action. He welcomes
diversty and rules with restraint.

“Nonethdless, he, cannot tolerate a disregard for basic law. Such occurs here a Bdad. | refer to the
persecution of certain forest wanderers, whom you miscdl witches. It now must terminate by the
Connatic's edict. The alment known as ‘the yellows results from a fungus-like growth; it can be cured
by apill taken with water. The so-called witches are deaf-mute not because of ‘the ydlows but through
a hysericd ob-session. Organicdly they are quite normd, and sometimes, under stress of emergency,
they can force themselves to speak. Asfor hearing, my advisers tdl me that sound enters their brain a a
sublimind leve; they do not know they are hearing, but neverthdess are invested with information, much
as telepathy affects the mind of an ordinary person.

“Conditions at Bdad are unsatisfactory. The Grand Knight seems to act as an informd magidrate
and dispenses such judice as he sees fit through his constable. On other occa-sions, as when
unforgivable violence was done to the person of Jantiff Ravensroke, the community is guided by
irresponsi-ble fury.

“A cursar will presently arrive to arrange a more orderly system. He will right certain wrongs, and
certain persons will regret his coming; especidly those who have taken part in the recent witch chasing.
They may expect severe pendties. At the moment | intend to deal only with the assault performed upon
Jantiff. Constable Sabrose, bring forward the woman who blinded Jantiff.”

“It was Nédllick, yonder.”

“Your Lordship, | acted not from mdice; indeed, | thought | hed Smple and wholesome water in my
bucket. | am alaughing woman; | acted infun and only to ease the Stuation for the generd benefit.”

“Jantiff, does this match your recollection?

“No. She said, ‘Here, turn his face about; he will never see the results of his mischief, even though |
waste my frack.””

“Whdl then: which verson is correct? Constable?’



Sabrose grunted. “I don't like to say. | was holding Jantiff when she flung the Suff. It burnt my arms
aswdl.”

Jantiff grimaced. “Don't bother with any of them; there were twenty or thirty people, dl doing me
harm. Except Grande the apothecary, who wiped my eyes.”

“Very wdl. Grandd, | ingruct you to make a careful lig of those people who participated in the
episode, and to fine them in proportion to their guilt. The sum collected must be paid over to Jantiff. |
suggest afine of five hundred ozals for the woman Ndlick.”

Grandd looked uncomfortably around the crowd. “I will do my best, though my popularity will not
be enhanced.”

Fariske cdled out: “Not s0! | took no part in the assault, even though Jantiff sold percebs in
competition with me. | be-lieve that stern fines are necessary to redeem the honor of Baad! | will help
Grandd discover each name and | will counsd him againgt leniency. If Grandd suffers unpopularity, 1 will
join him!”

“Then | will entrust the matter to the two of you. Now, another matter. Y our name is Eubang?’

Eubang nodded and amiled. “Sir, that ismy name.”

“Itisyour entire name?’

Eubanq hesitated only the fraction of an ingant. “Eubang is the name by which | am known.”

“Where is your place of birth?’

“Sir, asto that | cannot be sure. | was orphaned as a child”

“That is, atragic circumstance. Where were you reared?’

“l have vigted many worlds, gr. | cdl no place home”

“The Connatic's cursar, when he arives, will examine your background with great care. At this
moment | will only concern mysdf with events of the recent past. Firdt, | bdieve that you cashed in
Jantiff’ s passage voucher and pocketed the money.”

Eubang considered a moment, then, no doubt reflecting that the matter was susceptible to quick
veification, one way or the other, he gave adow polite nod. “I fed sure that Jantiff would never use the
ticket, and | saw no need to waste the money.”

“Then, when you learned that Jantiff indeed had earned the fare, you stole his money from him?’

“Do you assert this, g, or isit the Connatic’s justice that a man mugt incriminate himsdlf from his own
mouth?’

“Thet is a clever reply,” said Shermatz gracioudy. “But the matter is not quite so intricate. Jantiff’'s
information makes it clear that you are the robber beyond dl reasonable doubt. My question gave you
the opportunity for denid. Secondly, it is clear that you informed Booch in regard to the forest waif
whom Jantiff had befriended, in full knowledge of what must occur, your mative being to destroy Jantiff.
The cursar will undertake an investigation. If you deny the charges, you will undergo mind-search and the
truth will be made known. In the meantime, your possessions are totaly confiscated. You are now a
pauper, lacking so much as asngle dinket.”

Eubang's jaw dropped; his eyes became moidt. In a voice musicd in its poignancy he cried: “Thisis
maost unreason-able! Will you sequester dl my poor savings?’

“l suspect that you will fare even worse. | believe that you provoked Booch to assault and murder. If
thisis so demon-strated the cursar will show you no leniency.”

“Take meto Lulace! The Grand Knight will prove my good character!”

“The Grand Knight, isno longer a& Lulace. He and his guests departed lagt night. In any event, he is
not a trust-worthy guarantor; his troubles may exceed your own.” Sher-matz sgnded Garfred and
Osculot. “Take Eubang to a place of security. Make certain that he cannot escape. If he does so, you
will each be fined one thousand ozols”

“Smartly then, Eubang,” said Osculot. “We will take you to my root cellar, and if you escape, | will
pay both fines”

“One moment!” Jantiff confronted Eubang. “What hap-pened to Gligen? Tdl meif you know!”

Eubang's expression was opaque. “Why ask me? Put your questions to Booch.”

“Booch answers no questions; heis dead.”



Eubanq turned away without comment. The two constables marched him up the street and out of
gght.
Ryl Shermatz once more addressed the people of the town. “The new cursar will arrive within three
days. Remember: he represents the Connatic and he must be obeyed! You may now go about your
dfars. Jantiff, come dong. We have no further need to remain a Balad.”

“But what of Gligen?| can’'t leave urtil 1 know what has happened!”

“Jantiff, let us face the sad facts. Either she is dead or she has returned to the forest. In ether case
sheis beyond our reach.”

“Then who was the woman who natified you of my trou-ble?

“Thisis another affair which the cursar must look into. But let us be off to Arrabus. There is nothing
more to be accom-plished here”

Chapter 16

In a black space-car the two men rode north from Bdad: over the gloomy Sych, across Lake
Neman and the Weirdlands beyond.

Jantiff sat brooding and made no effort at conversation. Ryl Shermaiz findly sad: “I suspect that you
are dill dis-turbed by recent events—understandably so. Unfortunately, by the very nature of my position
| can achieve only an ap-proximate jugice. The witch-killing farmers, for indance: are they not
murderers? Why are they not punished? Truthfully, | am less interested in punishment than setting things
to rights. | make one or two dramatic examples, hoping to frighten dl the others into regeneracy. The
method works unevenly. Often the most iniquitous are the least incon-venienced. On the other hand an
absolutely exact justice may wel destroy the community; this might have been the case a Baad. By and
large, | am stisfied.”

Jantiff said nothing.

Ryl Shermatz continued: “1n any event we musgt now turn our attention to Arrabus and the Whispers.
Ther conduct puzzles me. Do they intend to live in isolaion? If they attend the Centenary féte, or speak
before a tdevison audience, thair identity must ingantly become evident to their old inti-mates. dl those
resdents of Old Pink, for example.”

“They probably rely upon the close amilarity,” said Jantiff. “When no one suspects, no one notices.”

Ryl Shermatz remained dubious. “I can't believe that the amilarities are that close. Perhaps they plan
cosmetic devices or facid surgery: in fact thismay dready have occurred.”

“At Lulace they were the same as ever.”

“And this is the great puzzle Clearly they are not fools. They must recognize obvious dangers, and
they mugt have prepared for them. | am amazed and fascinated; there is grandeur to therr scheme.”

Jantiff put a diffident question: “How will you ded with them?’

“Two options, at least, are open. We can denounce them publidy and create an enormous sensation,
or we can secretly dispose of the whole afar, and presently nominae a new set of Whispers. | am
inclined to the firg concept. The Arrabinswill enjoy the drama—and why should we not give pleasure to
these essartidly decent, if indolent, folk?”

“And how will this drama be managed?’

“No difficulty whatever; in fact the event has dready been arranged, and by the Whispers
themsdves. At a Grand Rdly they intend to address a sdlect group of notables, while dl the rest of
Arrabus watches by televison. Thisis an appropriate time to set matters right.”

Jantiff mulled over the Stuation. “They will speak as be-fore from the Pedestal, remote and obscure
30 that no one can recognize them, and no cameras will be alowed close views”

“l expect that you are right,” sad Ryl Shermaiz. “At the denouement they will be seen dearly
enough.”

The space-car crossed over the scarp, and Uncibd lay sprawled before them, with the Sdlarnan Sea
beyond, flat and listless, the color of moonstone. Ryl Shermatz veered toward the space-port and landed
close beside the depot



“Tonight we will rest at the Traveers Inn,” said Shermatz. “As an ditis monument, it has suffered
decay; dill we can do no better, and you will no doubt prefer it to your lar be-hind the privy.”

“l intend to revigt this lair, for old time's sake,” said Jantiff. “My hut on the beach was actudly not
much bet-ter .... Stll, it fdt like home. As | think back, | was happy there. | had food; | had Gligen to
look at; | had gods, im-practica though they might have been, and for a time | thought | was redizing
them. Yed! | wastruly divel”

“And now?’

“l am old and dull and tired.”

Shermatz laughed. “I have fdt the same way many times. Life goes on, despite dl.”

“I find life to be a very peculiar &fair.”

At the Travelers Inn Shermatz bespoke a suite of 9x rooms, specifying ahigh standard of cuisne and
service.

Jantiff grumbled that his expectations were not likdy to be redized in view of the Arrabin attitude.

“We shdl see” sad Ryl Shermatz. “As arule | make few demands, but here, a the Traveers Inn,
for non-egdigtic prices | inggt upon non-egdidic vadue. Unlike the ordinary traveler, | can indantly
avenge doth, dights and poor service. It is a perquisite of my job. | think that you will notice a dis-tinct
improvement over your previous vist. Now | have a few trifles of business, and | will leave you to your
own devices”

Jatiff went to his rooms, where, as Shermaiz had predicted, he discovered remarkably better
conditions. He reveled in a hot bath, donned fresh garments and dined upon the most elaborate repast
avalable. Then, bone-weary but not yet ready for deep, he wandered out into the city and rode the
man-ways as he had done so often in the past. Per-haps by unconscious design he passed Old Pink.
After amoment’s indecision he stepped off the way, crossed the yard and entered the foyer. The ar hung
heavy with familiar old odors, compounded of gruff, deedle, wobbly and swill; the sourness of old
concrete; the condensed exhdations of dl those who across the years had cdled Old Pink home.

Recollections swept over Jantiff: events, adventures, emo-tions, faces. He went to the adminidration
desk, where a man, srange to him, sat sorting dips of paper.

Jantiff asked: “Does Skorlet dill occupy Apartment D18, on the Nineteenth leve ?’

The clerk spun an index, glanced a a name. “No longer. She's transferred out to Propunce.”

Jantiff turned to the bulletin board. A large placard com-posed in an eye-catching yelow, white, blue
and black reed:

In regard to the
GRAND RALLY:

Hail, dl, to our second century! May it exceed the grandeur of the first!

The Centenary celebrates our confident advocacy of egalism. From the ends of the Cluster pour
congratu-lations, sometimes couched in candid admiration, some-times through the tight teeth of
bombahs biting back dismay.

On Onasday next: the Grand Rally! at the Field of Voices the Panel of Delegates and many
other notables will gather to partake of a ceremonial banquet and to hear the Whispers propose
gartling new concepts for the future.

The Connatic of Alastor Cluster will definitdly be on hand, to share the Pedestal with the
Whispers, in com-radeship and egality. He is at this moment consulting with the Whispers and
hearing their wise counsel. At the Grand Rdly he will revea his program for an augment-ed
interchange of goods and services. He believes that Arrabins should export ideas, artistic creations
and imag-inative concepts in exchange for goods, foodstuffs and automatic processing devices. At
the. Grand Raly, Onasday, on the Fidd of Voices, he and the Whispers will make concrete the
details of this proposal.

Only persons with entry permits will be admitted to the Field. All others will participate at this
epochal oc-casion by televison in the socia hdls on their apartment levels.

Jatiff reread the placard a second and a third time. Odd and wonderful! He stood pondering the
gaish type. At the back of his mind milled fragments of information, smal disparate ideas, echoes of



haf-remembered conversations: dl jumbled like the eements of a puzzle shaken in a box.

Jantiff turned away from the placard and departed Old Pink. He rode out Laerd 112 to Uncibd
River and diverted into the humen flood. For once, with nervous guesses and suspicious conjectures
whirling through his head, Jantiff ig-nored the panorama of faces; as blank and withdrawn as any of the
others, he returned to the Travelers Inn.

Back in his rooms, he discovered that a supper had been lad out on the parlor buffet. Jantiff poured
out a goblet of wine and took it to a settee. The window overlooked a corner of the space-field and,
beyond, the dancing lights of Dis-jerferact. Jantiff watched with a smile hdf bitter, haf wigful. Would he
ever be able to escape his recallections? Vividly now they passed before his inner mind: the House of
Priams, Kedidah's haunted countenance. The flavor of toasted kelp and poggets. The squesking fifes, the
tinkle of pilgrim bells, the cdls and importunities, the whirling lights and park fountains ... Ryl Shermaiz
emerged from his chambers.

“Aha, Jantiff, you have returned in good time. Have you noticed this array of bonter?’

“Yes. | am amazed. | had no idea that so many good things were available”

“Tonight we are bombahs for sure! | see wines from four different worlds, a noble assortment of
meets, pastas, risoles, sdads, cheeses, and dl manner of miscelaneous confections. A fa more
elaborate med than ismy usud habit, | assure you! But tonight let us reve in the ignobility of it al!”

Jantiff served himsdf such items as met hisfancy, and joined Ryl Shermatz at the table. “An hour ago
| visted Old Pink, the block where | once lived. In the lobby | saw an amazing placard. It advertised that
the Connatic will defi-nitely appear at the Grand Rdly, to endorse the Whispers and dl their programs.”

“l saw a dmilar placard,” sad Ryl Shermatz. “1 can assert even more definitdy that the Connatic
plans nathing of the sort.”

“In that case | am relieved, but how can the Whispers make such promises? When the Connatic fails
to appear, they will be left with lame excuses by the mouthful, and no one will be deceived.”

“l have become fascinated by the Grand Rdly,” said Ryl Shermatz. “Hdf a dozen courtesy tickets
were left a Alastor Centrdity. | avalled mysdf of two; we shdl not fal to witness this remarkable
occason.”

“l am absolutely bewildered,” said Jantiff. “The Whispers must know that the Connatic will not
appear; it follows, therefore, that they have contrived a plan to cope with this contingency.”

“Admirably put, Jantiff! That isthe Stuaion in a nutshel, and | admit to curiosty. Might they go so far
as to put for-ward a purported Connatic, to speak as they might wish the red Connatic to speak?’

“It iswdl within their audacity. But how could they hope to gain? When the news arrived a Lusz, the
Connatic could not fal to be annoyed.”

“Exactly so! The Connatic is dways amused by verve and sometimes by brashness; ill he would be
forced to take harsh and definite action. Well, on Onasday the event will be revealed, and we will watch
carefully before we put our own program into effect.”

Jantiff made a cautious observation: “You persst inusang the words ‘we and ‘our,” but | must admit
thet | am confused as to the details of our program.”

Ryl Shermatz chuckled. “Our planisample. The Whispers appear on the Pedestal. They make their
address to the nota-bles, and by tdevison to dl the other Arrabins. A purported Connatic may appear
on the Pededtd; if not, the Whispers may repair the lack by methods yet unknown, and we will watch
with interest. Then, at an appropriate moment, four Whem corvettes of the Amaraz class drop from the
sky. They maneuver close to the Pedestal and officers jump across. They place the Whispers under
arrest. The cursar now ap-pears. He explainsto dl Arrabus the crimes perpetrated by the Whispers. He
reveds tha Arrabus is bankrupt, and he makes a rather harsh announcement to the effect that the
Ar-rabins mugt awake from ther century-long trance and return to work. He announces that he is
assuming authority as interim governor, until a proper set of locd offidds once more assume
responsbility.

“The four corvettes then rise to an devation of a thousand feet, each traling a long line with a noose
a the end. A noose isfitted about the neck of each Whisper; the corvettes rise once more until they and
the suspended Whispers are out of sght in the upper atmosphere. The program is crisp, deci-sve and



auffidently spectacular to command aitention.” Ryl Shermatz glanced sSdeways a Jantiff. “You take
exception to the plan?’

“Not a dl. | an uneasy, for areason | find hard to define”

Shermatz rose to his feet and went to look out across Digerferact. The plan is too forthright,
perhaps?”

“Thereis nothing wrong with the plan. | wonder only why the Whispers seem so confident. What do
they know that we do not?’

“That is a provocetive concept,” said Shermatz. He mused a moment. “Short of asking the Whispers,
| can’t see how to arrive a an explanation.”

“I will try to put my ideas in an orderly sequence,” said Jantiff. “Perhaps something will occur to me”

“You have infected me with your uneasiness” Shermaiz grumbled. “Wel—there is tonight and
tomorrow for conjec-ture. On the day after: the Grand Raly, and then we mugt act.”

Chapter 17

Thenight passed by, and Dwan rose pae as a frozen tear into the sky. The day ran its course. Jantiff
remained at the suitein the Travelers Inn. For atime he paced the parlor back and forth, trying to define
his quams, but the thoughts fled past before he could andyze them. He seated himsdf with paper and
ylus and found no better success; his mind perssted in wandering. He thought of the early days a Old
Rink, his dismd romance with Kedidah, the bonterfest, his subsequent flight to Bdad ... The flow of his
thoughts sud-denly became viscous and dowed to a hdt. For a moment Jantiff thought of nothing
whatever; then, with great caution, asif opening a door from behind which something avful might lesp, he
reconsidered hisflight across the Weirdlands, and his association with Swarkop.

Jatiff presently relaxed, indecisvely, into the settee. Swarkop’s conversation had been suggedtive
but no more. He would mention the maiter and Shermatz could make of it what he chose.

During the afternoon, bored and uneasy, he walked across the mudflats to Digerferact, and as he
had promised himsdf, made a pilgrimage to his old lair behind the privy, and for old time's sake bought a
Foll of fried kelp, which he ate duti-fully but without enthusasm. There had once been a time, he
reflected sadly, when he could not get enough of this rather ingpid delicacy.

At sundown Jantiff returned to the Travelers Inn. Ryl Shermatz had not returned. Jantiff ate, a pensve
supper, then went to his rooms.

In the morning he awoke to find that Ryl Shermatz had come and gone, leaving a note on the parlor
table.

For the notice of Jantiff Ravensroke:

A good morning to you, Jantiff! Today we resolve al mysteries and bring our drama to its climax
and then its close. Details press upon me; | have gone off unavoid-ably early to brief the cursar, and
s0 will be unable to take breakfast with you. Please dlow me to issue in-structions in regard to the
Grand Raly. | have our two tickets and will meet you to the right of Hanwalter Gate, where the
Fourteenth Lateral terminates, at half-morning, or as close thereafter as possible. This is not as early
as | had hoped; dill we shdl no doubt find posi-tions of advantage. Take breakfast with a good
appetite! | will see you at half-morning.

Shermatz

Jantiff frowned and put the note aside. He went to the win-dow where he could see people dready
ariving upon the Feld of Voices, hagening to take up places as close as possible to the Pedestal.
Tuming away, he went to the buffet, served hmsdf breakfast, which he ate without appetite.

The time was dill early; nevertheess he threw a cape over his shoulders and departed the inn. He
waked to Uncibd River, rode a hdf-mile, diverted upon the Fourteenth Laterd, which discharged him
directly before Hanwdter Gate: a three-wicket passage through a tdl fence of supple louvres.
Haf-morning was yet an hour off; Jantiff was not surprised to find Shermatz nowhere on the scene. He



dationed himsdf at the Stipulated place to the right of the gate, and stood watching the arriva of the
“notables’ who had been invited to the Field to hear the Whigpers and the Connatic at fird hand, and to
partake of the festive banquet. An odd assort-ment of “notables,” thought Jantiff. They were persons of
dl ages and types. Presently he noticed a man whom he thought to recognize; their eyes met and the man
hdted to exchange gregtings. “Aren't you Jantiff Ravensroke from Old Pink? With Skorlet?’

“Precisdy right. And you are Olin, Esteban’'s friend. | forget your block exectly: wasn't it
Fodswollow?’

Olin made awry grimace. “Not for months. | transferred to Winkler's Hove out dong Latera 560,
and | mug say I'm pleased with the change. Why don't you move out from Old Pink? We could use
someone like you, clever with his handd”

Jantiff said in a noncommittal voice: “I'll have to cal on you one of these days.”

“By dl meand It’s often been remarked how a block stamps its nature on those who live there. Old
Ank, for in-stance, seems o intense, dways seething with intrigue. At the Hovel we're a raffish
hell-for-leather crew, | assure you! The garden Smply vibrates! I've never seen such a flow of swill! It's
amiracle that we survive starvation, with the wump dl going into jugs.”

“Old Pink is somber in comparison,” said Jantiff. “And, as you say, the intrigues are extraordinary.
Speaking of in-trigues, have you seen Esteban laidy?’

“Not for a month or more. He's involved in some scheme or other tha takes up dl his time. An
energetic fdlow, Este-ban! He never falsthe game.”

“Yes, he's quite a chap!” Jantiff agreed. “But how is it that you're invited to the Fidd? Are you a
notable?’

“Hardly! You know me better than that! The invitation came as quite a surprise! Not an unpleasant
one, of coursg, if there's a banquet of bonter at the other end of it. Still, I can’'t hdp but wonder whose
invitation I’ ve been tendered by mistake. But what of you? Surely you' re not a notable?’

“No more than you. We both know Esteban; that's the only notable thing about us”

Qlin laughed. “If that’s what brings us bonter, dl glory to Esteban! I'll be going on in; | want to place
mysHf as close to the tables as possible. Are you coming?’

“I mugt wait for afriend.”

“A pleasure seeing you againl Come vist Winkler’s Hove!”

“Yesindeed,” sad Jantiff in a pensive voice. “As soon as possible”

Qlin presented his ticket and was admitted to the fidd. In Jantiff’s mind the pieces of the puzzle had
dropped together to form a unit, of dartling proportions. Surely a flav marred the pattern? But where?
Jantiff thought firgt one way, then another. The concept stood unchalenged, noble in its smplic-ity and
grandeur.

Haf-morning approached: where was Ryl Shermatz? The “notables’ poured onto the fidd by the
hundredd Jantiff scanned their faces with furious intengity. Would Shermatz never arrive?

Thetime became hdf-morning. Jantiff glared into the on-coming faces, trying to evoke the presence
of Shermatz by sheer force of will.

To no avail. Jantiff began to fed ligless. Peering over his shoulder through the louvres, he saw that
the Fidd had become crowded: there were “notables’ from everywhere in Arrabus. “Notables’ and
persons like Olint But no one from OId Pink! The idea froze his thoughts, they began agan only
duggishly. Was this the flaw in the pattern? Perhaps. Agan, perhaps not.

A fanfare sounded across the fidd, then the Arrabus an-them. The ceremonies had begun. A few
hurrying late-comers jumped off the latera to push through the gates. Still no Shermatz!

The fiddd megaphones broadcast a great voice: “Notables of Arrabus! Egdids across dl our nation!
The Whispers give you gregtingsl They will shortly arive on the Pedestal to communicate ther
remarkable plans, despite furious efforts by the forces of reaction! Hear this, folk of Arrabus, and
remember! The Whispers are disputed by enemies to egdism, and events will demonstrate the evil scope
of the opposition! But be of brave heart! Our path leads to—"

Jantiff ran forward, as Shermaiz stepped from the man-way. Shermatz cdled out: “My gpologies,
Jantiff! | could not avoid the delay. But we are dill in time. Come dong; here isyour ticket.”



Jantiff’ s tongue felt numb; he could only stammer discon-nected phrases. “No, no! Come back! No
time remaind” He took Shermatz's am to hdt his motion toward the gate. Sher-matz turned on him a
look of surprise. Jantiff blurted: “We can't day here; there' s nothing we can do now. Come, we ve got
to leavel”

Sharmatz hestated only an ingtant. “Very well; where do you want to go?’

“Your space-car is yonder, by the depot. Take us up, avay from Unciba.”

“Jud as you say, but can’t you explan?’

“Yes, as we go!” Jantiff set off a a run, throwing bits of sentences over his shoulder. Shermatz,
jogging dongsde be-came grim. “Yes; logicd .... Even probable .... We can't take the chance that
you'rewrong ....”

They boarded the space-car; Uncibd fdl avay beow: row after row of many-colored blocks
receding into the haze. To the sde spread the Fidd, dark with the “notables’ of Arrabus. Shermatz
touched the telescreen controls; the voice spoke “—dday of only a few minutes, the Whispers are on
their way. They will tdl you how bitterly our enemies resent the success of egdism! They will name
names and cite factd ... The Whispers are ill delayed; they should be on the Pedestal now. Patience for
another minute or two!”

“If the Whispers appear on the Pedestal | am wrong,” said Jantiff.

“Intuitively | accept your concluson,” sad Shermatz. “But | am ill confused by your facts. You
mentioned a certain Swarkop and his cargoes, and adso a person named Olin. How do they interrel ate?
Where do you start your chain of logic?’

“With an idea we have discussed before. The authentic Whispers were known to many folk; the new
Whispers as wel. There is a strong smilarity between the two groups, but not an identity. The new
Whispers mugt minimize the risk of recognition and exposure.

“Olin came to the Fidd; someone sent him a ticket. Who? He is a friend of Esteban, but hardly a
notable. There are legitimate notables present: the Delegates, for ingtance. They are wel acquainted with
the old Whispers. | imagine that dl Esteban’s acquaintances are a the Fidd, and dl those of Skorlet and
of Sarp: dl received tickets, and dl wondered why they were considered “notable” |1 saw no one from
Old Pink, but they would arrive by a different laterd. Again, Sx tickets were sent to Alastor Agency.
Assume that the Con-natic was vidting Arrabus. His curiosty might wel be piqued by the placards. He
certanly would not have joined the Whispers on the Pedestal, but he very likdy would have used one of
the tickets.”

Shermatz gave a curt nod. “I am happily able to assure you that the Connatic definitdy did not use
one of these tickets. So now, what of Swarkop?’

“Heis a barge operator who carried 9x cargoes of frack ....” Jantiff had the odd sensation that his
words trig-gered the event. Below them the landscape erupted. The Fidd became an ingant seethe of
white flane, then disappeared under a railing cloud of gray dust. Other blurts of white flane with
subsequent billows of dust appeared esewhere across Uncibd. The craters they left behind marked the
gtes of Old Pink and gx other blocks, the Travelers Inn and Alastor Centrdity. In the cities Waunisse,
Serce and Propunce thirteen other blocks, each with its ful complement of occupants, in like fashion
became columns of dust and hot vapor. “1 wasright,” said Jantiff. “Very much too right.”

Shermatz dowly reached out and touched a button. “Cor-chione.”

“Here, dr.”

“The program is canceled. Cdl down hogpitd ships”

“Very wdl, Sr.”

Jantiff spoke in a dreary voice “1 should have understood the facts sooner.”

“You understood intime to save my life” said Shermatz. “I am pleased on this account.” He looked
down across Unci-ba, where the dust was drifting dowly south. “The plan now becomes clear. Three
classes of people were to be diminated: persons who knew the old Whispers, persons who knew the
new Whispers, and a rather amdler group, consding either of the Connatic or the Connatic's
representative, should ether be on hand. But you survived and | survived and the plan has falled.

“The Whisgpers will not know of the failure. They will con-sider themsalves secure, and they will be



preparing the next stage of their plan. Can you guess how thiswill be imple-mented?’

Jantiff made aweary gesture. “No. | an numb.”

“ Scapegoats are needed: the enemies of egdism. Who on Wyst is dill acquainted with one of the
Whispers?’

“The Contractors. They know Shubart.”

“Exactly. Within hours dl contractors will be arrested. The Whispers will announce that the criminads
have made abject confessons, and that justice has been done. All future con-tracting will be managed by
anew egdidic organization, at improved efficency; and the Whispers will share the wedth of Arrabus
between them. Any moment now we can expect their fird indignant outcries” Shermaiz fdl slent; the
two sat looking across battered Uncibd. A chime sounded. On the screen appeared the four Whispers:
Skorlet, Sarp, Esteban and Shubert, their images blurred asiif seen through wavering water.

“They 4ill are arad to exhibit themsdvesin dl darity,” Shermatz observed. “Not too many people
survive who might recognize them but there are probably a few. In the next week or so they would no
doubt disappear. Quietly, myseri-oudy: who would trouble or wonder why?’

Egteban stepped forward a haf-pace and spoke, his voice ringing with dull passion: “Folk of
Arrabusl By the chance of a few minutes delay, your Whispers have survived the cat-aclysm. The
Connatic hopefully has adso escaped; he never arrived to the stipulated place of rendezvous, and we as
yet have no sure knowledge. Unless he went incognito out upon the Field, he escaped, and the assassins
faled in double measure! We are not yet able to make a coherent statement; dl of us are grief-stricken
by the loss of so many cherished comrades. Be assured, however, the demons who planned this frightful
deed will never survive—’

Shermaiz touched a button. * Corchione.”

“Here, gr.”

“Trace the source of the message.”

“l am so doing, Sr.”

“—a day of sorrow and shock! The Delegates are gone, dl gone by the caprice of Fate we
oursalves escaped, but by sheerest accident! Our enemies will not be pleased: be sure that we will hunt
them down! That isdl for now; we mug attend to acts of mercy.” The screen went dead.

“Corchione?’

“The tranamission originated from Unciba Central. We could not fix upon the feed-in.”

“Sed off the space-port. Allow no egress from the planet.”

“Yes ar.”

“Send ateam down to Uncibd centrd; determine the source of the transmisson. Notify me at once.”

“Yes, ar.”

“Monitor dl ar traffic. If anyone ismoving, discover his destination.”

“Yes gr.”

Shermatz leaned back in his seat. He spoke to Jantiff: “Af-ter today your life may seem pdlid and
uneventful.”

“l won't complain asto that.”

“l am dive only through your common sense, of which | mysdf showed adismd lack.”

“l wigh this *‘common sense’ had come to life sooner.”

“Bethat as it may. The past is fixed, and the dead are dead. | am dive and thankful for the fact. In
reference to the future, may | inquire your goas?’

“l want to repair my vison. It is garting to blur. Then | will go back to Baad and try to learn what
happened to Gligen.”

Shermatz gave his head a sad shake. “If sheis dead, you'll search invain. If sheisdive, how will you
find her in the Weirdland forests? | have fadilities for such a search; leave the matter in my hands.”

“Jud asyou say.”

Shermatz turned back to his control panel. “ Corchione.”

“Gr7

“Order the Idirjir Ziaspraide down to Unciba space-port, and aso a par of patrol cruisers. The



Tressian and the Sheer are both at hand.”

“Very good, ar.”

Shermatz said to Jantiff: “In times of uncertainty, it is wise to display symbols of security. The Isirjir
Ziaspraide admi-rably suits this purpose.”

“How will you ded with the Whispers?’

“l can't quite make up my mind. What would you sug-gest”?’

Jatiff shook his head in perplexity. “They have committed anful deeds. No pendty seems
appropriate. Merdy to kill them is an antidimax.”

“Exactly! The drama of retribution should at least equd thet of the crime: in this case an impossible
undertaking. Still something mugt be contrived. Jantiff, put your fecund mind to work!”

“l am not skilled at inventing punishments.”

“Nor are they to my tagte. | enjoy creating conditions of justice. All too often, however, | must ordain
harsh pendities. It is the disagreeable sde to my work. The preferences of the crimind, of course, can't
be considered; as often as not, hewill opt for leniency or even no punishment whatever.”

A chime sounded. Shermatz touched a button; Corchione spoke.

“The tranamission originated a a lodge owned by Contrac-tor Shubart, on the upper dopes of
Mount Prospect, eighteen miles south of Uncibd.”

“Send out an assaullt force; saize the Whispers and bring them to the Ziaspraide.”

“At once, gr.”

Chapter 18

The ldrjir Ziaspraide, flagship of the Thaiatic? Heet, and a vessd of awesome magnitude, served
less as a weapon of war than as an ingrument of policy. Wherever the Isirjir Zias-praide showed itsdf,
the mgedty of the Connatic and the force of the Whem were manifest.

The great hull, with its various sponsons, catwaks and ro-tundas, had long been regarded as a
masterpiece of the naeetic® art. The interior was no less splendid, with a main sdoon a hundred feet
long and thirty-saven feet wide. From the cell-ing, which was enamded a warm lavender-mauve, hung
five scintillants. The floor, of a dead-black substance, lacked dl luster. Around the periphery white
pilasters supported mas-9ve dlver meddlions, depictions of the twenty-three god-desses, clothed In
vestments of purple, green and blue, oc-cupied the spaces between. Jantiff, upon entering the saloon,
gudied the intricacy of these designs with wondering envy; here were subtle skills, of draughtsmanship
and understated color, beyond his present capacity. Sixty officers of the Whelm, wearing white, black
and purple dress uniforms, fol-lowed him into the saloon. They ranged themsdves dong the wadls to
ather 9de and stood in sllence.

A far sound broke the slence: a drum rall, and another, and another, in fateful dow cadence. The
sound grew loud. Into the hdl marched the drummer, somberly costumed after the ancient tradition, with
a black mask across the upper hdf of his face. Behind came the Whispers, each accompanied by a
masked escort: fird Esteban and Sarp. then Skorlet and Shubart. Their faces were blesk; ther eyes
glistened with emation.

The drummer led the way to the end of the hall. He ceased drumming and stepped aside. The ensuing
slence tingled with imminence.

The Commander of the ISirjir Ziaspraide stepped out upon a raised platform, and seated himsdf
behind a table. He addressed the Whispers. “By the authority of the Connatic, | fix upon you the guilt of
multiple murders, in yet unknown number.”

Sarp clenched hisfingers together; the others stood rigid. Esteban spoke out in a brassy voice “One
murder, many murders whet is the difference? The crime is not multiplied.”

“The point is of no consequence. The Connatic admits himsdf in a quandary. He feds that in regard
to your case, degth is an dmog trivid disposition. Nevertheless, after tak-ing advice, he has issued the
fallowing decree. You shdl im-mediately be housed in spheres of trangparent glass twenty feet above the
Held of Voices. The spheres sdl be twenty feet in diameter, and furnished with a minimum of fadilities.
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One week hence, after your crimes have been ducidated in full detail to dl Arrabus, you shdl be taken
into a vehicle. At the hour of midnight this vehide will rise to an dtitude of seven hundred and
seventy-seven miles and there explode with a spectacular effulgence of light. Arrabus will thereby be
natified that your deeds have been expiated. Thet is to be your fate. Take your farewdlls of each other;
you will meet again but only briefly, one week hence”

The Commandant rose to his feet and departed the hdl. The four stood diffly, showing no desire to
exchange senti-ments of any sort whatever.

The drummer stepped forward, and ruffled his drums, again, again, & a portentous tempo. The
escorts led the four back down the, length of the hdl. Esteban’s eyes darted this way and that, asif he
intended a desperate act; the escort at his ebow paid no heed. Esteban’s gaze suddenly became fixed.
His head thrugt forward; he stopped short and pointed a finger. “There stands Jantiff! Our black demon!
We have him to thank for our fate!”

Skorlet, Sarp and Shubart turned to look; their gazes struck into Jantiff’s face. He stood coldly
watching.

The escorts touched the arms of their charges, the group moved on, & the tempo of the drum roll.

Jantiff turned away, to find Shermaiz at hissde.

“Events have run their course, s0 far as you and | are con-cerned,” sad Shermaz. “Come; the
commander has assigned us comfortable quarters, and for a period we can rdax with-out startlements or
dismd duties”

An ascensor lifted them to a high rotunda. Entering, Jantiff stopped short, taken aback by opulence
on a scae which exceeded dl his previous concepts. Shermatz could not re-strain a laugh; he took
Jantiff’s am and led him forward. “The appointments are perhaps a trifle grand,” said Shermatz, “but,
adaptable as you are, you will quickly find them com-fortable. The view, especialy when the Ziaspraide
coasts qui-etly among the stars, is superb.”

The two seated themselves on couches upholstered in purple velvet. A mess boy, stepping from an
acove, proffered atray from which Jantiff took a goblet carved from asngle topaz crystd. He tasted the
wine, looked deep into the swim-ming depths, tasted again. “Thisis very good wine indeed.”

Shermatz took, a goblet of the same vintage. “This is the Trine Aegis. As you see, we who labor in
the Connatic's serv-ice enjoy perquisites as wdl as hardships. On the whole it is not a bad life
sometimes pleasant, sometimes frightening, but never monotonous.”

“At the moment | would enjoy a certain levd of monot-ony,” said Jantiff. “1 fed dmogt inanimate.
There is dill a Sngle matter which gnaws at my mind: probably something which is futile to think about.
Sill ...." Hefdl slent.

Shermaiz reflected a moment. “I have made certain ar-rangements. Tomorrow your eyes will be
repaired; you will see better than ever. In about a week’s time the Ziaspraide leaves Wyst, and will
cruise down the Fayarion. Zeck is not far to the side, and so you shdl be ddivered to your very
doorstep. In fact, we will have the Ziaspraide hover over Frayness and send you down inthe gig.”

“Thet is hardly necessary,” mumbled Jantiff.

“Perhgps not, but you are spared the inconvenience of finding your own way home from the
space-port. So dhdl it be done. Along the way of course you will use these cham-bers.”

“What of yoursdf? Why not come vist me a our house in Tanglewillow Glen? My family will make
you most welcome and you would very much enjoy our houseboat, especidly when we moor it among
the reeds on the Shard Sea.”

“The prospect is appeding,” sad Shermatz. “But to my vast distaste | must remain a Uncibd, and
hdp put together a new Arrabin government. | expect that the cursars, in dl discretion, will manage
Arrabus perhaps for decades, until the Arrabins regan ther morde. They are now confirmed
city-dwellers, and gengdly indecisve. Each person is iso-lated; among the multitudes he is done.
Detached from red-ity he thinks in abstract terms; he thrills to vicarious emotions. To ease his prima
urges he contrives a sad identifi-cation with his gpartment block. He deserves better than this so does
anyone. The blocks of Arrabus will come down, and the folk will go north and south to redam the
Weirdlands and again they will become competent individuas”



Jantiff drank from his goblet. “I remember the farmers of Blde famous witch-chasers dl.”

Shermaiz laughed. “ Jantiff, you are unkind! You would have these poor folk moving from one
extreme to the other! Are there no farmers on Zeck? Surdly they are not witch-chasersl”

“That's true. Still, Wyt is quite a different world.”

“Precisdly so, and these concepts mug be carefully weighed when one works in the service of the
Connatic. Does such a career attract your interest? Don't tdl me ‘yes or ‘no’ at this indant; take time to
collect your thoughts. A message sent to my name in care of the Connatic at Lusz will dways be
ddivered.”

Jantiff found difficulty in expressing himsdf. “1 very much appreciate your kind interest.”

“Noathing of the sort, Jantiff; the thanks are on my sde. Were it not for you, | would be part of the
atmospheric dust.”

“Wereit not for you, | would be blind and dead on the beach beside the Moaning Ocean.”

“Wdl then! We have traded good deeds, and this is the suff of friendship. So now, your immediate
future is ar-ranged. Tomorrow the ophthamologists will repair your eyes. Shortly thereefter you depart
for home. Asfor the other mat-ter which preys on your mind, | have a dreary suspicion thet dl isfinished,
and that you must turn your mind away.”

Jantiff sad: “Quite candidly, | dill fed impelled to go south and search the Sych. If Gligen is dead:
wdl then, she is dead. If she escaped Booch and dill lives, then she is wan-dering done in the forest, a
poor log little waif.”

“| helf expected such an intention on your part,” said Shermatz. “Now | see that | mud reved a plan
which | kept secret for fear of arousing your hopes. Today | am sending a team of experienced trackers
south. They will probe dl circumstances and make a definite determination one way or another. Will this
sy you?’

“Yes, of course. | an more than grateful.”

Chapter 19

The Isirjir Ziaspraide hovered over Frayness, and whiledl came out to watch, agig descended into
Tanglewillow Glen and delivered Jantiff to hisfront door.

“Jantiff, what does dl this mean?’ gasped his father.

“Not a great ded,” sad Jantiff. “1 may go into the Connatic's service, and on this account was
accorded the courtesy of trangportation to my home. But | will tdl you al about it, and | assure you there
isagreat ded to tdl!”

One morning two months later a set of chords announced the presence of a vigtor. Jantiff went to the
door and did it aside. On the porch stood a dender blonde girl. Jantiff’s voice stuck in his throat. He
could manage only afoalish grin.

“Hdlo, Jantiff,” said the girl. “Don’'t you remember me? I'm Gligen.”

Glossary

1. Wyst isthe gangle planet of Dwan, the Eye of the Crystd Ed, in Giampara's Redm, low to the
gdeof Alastor Cluster. Wyt is smdl, damp, cool and unremarkable ex-cept for its history, which is as
extravagant, desperate and strange as any of the Cludter.

Thefour continents of Wyst: Zumer and Pombal, Tremba and Tremora, had been settled by different
fluxes of peoples. Each evolved in isolation with little interaction until the Great Hemispheric War
between Tremba and Tremora, which destroyed the socid order of both con-tinents and reduced the
lands to wilderness,

Tremba and Tremora faced each other across the nar-row Sdaman Sea, a drowned rift valey. The
littord strip between paisades and water—mud flat and swamp for the most part—was the land of
Arrabus, inhabited only by a few farmers, bird trappers and fishermen. To Arrabus now, for want of
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better dedtination, migrated refugees from both continents: for the most part members of the gentry.
These falk, with nather training nor indination for agriculture, organized smdl factories and technicd
shops, and within three generations were the privileged class of Arrabus, while the native Arrabins
became a cagte of laborers. With a great increase in population, food was imported for the new gentry
and synthesized for the [abor-ing classes.

The socid contrasts necessarily created dissatisfactions, ever more acerb. A certain Ozzo Dissdberg
presently pub-lished a tract, “Protocols of Popular Jugtice,” in which he not only codified the generd
discontent, but went con-siderably further, into alegations which might or might not be accurate, and in
any event were scarcely susceptible to proof. He asserted that the Arrabin indudtries were pur-possfully
operated at low efficency, that enormous toll was wasted upon archaic flourishes and unnecessary
refine-ments, in order to redtrict red production. By this calous policy, declared Disselberg, the carrot
was suspended tan-tdizingly just beyond the nose of the worker, so that he would drive for rewards
aways to be denied him. He fur-ther asserted that the Arrabin indudtries could easlly pro-vide everyone
with the goods and services now enjoyed only by the privileged few, a a cost of haf as much human toil.

The gentry predictably denounced Dissdberg as a dem-agogue, and refuted his arguments with
ddtidtics of their own. Nevertheless, the Protocols gained wide currency and, for better or worse, dtered
the attitudes of the work-ing population.

One dismd morning, on a date later to be celebrated as the “Day of Infamy,” Dissdberg was
discovered dead in his bed, gpparently the vidim of assassination. Ulric Cara-das*® immediatdy caled
for a massve demondtration, which escalated fird into violence, then disintegration of the old government.
Caradas organized the First Egdidic Manifold and proclaimed Dissalberg's principles to be the law of
the land; overnight Arrabus was transformed.

The erswhile gentry responded varioudy to the new conditions. Some emigrated to worlds where
they had pro-videntidly invested funds, others integrated themselves into the new order; Hill others took
themselves north or south into the Weirdlands“®,, or digtricts beyond, such as Blde and Froke.

Thirty years later, Ozzo Dissdlberg might have con-sidered himsdf vindicated. The labor force,
driving under the exhortations of Caradas and the Egdidic Manifold, had performed prodigies of
condruction: a megnificent sysem of diding roadways, that the folk might be fredy transported; a
complex of food synthesizers, to ensure everyone a least a minimum diet; row after row, sector af-ter
sector, of gpartment blocks, each to house three thousand folk. The Arrabins, emancipated from toil and
need at last, were free to exercise those prerogatives of lei-sure once 0ldy at the disposa of the gentry.

2. From Owi-thoughts of a Peripatetic Pedant

Arrabus makes few if any concessions to the vigtor, and the casud tourigt is not likdy to discover
much comfort or convenience, let done luxury. At Uncibd City a sngle hotd serves the needs of
trangents: the rambling old Travd-ers Inn a the space-port, where ordinary standards of hospitdity are
for the traveler no more than a pious hope. Immigrants encounter an even more desolate welcome; they
are hudtled into a great gray barracks where they wait, perforce with soicism, until they are assgned to
their blocks. After a few meds of “gruff” and “deedle’ they are likdy to ask themsdves “Is this why |
came to Wyst?" and many hurry back the way they came. On the other hand, the vistor who has firmly
established his departure date may wdl find Arrabus exhilaraing. The Arrabins are gregarious,
extroverted, and dedicated to pleasure; the vistor will make dozens of friends, who as often as not will
dispose themselves for his erotic recrea-tions. (As a possible irrdlevance, it may be noted that in an
absolutely egdidic society, the diginction between mae and femde tends to become indigtinct.)

The visitor, despite the animation of hisfriends and the ingstent gaiety of their company, will presently
begin to notice a pervading shabbiness, only thinly disguised under coats of color-wash. The origind
“durge’ plants have never been replaced; it is dill nothing but “gruff” and “deedle” “with wobbly to fill up
the cracks,” as the popu-lar expression goes. The folk work thirteen hours a week at “drudge,” high and
low, but they hope to reduce the dint to ten hours and eventudly sx. “Low” toil—anything to do with
mechinery, assembly, repair, deening or dig-ging—is unpopular. “High® toil—records, caculation,
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dec-oration, teaching—is preferred. Essentid maintenance and mgor condruction are contracted out to
companies based elsewhere. Foreign exchange is earned through the export of fabric, toys, and glandular
extracts, but production is inefficient. Machinery fdters, the labor force congtantly shifts. Management
(“high” drudge shared in turn by dl), by the nature of things, lacks coercive power. Critica jobs are left
to the contractors, whose fees absorb dl the for-eign exchange. Arrabin money, therefore, is worthless
else-where.

How can such an economy survive? Miraculous to state, it does. unevenly, veering and jerking, with
aurprises and improvisations meawhile the Arrabins live ther lives with zet and charming
ingenuousness. Public spectacles are popular. Hussade assumes an ex-otic and even grotesque
semblance, where catharss super-sedes <ill. “Shunkery” indudes combats, trids, races and games
involving enormous ill-amdling beasts from Pombal. The shunk riders have recently become disaffected
and are demanding higher wages, which the Arrabins resist.

Naturdly, despite generd gaety and good cheer, dl is not pogtive in this remarkable land.
Frudtration, annoy-ance, inconvenience are endemic. Bizarre and incessant erotic activity, petty thievery,
secret mdice, Sedthy nui-sances. these are commonplaces of the Arrabin scene, and the Arrabins are
catanly not afolk of strong psycho-logica fiber. Each society, so it is said, generates its characterigtic
st of crimes and vices. Those of Arrabus exude the doying stink of depravity.

3. Aderoids, sdlar detritus, broken planets and the like, af-ford bases to the pirates and raiders
whom even the Whdm seems unable to expunge.

Andrel Smiag the Gaean philosopher, has theorized that primitive man, evolving across millions of
yearsin chronic fear, pain, deprivation and emergency, must have adapted intimatdy to these excitations.
In consequence, dvilized men will of necessity require occasond frights and horrors, to simulate their
glands and maintain their hedth. Smiae has jocularly proposed a corps of dedicated public servants, the
Ferocifers, or Public Terifiers, who severdly frighten each citizen severd times a week, as his hedth
requires.

Uncharitable critics of the Connatic have speculated that he practices a verson of the Smise
principle, never eradicaing the starmenters once and for dl, to ensure againg the population becoming
bland and golid. “He runs the Cluster as if it were a game preserve,” declares one of these critics. “He
dipulates so many beasts of prey to so many ruminants, and SO many scavengers to devour the carrion.
By this means he kegps dl his animdsin tone.”

A correspondent of the Transvoyer once asked the Con-natic point-blank if he subscribed to such a
doctrine. The Connatic replied only that he was acquainted with the theory.

4. For a detalled discusson of hussade see Trullion: Alastor 2262. Like mog, if not dl, games,
hussade is symbalic war. Unlike most games, hussade is played at a levd of intengty transcending smple
competitive zed. At hussade, the pendties of defeat are extremdy poignant, comparable to the pendties
of defeat at war. A team, when defeated at a ploy, or play series, pays afinandd in-demnity to ransom
the honor of its sheirl. The game proceeds until a team is defeated in SO many successive ploys that its
game fund is exhausted, whereupon the sheirl of the defeated team undergoes a more or less explicit
ravishment at the hands of the victors, depending upon loca custom. The losers suffer the humiliation of
submisson. Hussade is never played in lackadaisca dyle. Spectators, victors and vanquished dike
experience atotd emationd discharge: hence the universal popularity of the game.

Hussade puts a premium not only on strength, but on <ill, agility, fortitude, and careful drategy.
Withd, hus-sade is not a violent game; persond injury, asde from in-cidental scrapes and bruises, is
amaost unknown.

5. According to the canons of Aladrid mythology, twenty-three goddesses rule the twenty-three
segments of the Cluster. Each goddess is a highly individud entity; each expresses a different set of
atributes. Discord often results from the disparities. None of the goddesses is content to confine hersdlf
to her own redm; dl congantly meddie in the affairs of other redms. When a men encounters an



extraordinary circumstance, he more or less jocularly cites the influence of a goddess. Jantiff hence gives
thanks to Cassadense, whose redm indudes Zeck. For this reason she is presumably concerned with
Jantiff’ swdfare, espe-cidly snce he travels the redm of her greet rivd Giam-para.

W The colors served as a code to loca conditions. By adjusting a switch, the Connatic might select any of severa
categories of reference. With the switch in its ordinary position, & General, the Connatic at a glance could gauge the
circumstances in aggregate of three trillion people. When the Connate touched one of the lights, its name and number
appeared on a pane. If he should increase the pressure, infor-mation cards detailing recent and significant loca events
dropped into adot. Should he speak a number, the world so designated showed a brief burst of white light and again
the cards were produced.

@ Shunk: monstrous creatures indigenous to the Pomba swamps, notably cantankerous and unpredictably
vicious. They refuse to thrive on Zumer, though the Zur are considered the most adept riders. At the Arrabin stadia
spectacles involving shunk are, along with the variety of hussade, the most, popular of entertainments.

¥ See Glossary #1.

“ Cursar: the Connatic’'s local representative, usually based in an enclave known as “Alastor Centrality.”

¥ From the Gaean condaptriol: the science of information manage-ment, which includes the more restricted field
of cybernetics.

@ Zeck isaworld of a hundred thousand islands scattered across a hundred seas, inlets and channels; the single
continent is mottled with lakes and waterways. Many families live aboard houseboats, and often own a sea-sailer as
well. Mooring posts are ornate constructions, sym-bolic of status, profession, or specia interests.

@ For the folk of Alastor Clugter, the stars are near and familiar, and “astronomy” (star-naming) is taught to dl
children. A knowledge-able person can name a thousand stars or more, with as many apposite anecdotes. Such
star-namers in the olden times commanded great fame and prestige.

® ]t is no doubt unnecessary to point out that constellations as seen from one world of the Cluster differ from
those of every other; ac-cordingly, each, world uses its loca nomenclature. On the other hand, certain structural
features of the Cluser—for instance, the Hamifer, the Crystal Ed, Koon's Hole, the Ooodby Place—are terms in the
common usage.

¥ See Glossary, No. 2

9 Ozols a monetary unit roughly equivalent to the Gaean SVU: the vaue of an adult’s unskilled labor under
standard conditions for the duration of an hour.

W The illicit Arrabin intoxicant: a heavy beer prepared from salvaged gruff, industrial glucose and sometimes
tar-pods from’' the roof garden.

12 Mutuality: the Arrabin code of conduct, with force deriving not from abstraction, or tradition, but from
mutuality of interest

13 Reference to a peculiar vice associated with food, encountered a-most exclusively on Wyst.

4 An amost fabulous starmenter, guilty of the most atrocious rav-ages. See Glossary #3.

u Jantiff would later learn that many folk furnished their apartments in unique, or even bizarre, styles, scrounging
and pilfering materiads over a period of years, and spending immense effort to achieve some special effect. Such
apartments were generally considered unegalistic, and those who lived there often incurred derision.

19 Hussade: See Glossary, #4.

11 An arbitrary rendering of a word in the Arrabin didect, expressing the quality of leisurely, luxurious and
well-arranged existence.

13 A more or less accurate paraphrase. The Arrabin diaect avoids distinction of gender. Masculine and feminine
pronouns are suppressed in favor of the neutral pronoun. “Parent” replaces “mother” and “father”; “sibling” serves
for both “brother” and “sister” When distinction” must be made, as in the conversation transcribed above,
col-loquialisms are used, amost brutally offensive in literd translation, reference being made to the genital organs.

1 A palid rendering of the Arrabin term which trandlates into some-thing like: “confrontations of fateful glory.”

29 Shredded seaweed, wound around atwig and fried in hot oil.

21 |n the Alastrid myths karkoons are a tribe of quasi-demonic beings, characterized by hatred of mankind and
insatiable lust.

2. Among the Arrabins paternity is aways in doubt, but even when an acknowledged fact, incurs no burden of
obligation.

23 A hairless rodent, long and dender, capable of producing avariety’ of odors at will.

24 * Bombah: Arrabin slang for a wealthy off-worlder: by extension atourist.

Loud Bombah: an important and powerful off-worlder.

Loudest Bombah: the Connatic.

2 Monkey-pole: the Pedestal overlooking the Fied of Voices.

= Untrand atable.

21 Offensive epithet signifying bedragglement, offensive odor and vul-garity of manner.

2 Subservience: In the Arrabin world view, the contractors, their technicians and mechanics area caste of
interplanetary riffraff, quite outside al considerations of egotistic dignity. The Arrabins like to think of the contractors
as servile work, masters, eager to oblige the noble egalists and at dl times conscious of their inferior status. Hence the
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word “subservience” often appears in conversations concerning the con-tractors.

29 Omnibus.

B Mutuality: a contract police force of non-Arrabins, inconspicuous, smdl in number, efficient in practice,
directed and controlled by the loca Pandl of Delegates.

31 See Glossary, #5.

#¥ The Primarchic is an aggregation of stars somewhat lesser than Alastor Clugter, at one time controlled by the
Primarch, now in a chronic state of disorder, factionalism and war.

An important function of the Connatic’s Whelm is protection against raids from the Primarchic.

3 Swarkop's reference to Giampara is facetious. Were he in earnest he would no doubt have invoked Core of the
Four Basoms, who controls his home world Kandaspe. Jantiff perceives this nuance of usage but is not altogether
reassured.

B |nexact trandation. Udak is “devil’s dross’; the adjective uslakain means unholy, unclean, profane, repulsive.

B3 A complicated game of assault and defense, played on a board three feet square, with pieces representing
fortresses, estaphracta and lancets

9l Percebs. asmdl mollusk growing upon sub-surface rocks aong the shores of the Moaning Ocean. The percebs
must be gathered, husked, cleaned, fried in nut oil with aiole, whereupon they become afamous loca delicacy.

&1 A light weapon used for the control of rodents, the hunting of wild fowl, and like service.

8 Colloquidism for the Connatic’s head tax.

A coin worth the tenth part of an ozol.

I The oath spoken in Bidaidiom exerts considerably more impact: Shauk chutt!

41 |n the traditional fables of Zeck, Jlliam is a takative girl who is captured by a starmenter and admost
immediatdly set free because of her incessant prattle.

“2 From Thaia, one of the twenty-three goddesses.

1 From nase: a set of aesthetic formulae peculiar to the Space Ages: that critique concerned with the awe, beauty
and grandeur associated with space ships. Such terms are largely untrandlatable into antecedent languages.

# Alastor Cluster is divided into twenty-three redlms, each nominaly rated by one of the twenty-three mythical
goddesses, and the Connatic is formadly styled: “Consort to the Twenty-three.” In early times each redm selected a
maiden to personify its tutelary goddess, with whom the Connatic, during his ceremonid visits, was expected to
cohabit.

43 Historians (non-Arrabin) are generaly of the opinion that Caradas strangled Disselberg during an ideological
dispute.

Wl Weirdlands: those areas of Trembd and Tremora to the north and south of Arrabus, once civilized and
cultivated, now wilderness inhabited only by nomads and afew isolated farmers.
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