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but the planet is covered in ruins, and bl ue-skinned aliens living in nmud huts
are the only intelligent life. Wen the humans | and on N60-A, they encounter a
primtive nedicine man whose tel epathic probing of their mnds reveals sone
tantalizing secrets in his own mnd: clockworks, intricate electronics,
rocketry... this, in a stone age man. Wen the humans enter the ruins of the
great city of Avami sh, they confront not only the nysteries they have
encountered, but also the answers to questions nobody thought to ask.
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1. New Wrld -- Year 3300

The crash landing jarred Paul Menard's teeth and maul ed himaround in
his web seat. Qut of control, the |ifeboat bounced and scraped across alien
soil .

For a minute or two, Paul faced the terrifying vision of his own
i medi ate death, especially when the boat yawed right and left, smashing
t hrough trees.

But the boat canme to a sickening stop anm d boul ders and trees, and Paul
opened his eyes after a few nonments, taking a deep and grateful breath of
cabin air.

Grateful for the heavy-duty web straps that held himdown, he now
studi ed his spouse anxiously. He'd only heard Licia screamonce -- she and
everything around hi mhad been a blur as the big boat rocked up and down,
sl ammi ng agai nst rocks and trees on its final trip through a forest and down
into a canyon.

Thr ough the bl ood dripping fromhis nose, Paul snelled snoke. In the
deathly silence, Licia's petite body lay in the pilot chair. Her head |ay
turned to one side fromthe shock of inpact, but she was breathing and her
pul se was steady.

Paul snelled snoke and realized suddenly the boat was on fire.

He undid his straps and junped fromhis seat. Raising his arnms to the
ceiling, he slanmed his pal ns one by one down the |ine against the red
fire-fighting controls -- no response. This |lifeboat was on fire, and it could
no |l onger protect itself or its precious cargo: the entire recorded history,
and one third of the survivors, of the human race. He bent down over her and
was relieved to find a strong pulse. He and Licia were 25 light years and a
t housand terran years from home, and there was no way back. She had pil oted

wel I, but a sudden | oss of power had forced them down anmong the green hills on
their approach to a mirror-bright |ake that would have nade for a fine
| andi ng.

"Come on!" he yelled, shaking Licia. An acrid taste of snmoke was in his
mouth. It stung his nose despite the rag he held there to staunch the
bl eedi ng. The dead view ng screens all around were dark and blind. The

corridor behind was getting cloudy. "The whole circus will go up at any
second! If that doesn't get us, we'll die of snmoke inhalation."

Whi |l e she rose unsteadily, he ran down the corridor through roiling
snoke and, putting his back to the wall, kicked the escape hatch open. The

snoke' s rmuddy, yellow sh col or suggested toxic insulation burning. It was an
electrical fire for now, at any nmonent it could flash through and ignite the
whol e craft.

"The library!" Licia yelled, coughing, as she stunbled down the corridor
| uggi ng bul ky energency equi pnent with many trailing straps. She dropped an
arm oad of dark military-1ooking satchels and waved a hand before her eyes and
nose.



"Can't save it!" he yelled. He could barely see her as he reached for

her hand. He had a last glinpse of the interior -- a hundred foot ship that
could have nmade a confortable home. It had a conplete library of now dead
Earth's knowl edge -- the stuff needed to start a new civilization w thout

having to repeat the first 5 000 years or nore. Thank God there was redundancy
-- the other two lifeboats had libraries, as did the nother ship, which was
scheduled to orbit the planet for thousands of years. \Were were the other two
l'i feboats?

Wearing their |oose silvery junp suits, mnus helnets, they junped the
bone-jarring ten feet down along the lifeboat's featurel ess sides. Gavity
seened about right. Paul felt his breath squeezed out as his knees sl amed
agai nst his chest. Stunned, he turned to help Licia, but she had al ready
junped free, holding backpacks with flailing straps in each arm She al so
tossed the bl ue canvas weapons bag. "Quick!" She saw the danger too. She
tossed one of the packs, he caught it, and they both ran

Paul and Licia struggled uphill through thick underbrush, burdened by
heavy packs.

Their breathing was ragged and desperate, but in a way glad. A warm
yel  ow sun pierced the i nmense, oxygen-rich sky. Two noons, one silver and the
other white, formed wan crescents on the horizon. If they could just get over
the --

The wreckage of their lifeboat glinted at the foot of the hill in the
edge of a seem ngly endl ess green-brown forest full of life. The ship began to
make | oud bangi ng sounds. Some of that was amunition going off. Some of it
was fuel tanks rupturing. Thick black snoke poured like liquid fromthe open
hatch and fromthe broken exhausts under the stubby w ngs.

Survive, a thing said inside Paul, conquer. He thought of his mentor
Sheuxe, and nodded grimy. This world was going to be theirs, no matter what
the cost. In Licia's tired eyes and nussy hair he read the same determ nation
After a thousand-year sleep, they had got here and it was a lovely world, not
at all the coal-black hell of freezing amonia stornms or worse they m ght have
feared. Mysteries, though: seen fromorbit, random campfires, ruins. Not the
wonder ful gal axy-spanning civilization that had advertised itself across the
light-years. Instead, ruins.

Fromthe top of the hill, they would search for the other two |ifeboats;
the other two nen and two wonen; the rest of the human race.

A four-winged bird rested in a headw nd high up.

Two figures scranbled up the alien hillside: Paul anxious to reach the
top and hol ding Licia's hand; she stunmbling as he pulling her along.

Then the |ifeboat exploded. Its skin tore, and a cloud roiled up
hundreds of feet. The bl ast knocked Paul and Licia flat on the hilltop,
deafening them He threw hinself over her as thousands of tiny shards rained
down for a full mnute. If a big piece hit one of them it would be all over.
He cl osed his eyes, feeling her wiry strength and fem ni ne softness under him

I oving her; and yet he still felt that tiny bit of resentment. She was, after
all, and would always be, Alicia Krings.
2. ad Wwrld -- Year 2303

Paul Menard rested his cheek against thick glass as he and Master
Engi neer Roger Krings sat deadl ocked in their debate of survival priorities.
The Rocky Mountain Aerie wi ndow overl ooked angry bl ack cl oud cover obscuring
the bitten, stunted | andscape of Earth. Miffled thunder regularly growed in
the electrically tornmented clouds below. As the nountains rolled into dusk,
t he eveni ng sun shone into the small turret roomwhere Paul often cane to sit
al one. Even in the remining aeries, populations were dw ndling and one coul d
find many places to be alone -- too nany. Only today he was not al one.

Startled by a noise mnutes ago, he'd turned.

Roger Krings stood in the doorway, award-rich and rmuch honored, but now
i n danger of being despoused. Paul was about to take his daughter from him



hi s remai ni ng woman, and under Aerie |aw that nmeant Krings nust be put to
deat h. Spousing didn't nean you slept with each other; it neant any nman-wonan
rel ati onshi p. Wien you becanme despoused, they di sposed of you. That was A d
Law, of course, when there had been too many people. Now it was nothing like
that, but the old shanme remmined. Krings would be allowed to remain in his
spaci ous condom nium close to the precious earth, but there would be a
stigma. Wthout meaning to, or know ng why, people would dread speaking wth
him They would shun the formerly great man. He woul d probably step outside
one day -- he'd all but threatened this, in an effort to keep Licia with him
-- having said goodbye to his few renmai ning contacts. He had no students any
nore. He would step outside without benefit of suit or helnmet and pick his way
down the old U S. Forest Service trail. Probably cold would kill himfirst. If
he chose to wear thick clothing, he'd go a bit farther down until the air
delivered | ess oxygen to his laboring lungs. If he wore breathing pack and
hel met, he might nmake it alnmpst to the shores of the nysterious sea. Before
the conets had rained down, before the Earth had vomited up sl ag and snoke,
the sea had already risen to new hi ghs and made new beaches. That was
generations ago. It was pitch dark down there, people said -- no one had gone
there and returned alive -- but robot probes suggested strange things |iving
down there that relished the poison air, and gl owed greeni sh-yel |l ow when
excited. If nothing else got him these things woul d.

"Well, Conquering Hero, you are about to lift your w ngs."

Paul , two weeks away from | aunchi ng, | ooked away.

"I came to tal k about Licia," Krings said perspiring.

"W have tal ked enough about it." Paul sweated but felt cold. He coughed
gently and | ooked out of the window. Two condors, faint dots at first,
approached high over the alternating black patches and white-and-gold angel's
hair clouds. Krings too had noticed, and bent at the knees to watch

The condors tangled briefly, losing altitude. Wen they had nearly sunk
into the cloud tonb, they abruptly parted by truce of mutual necessity. They
clinmbed steeply upward and apart.

"The new kind,'' Krings said scientifically.

The | eadi ng condor passed over the buttressed gray Aerie walls like a
shadow, its wing span over 100 feet. The birds were thickly insulated with fat
and feathers. They could lift a dog or a child into the upper atnosphere
within mnutes, to suffocate their prey. As the birds passed, their shadows
flitted over the Aerie, each shadow for an instant darkening the room

Krings began to bl ubber

3. N6OA -- 3200 A.D. and 25 Light Years From Hone

After the lifeboat's explosion, the air snelled of burning plastic. A
pl ume of bl ack snoke rose, and the boat continued to burn |oudly and
vi gorously, but the danger was over -- that danger, anyway.

A small |acy-winged butterfly flew along the crest of the alien hilltop,
buffeted in spiraling nmotions by the gentle, erratic wind.

Paul released Licia's hand and threw hinself on his belly, panting.
Li cia dropped beside him Her pale delicate face was flushed and scratched,
and her light-brown hair was full of tiny vegetal debris, but her eyes were
flinty and determ ned. She was, he thought, a stronger personality than her
father had been. No wonder Sheuxe had overrul ed the Council about forcing her
to stay with her father. It had been a matter of which was the greater work --
to save the Aerie, which Krings purported to be doing by his new sol ar
oxygenat or, though the cynic Souspolitis and other critics publicly denied it;
or to send her to help found a new humanity el sewhere, which the cronies of
Krings had loudly derided in Council. Those had all been words, spoken far
away and | ong ago, on a planet that was inexorably turning into an initially
nore watery variation of its neighbor Venus.

Paul scanned with binoculars, "All | see is flat |land. Sonme buffalo,
thi nk, grazing. Custers of trees. Water in small, shiny pools." They had a



rifle, one sidearm one long all-purpose knife. Each also carried a conpass
and canteen in addition to a heavy backpack

Licia drank deeply from her canteen and wi ped her mouth with her sl eeve.
"It smells so wonderful here. Can you snell the plants? The grass?" They gazed
across the quiet w nd-conmbed plains so beautiful and so eerie, acutely aware,
as every child learned in school, that once upon a time the Earth itself had
been a storybook planet like this.

"Bovis whatsis," she mused, staring through the binocs. The powder-bl ue
sky was exhilarating. On inpul se, he enbraced her. She bent close to kiss him
He | aughed, rolling over onto his back, and westled with her. Good
aerie-dwel lers, they knew fromlong ago that there nust be |aughter even at
the nost sad or dangerous tines.

A faint whistling noise came from hi gh up.

Paul heard it, felt Licia freeze in his arnms as they both turned their
gaze upwards.

On the plains below, several buffalo rose. O hers pawed the ground
nervously. The whistling grewin intensity, deepening to a roar

"The nmot her ship," Paul said.

"Ch no!" she wailed. Her gaze followed the direction of his pointing
finger.

H gh up, a thin white trail had fallen out of space. As they watched, it
| engt hened its downward curve.

"No!" Paul echoed.

"The trajectory nmust have been off slightly. It's being pulled into the
at nosphere,"” Licia said. At its tip was a tiny dot of intense light. The
derelict spaceship, which had brought themfromEarth while they slept a
t housand- year sleep, was about to fall fromthe sky. It appeared headed
directly toward them

"Another library lost," he protested, thinking of all the stored
know edge of thousands of years of human history about to fry in a brief
di splay of thunder and light. "All those nmedia are duplicated in the two
remai ning |ifeboats, water proof and so on; whoa, but here she cones!"”

H gh up, a thin thread had fallen out of space. Paul wapped his arms
about Licia, burying her under him A wide swath of steamtrailed across the
sky. At its forefront was the glowi ng, still uninflaned derelict. Any second
now -there! she Iit like a match, glowed like a pale noon, crossed the sky,
maki ng buffal o suddenly bolt as one. The sound was that of a gigantic plow
bei ng dragged scrapi ng and screeching across the floor tiles of dynpus. The
alien world trenbled briefly. A small |acy-wi nged butterfly flew al ong the
crest of the alien hilltop, buffeted in spiraling notions by the gentle,
erratic wind. The next instant, a hovering hawk plunged, snapping the
butterfly in one gulp, before fluttering with i nnocent |aziness back toward
survey al titude.

4. ad Wrld -- Year 2303

A knock sounded at the door of his one-bedroom apartment in the upper
Aerie. Paul rose frombed wearing his robe, and holding a half-full glass of
scotch and tinkling ice cubes. Plans for a proposed interstellar mssion, two
years in future if it were to happen at all, were scattered across the bed.
Among them | ay a heavy, wi de-mouthed black rifle he had been absently cl eani ng
and oiling: A condor gun.

Openi ng the door, he stared. Shel

He had seen her for the first time at the bird-baiting ganes two days
earlier. It wasn't the first tine he'd seen her, actually. The Aerie still had
nearly 20,000 inhabitants, down from 45,000 fifty years earlier. There were a
hundred aeries around the world, all in nountainous regions. Each supported
2,000 to 50,000 inhabitants. In all, about a mllion humans remai ned froma
pre- doom popul ation of up to ten billion. The Rocky Muntain Aerie was one of
the largest. It sprawl ed over dozens of acres in an area known a | ong ago as



New Mexi co. It had several schools, several shopping malls as they were stil

known, hundreds of businesses. It was possible for two persons to rarely ever
see each other. Then again, it was possible for two persons one day to stare
at each other as though it were for the first time, and to see each other as
t hey never had before.

Paul had been pikeman in the games. H s partner had been Robert Tynan, a
brilliant young engi neer. Both men wore blue junpsuits that insul ated agai nst
the cold while allowing free range of notion. The only weapons in the gane
were a club and a ten-foot spear, or pike, with a razor sharp steel point.
Tynan's job, as clubman, had been to bring the bird in, as a matador m ght
| ong ago have taunted a bull. These giant birds were not at all shy, and not
easily frightened. After all, since the radical shift in the ecol ogy, the
upper atnosphere had becone the secure spot in the food chain, and they were
the kings of that domain. This bird, a black King Condor with a wi ng span of
30 or 35 feet, was hungry. Its beak was serrated for killing, and those cl aws
were scarred fromfighting other denizens of the air. Tynan, a strapping nan
of athletic physique and stubborn courage, had gone out on the bare, snowy
tarmac holding his club. The trick in this part of the gane was not to be too
far fromthe bait nor too close. The bait was a newWing lanmb and its nother
The lanb fretted about their small fenced in area while the nother stood
stoically. Already, black shadows crept in front of the sun. Raspy caw ng
traveled for mles in the brilliantly blue sky as the birds tal ked to one
another in a setup for the attack. Paul watched carefully, pike ready to go to
Tynan's assistance if necessary. Sure enough, there cane their antagonist, a
good-si zed al pha male froma flock that roosted on a nearby nountain top. The
Hunt C ub woul d be dining on lanmb, nutton, and fow tonight, Paul thought wth
grimpleasure. Since Gegory, he hated the birds.

The hel os had been stored bel ow. Above on the ranpart, several hundred
spectators wat ched, bundled in heavy clothing. Their features were nostly
unr ecogni zabl e, nmuffled by scarves and wool hats. The bird settled slowy,

Wi ngs noisy in the thick air. The trick was for himto go for the sheep, not
for Tynan. Sure enough, as the crowd screamed and hooted, the bird | ooked from
one to the other and raced across the snow with w ngs pointed up, headed
straight for Tynan. Tynan turned to run, but fell. What shoul d have happened
was that the bird would go for the sheep, and Tynan would run up and club it
across the head. As it lay nonentarily dazed, he would slip a noose around its
l eg, anchoring it to the ground. Then the pikeman, in this case Paul, would
run out and with great showranship duel the bird to its death. O, as
somet i nes happened, his own. Then it was the customto shoot the bird and hang
its head on the ranpart as a ghoulish tribute for the other birds to peck at.

The bird was upon Tynan. Paul ran, readying the pike as he went. The
bird nmanaged to gash Tynan's cl ot hing, which was thickly insul ated; no bl ood
appeared on his torso. The bird suddenly | ooked up, aware of Paul running
toward it. Its eyes contained 120 million years of evolutionary mercil essness
and survival pride. In that nonment, Tynan swung the club. H s swi ng was
weakened by his position on his back, with the bird' s claws on his |leg, but he
caught it awkwardly across the face. It darted back, w thout relinquishing its
hold on him and snapped its beak to one side. The club flew away. Paul ran at
full tilt, bringing the pike back like a throw ng spear -- sonething never
seen before, but the noment was desperate -- and |unged. The conposite shaft
whirled through the air, penetrating the bird' s neck. The condor backed up,
flailing angrily, making the wound worse. Scarlet jelly ran down its chest and
spattered the snow. There hadn't been strength in Paul's throw to penetrate
the feathers and fat, but the condor managed to thrash and drive the point
deeper. Paul and Tynan tried to get closer, but the bird, lying on its back
and thrusting with its claws and its beak while shrilly screaning, was too
dangerous to approach. The two nen had provi ded sport and proven their
courage. A sharpshooter of the Aerie Police finished the condor with a single
shot to the skull, and everyone cl apped, including Paul and Tynan, who shook
hands. It was customary that the w nning pi kenan got as his trophy the severed



head, and the clubman the wings; but if the bird had to be shot, the head went
to the shooter and the wings were left in the snow for two weeks. Licia had
renoved her hat and scarf and tossed a kerchief to the two nen. Paul and Tynan
had | ooked at each other, and in that nmonent a controversy had been born

Gl lantly, Paul had picked it up after conferring with Robert, and both nen
had returned it to her. Her name, she said, was Alicia Krings. It was then

t hat Paul recognized the angry ol der man beside her as Council man Kri ngs.

Toni ght he held his glass, staggering slightly as she stood in his
doorway. "Hello."

"Hello," she said. Smartly dressed, with long, slender legs and a fine
figure, she was five years younger than Paul. Rurmor had it many nmen had
courted her, and Krings had driven themall off, some under threat of their
lives. Being on the Council, he could get away with that.

She was | ovely and Paul was shocked, She |ooked at Paul with clear haze
eyes. Then she | ooked qui ckly down at her hands and awkwardly twirled her
sungl asses, "Wn't you ask me in?"

"OfF course." He stepped aside.

She wal ked into his apartment, as was her right under aerie law. "I felt
that | nust get to know you."

"I amflattered."

She offered the kerchief. "This was nmeant for you, although the other
man al so was beautiful."

He bowed slightly, putting it in his pocket. "If you had warned ne, |
woul d have worn somnet hing nore appropriate, and | woul d have gotten flowers."

"You know what is right," she said.

"I beg you to educate nme if | don't."

"May | sleep with you tonight?" The words were ritual

"My heart beats fast at the thought." The words were from a poem about
nmedi eval romance, witten during the Mddl e Ages, and di scovered under an
altar in France as sal vagers brought what they could to trucks for transport
to the Swiss Al ps. That had been during the nelting of the glaciers, but
before the conets and vol canoes.

She was beautiful. They stared at each other, and he wondered if she
felt the way he did. This was to be no one-night reward for a condor baiting
gane well brought off. He could see the hunger witten in her eyes, and he
hoped she was falling in love with himas he was falling in love with her. She
seened strong, yet innocent, and he knew nuch about her when she said: "M
father is very jealous and violent, but you are brave. Maybe you, who kil
condors, can take me fromny father. Oherwise | will growold alone. | wll
have no children and I will walk down the nountain before | amold."

"I don't want to dishonor your father."

She unbuttoned her brown jacket, revealing a fine creamy silk bl ouse

underneath. "I have come and you have accepted me. If you send nme away, it

wi || dishonor ne, and if you dishonor ne, you have di shonored ny father. If on
the other hand you treat ne well, it will honor ny father. No matter what | do
with a man, it will anger ny father, but it will not dishonor himif you keep

me with you."

Paul | aughed, though all sorts of dreadful inplications flickered
through his nmind. Aerie | aw was about survival; it was harsh and nercil ess,
and for a nonent he pictured hinself being sent down the nmountain with only
food and clothing to keep himalive for a day or two. "You have a sharp mind

If you weren't so beautiful, | would be panicking."
But she was preoccupied with her thoughts and did not hear him "You
see, | have never slept with a man. My father never even allowed ne to date

during high school or college. And now | have to get away fromhim It's not
just that you are beautiful and brave." She | ooked down, biting her lip, and
her fingers stopped working the second button of her blouse |oose, a heavy
round button of the same luxurious material. "You see, | heard that you may be
sent to the new world, and | thought you m ght take ne with you. Then | could
truly be free."



5. New Wrld -- Year 3300

The derelict nother ship with its priceless library burst into flanes.
A thick trail of black snoke wi dened, grew | onger. The air shook, and the
ground shook. Buffalo herds scattered in flight, running very swiftly cl ose
toget her. The bl ack contrail, twinned with a white one of condensation, roared
on across the sky and down over the horizon |like an ancient express train on
its tracks. Just over the horizon, an explosion slanmed through the air.

At | east nobody had been aboard the nmother ship -- assuming the other
two |ifeboats had successfully detached. But all six pioneers had awakened
fromtheir |long sleep, rubbing each other, offering confort for sore |linbs and

achi ng backs. The life support systens had functioned beautifully -- a tribute
to the best minds in all the world's aeries -- and the six were intact and
robust. The nmother ship had inserted itself into orbit -- evidently, Paul now
knew, too |ow and too slow -- and the |ifeboats had auto-launched. Licia had

handl ed her well enough, until --

The alien world returned to its vibrant normal self. Buzzing insects
nuzzl ed and droned. Big colorful flowers bobbed on Iong red stems. Licia took
out the range finder gadget, a black radi o which she nounted on Paul's
backpack but whose ear phones she wore herself, so that a thin cable connected
t hem

"Hear anything?" he asked, shifting the heavy radio fromone side to the
ot her.

She held up a hand. "Trenmendous amount of static, that's about it. W'l
have to clinmb to the highest point around. Danmit, the battery is weak."

The alien grass was thick-bladed and scoop-stemed, and scraped agai nst
their boots as Paul and Licia sought the highest ground, a grassy hill about a
mle away.

Paul and Licia descended to the plain belowin |Iong, easy strides. He
was nore accustoned to shuffling through snow. "Earth nust have been like this
once," she said.

6. ad Wrld -- Year 2303

Paul was on his way out, but then Krings was on his knees, bl ubbering,
"Menard, for the love of God."

Paul closed his eyes. He had hoped this very nmonment woul d never happen
He woul d rather have faced a wild condor in deadly conbat. He woul d rather
have faced Krings in nanly conbat. But this was a humliation for both of
them He hoped nobody in the Aerie would ever learn of it.

Krings' eyes were wide with pleading, "Please, she is young and
headstrong. She's all 1've got. They'll banish me. Oh God, Menard..."

Paul | ooked out through the thick wi ndow. He noted how greenish |ight
lay in the prismof the window s edge. Aerie |aw was cruel and inexorable.
Yes, Krings was finished, and he should be a man about it. Paul thought ahead
to the | ong space voyage. Wiat if the hoped-for planet turned out to be sone
horror of raging poisonous storms? It took courage to live, no matter what.
And yet he could not bring hinself to say anything to Krings. He wanted to
say: "Stop humiliating us both." Instead he shoved the kneeling man out of his
way and wal ked out. He heard Krings pleading behind him "Menard, for the |ove
of God! Menard!"

7. New Wrld -- Year 3300

At the top of the hill, they caught a faint signal. Licia heard it
first. He adnired the way the wind blew in her brown hair, the way she raised
her nose to the air like a young horse. She was strong, and he was grow ng
hungry for her. But not now "It's Tynan's," she said handing himthe
ear phones without a flicker of changed enotion



He |istened to the faint beeping sound amid the blizzard of static. It
grew stronger as he pointed the gadget. "That way."

Later, at the bottomof the hill, Paul tested the water. It was safe,
and they drank deeply. "Good water is half the battle," he said.

She agreed. "Sheuxe was right. It's livable.” A tear formed in each of
her eyes. "It's wonderful that they would have known. That they could send us
here knowi ng that." She sobbed. "W were a pretty wonderful -- ."

" -- Civilization," he said conpleting her sentence. "Not great enough.”
Here they had anot her chance. But she knew that. He did not need to say it.
He'd do his own grieving. He knew it came at the oddest nonments. He knew t hat
wel I .

8. add Wrld -- Year 2303

Paul and Gregory had succeeded in landing a trank pellet in the neck of
t he baby white condor thrashing its ten-foot wings in their trap. Dr.
Mannering woul d pay well for the new research subject. Baby whites were rare.

Gregory, 14, held a coiled rope and waited for his 17 year ol d brother
to issue directions. Paul saw the sky was clear blue; not a bird in sight. He
handed his rifle to Gregory. "You stay here, |I'm going back to get help
bringing the bird hone."

Paul hurried back on the trail through the rugged cliffs with their
snoot h embanknments of snow. The pil ed domes and cubes of the Aerie shone
gol den despite their dark towers and bleak walls. A thin powder of ice and
snow stung Paul's face, making himsquint as he crossed the narrow gangway
across the |ast fissure.

He went with the intention of summning one or two Aerie cops. As he

approached the | eeward portal in the high, pitted Aerie wall, he heard a
commotion. It was in a separate, |ow building surnmounted by an i mense radio
dish. He'd nearly forgotten in the excitement of his catch -- nost of the

Aerie | eaders woul d be gathered in the lab, marveling over the transm ssions
froman intelligent civilization 25 light years away. Ceneral Scienti st
Citizen Sheuxe, |eader of the Aerie, had only this week announced they had
begun receiving the transmissions in Dr. Mannering's | ab

Paul entered the radio lab. First thing he saw was a jumnbl e of w nking
lights and coiled hummi ng wires. Two dozen or nore white-coated scientist
citizens stood about drinking hot coffee, listening to what sounded |ike a
mass of |oud radio static.

Paul found Dr. Mannering, the chief scientist and director of education
"We found a baby white! | cane to get help so we could bring it in. Got caught
in one of our -- ."

Dr. Mannering shook hi mroughly by the shoul ders. "Where is your
brot her?" Wiite coats crowded all around. Paul's stomach sank and he pointed
over his shoul der.

Mannering bel |l owed: "QGuns everybody, snow suits, quick!"

Paul realized he'd nade a mi stake. He ran out the doorway and back down
the trail, out the gate, toward the fissure. Behind himhe heard curses and
scranbling feet. A siren began to keen. Paul ran across the fissure, wood
rocki ng and poundi ng under his feet. He ran breathlessly across the snowy
pl ain. The sun hung like a frozen star over the ghostly nountain tops. Paul
heard a helicopter cough into life.

For all the help and all the love of God, there was nothing nore to be
done.

A vast white blanket, flapping slowy, sank down under the cruel spires,
snothering two | one and | ast gun shots. The sun hung ever nore cruelly, a red
spot in the faraway sky, as the two condors, nother and child flew away. Their
chests were spattered red, and their claws dripped wth gore.

9. New Wrld -- Year 3300



There was an outcrop of brown cliffs about two mles away, a |ogica
pl ace to go, higher ground. Survive, said a small voice sounding remarkably
i ke Sheuxe's; Conquer. "From high ground, we might be able to spot the other
two lifeboats," Licia said as she and Paul rested on a large flat rock. They
si pped water and tore open foil packets containing thawed neal bars. "Taste
that ?" she said, closing her eyes. "Raspberry. My nother used to have a little
garden in a sunny spot under the west w ndows, before she died. She grew
things like this and | especially renenber the raspberries.”

"I never had raspberries,” Paul said wi thout rancor; he'd | ong accepted
that she cane froma rmuch hi gher social position and had nany nore privil eges.
"I's that the tart, sweet taste?"

She nodded. She interl ocked one hand with his.

"I like the bready part, what is it, oats and grains?" He scanned the
hori zon as he chewed. "W shoul d have seen sone snmokes by now, " he said,
wi ping his nouth. "All the |ifeboats are equi pped with signal rockets and
snoke generators.”

"They woul d certainly have seen ours,"'
uni ntentional hunmor there.”

"I snell goat shit," Paul said.

She | aughed and wrinkl ed her nose. "Buffalo poop." She pointed. Far off,
the buffalo-like creatures that had run in fright had resunmed grazing. The
air had a pissy, nusky oxen smell. Strange, this rich-life planet. The Aerie,
by contrast, had had fewer snells, nost of themeither to do with cleansers or
el se with nustiness in abandoned corridors. "W can |live here, Paul."

"I know," he said, "it's great."

"And scary." She | ooked around unconfortably. "It's all so w de open. W
don't have to hide fromthe snow and the cold. You know what scares nme nost?
What scared ne to think about even before we left Earth? The idea of sleeping
on the ground in the open. I know we have all the gi znbs and gadgets, but
still -- ."

He nodded, well understanding. H ding his own fear, he patted the gun on
his belt and then the one on her belt, but she didn't | ook convinced, and
neither was he. "Let's get moving," he said. It seenmed |like the best thing to
do -- walking a step ahead of their fears and uncertainties.

They passed several groves of trees, one or two with small aninmals that
ni bbl ed at hangi ng | eaves. Like the buffalo they had spotted earlier, these
ani mal s had shaggy, powerful hind | egs and snall forel egs. These ani nal s had
foot-long snouts for pulling down their fodder. When the humans drew near, the
animals bolted quickly in a thrashing welter.

"Cood runners," Paul said.

"Probably neans there are faster predators.™

"Il be you're right."

She ki cked a stone. "Six people against a whole world."

"Don't be dramatic."”

About an hour alter they cane to the foot of the cliffs. A reed-choked,
swanpy area spread under the steep stone face, which was pasty white in color
and crunbly. They paused for a few minutes, eyeing the patchy brown water amd
the reeds for signs of anything unfriendly. "I guess we do have to keep a | ook
around us at every mnute," Licia said.

The sun, N60, had declined visibly in the sky, and there was a coo
breeze filled with warm but unfamiliar scents. "W should get up there before
dark," he said.

"Right. H gh ground."” She picked her way across grassy and rocky cl unps
across the swanp, and he followed. "Paul, what about the Senders? W have not
found any trace of themyet."

"Yes. Seeing all the ruins wasn't exactly encouraging." In the nother
ship, the six pioneers had been able to plan their descent very carefully,
even though everything had | ater gone wong. They'd expected to find a vibrant
but beni gn space civilization of people nuch like thenselves. The | owdensity
raster images received by Aerie dishes, which thensel ves were centuries old

Licia said. "Alittle



and no | onger optimal, offered only nuddy feelings for the aliens' exact
appear ances.

As they reached dry soil at the foot of the cliffs, darkness cane
rapi dly. Far away, sonething roared, a sound like a ship's siren, and Licia
j unped agai nst him so suddenly he was scared both by the bellow ng and by her
nmoverent . They stood together, holding each other, and trenbling unashanedly.
"Paul, let's get to the top of the hill." It was the aerie-borns' instinct to
get to high ground. Quickly, they slipped on their heavy work gl oves. She
foll owed as he plunged forward. They attacked the dry chalky soil, clinging to
a scraggly branch here and a thorny bush there. He could hear thorns ripping
at the inmpervious surfaces of the gloves. Hal fway up, reluctantly, he snapped
on the small lanps in his collar, and Licia did the same. "Hate to do it.

M ght give us away, but we have no choice."

"Just a few minutes,” she said panting.

"There's the top. Woa." He hoisted hinself around a boul der and energed
on a clearing backset with dense woods.

"Not going in there tonight," Licia said.

"Right. Here, let's set up."

The air was thinner and cool er on the plateau. Sheuxe's master plan had
provided themwi th an ideal canmp site based on things he'd researched in old
arnmy manual s, made of nylon and metal conposite struts, and wei ghing no nore
than 40 pounds. They began with an alarmperinmeter -- a thin wire, stretched
through the trees in a circle fifty feet in dianmeter, and grounded to a snall
body- heat detector. In the center, they erected a tent just big enough for
both to lie in. Around that they erected a secondary perimeter consisting of
an alarmrigged shield of dark-canmp nylon that blocked the view of their tent.
Inside the perinmeter, they fired up a small stove that gave off al nost no
snoke or |ight, but enough heat to warmup sonme rations. The stove al so gave
of f a an odor, outside the human range of snell, that was described by the
citizen-chem sts as "peppery," and which would wi pe out any predator's sense
of snell for as long as it stayed around, which probably would not be I ong.
They laid their hand guns and rifles in the tent, ready to grab, along with
strong flashlights. Wthout trenches or berns, Sheuxe had told his pioneers in
class, their only real strategy was to always keep a person on guard while the
others slept. If sonmething did spot them despite the visual shield, and didn't

m nd the pepper snell, then as it crashed through the outer perineter, alarm
noi ses and lights would go off, scaring it and rousing everyone. Hopefully the
person on guard could fill it (or him full of energy slashes before it could

make it into the tent for a dinner of humans. ("Wat if we are separated?"
someone, Nancy Tynan maybe, Paul couldn't renenber, had asked in class.
Sheuxe, dimnutive, spectacled, white-haired-balding, forever in a white |ab
coat, unassum ng, yet authoritative and aware of his genius, had shrugged and
said in his high, thin voice: "Keep your sense of hunor." And everyone had

| aughed.)

As they ate, the twin noons shone |ike cracked pennies in a field of
stars. Because there was no light pollution fromcities, nor industrial
pollution -- and they'd seen no signs of natural pollutants |ike vol canoes or
forest fires fromorbit -- the sky was so clear that the stars fornmed an
al nost conti nuous sheet of photoflash yellow al ong the plane of the MIky \Way.

"Look," Licia said. "Orion."

Paul stared in amazenment. He had to | ook closely, for in this rich
di spl ay, individual groupings of stars were hard to pick out. "You're right.
Sheuxe told us we night be able to recognize sone Earth constell ations, though
slightly tweaky because of the different angle.”

"Twenty-five light years isn't far in the universe, is it?"

"It's eternity if you can't go back."

"W couldn't go back even while we were still there."

He nodded. "It was a dying world." Seeing Oion, and then the Big
Di pper, and the rest of the famliar constellations, in various m nor degrees
of distention, made himthink of the lost libraries. "If just one of the other



i feboats nmakes it, then we have the observations we nade before we
aut ol aunched. "

Licia gave a small, confident |augh. "W can figure things out for
oursel ves. Look, if you follow the outer part of the Big Dipper as if you were
throwing out the soup in it, you come to that little star there. That's
Pol aris, Earth's pole star. See the Little Dipper? O course if this planet
has a pole star, it won't likely be Polaris. W should find sone reference
poi nts, because -- ."

He reached out and pulled her to him She |laughed and let him It felt
good to feel her lithe young body in his arms, her smooth skin and bony points
pressing against him They nmade | ove while the night deepened around them and
i nvisible breezes rustled through the tall, dense trees, Small aninmals and
nesting birds runored in dank hol es.

A while |ater, each occupied a separate sleeping bag. Paul |ay propped
on one elbow. Licia lay on her back, eyes hal f-closed. Fragile noonlight
turned the nylon tent gently aglow, painting a restful |uxury around her
features. The night was full of tiny sounds -- insects, birds, all the things
he'd i magi ned you could hear on Earth before the clouds cane. Every so often
somet hing huge and terrifying, and thankfully far away, would bellow with an
echo that carried for mles.

"Lish."

" NP

"It's so alien -- and yet so famliar sonehow. "

She opened her eyes and held up a leaf with both hands, She touched the
| eaf wonderingly in several places, "Yes, | think I know what it is. There's
nore geonetry, sonmehow, | think. The | eaves are square or di anond-shaped or

and the grass is nore leafy, sort of furry." The leaf in her hand was
feat her-shaped, with the spine at one edge. "Maybe it isn't nore geonetry, but
it's all just different enough to be noticeable.”

"Ceneralization," Paul nurnured. Sheuxe's grand theory had been that,
given there are only 92 naturally occurring el enents, and given that planets
are comon in the universe, and given that the same | aws apply equally
everywhere, and finally given that we have the Senders broadcasting to us, why
shoul d there not be nyriad Earths?

"We have to find the others," she said. "W nust."

"We' |l nmake it." Paul brushed her forehead with his finger to w pe away
the worry lines. She wapped her arms around himand pressed her face into his
chest. She munbl ed sonet hi ng.

"What, Lish?"

"It's far behind us, Paul. My father. Your brother. The Aeries. Al of
it, We can start a newlife."

He sighed. "Yes, but it's still all up here." He pointed to his head.
"I't's like yesterday." He could not even say the other things.

"Sleep now," she said softly, draw ng hi m down beside her. "Warmne."

10. ad Wrld -- Year 2303

Souspolitis was a short, dark-haired man with a face thought beautiful
by many wonen. Paul, though honored to be invited to the party at
Souspolitis's condom nium for being one of the six pioneers, had been warned
to avoid him At 45, Souspolitis was 15 years ol der than Paul. He was one of
the few Aerie dwellers who had not grown white-haired in his forties. Al his
life he had excelled at school, at work, and at play, and for several years
now he had been a nenber of the ruling Council. He had a | azy, cruel sense of
hunor that stayed just wthin bounds.

At the party this evening, he nade after-di nner conversation with Master
Engi neer Krings and two other Aerie |eaders. Krings, big and tough, had been
drinki ng heavily. Wat shocked the party was when Krings threw a gl assful of
whi skey at Souspolitis and stanped away, slamm ng doors as he left.

Souspolitis, brushing the droplets off his tuxedo, turned coldly,



am ably, toward Dr. Mnnering, who happened to have been listening, and asked:
"Well, Dr. Mannering? Do you share mny opinion?"

Mannering | ooked unconfortably into his drink. As usual with Souspolitis
t he discussion cut close to the quick of Aerie sensitivities. Mannering seened
to think for a minute or two.

Meanwhi | e, the four-piece conbo began to play again, drawi ng sonme of the
spectators softly out of the circle. Laughter rang out. Aerie people knew tine
was precious. Little time to debate the obvious.

Souspolitis smled thinly. "Well, Dr. Mannering?" A small crowd
remai ned, anticipating Mannering' s reply. Paul couldn't pull hinmself away. He
had to know what Mannering woul d say.

"Well, Dr. Mannering?"

Mannering was a big man, with huge hands and a red face surrounded by
white hair. His normally crisp blue eyes | ooked pai ned, "Well, Krings has been
nmoody lately. He can't seemto agree on anything with Sheuxe and mysel f about
this interstellar mssion we're designing. He seens to want to sal vage Earth."
He considered sone nore, staring down as if the answer lay in his drink
Finally he | ooked up and shrugged. "Yes, | think you are right and Krings is
wrong. Earth will never be home to nmanki nd again. We rmust put our noney on the
stars, not down here."

Souspolitis shrugged off his small victory, sipping a drink. The crowd
began to drift apart and the nusic and | aughter picked up. So the m ssion
woul d go forward, Paul thought wal king away. At this point, Krings nust fee
t he di sapproval of his EarthTwo project was the final nail in his coffin. Paul
grew sweaty under the collar, thinking any day now he and Licia would have to
confront Krings about their affair.

11. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Was it in dreans that beasts roared in the night?

The detector had not gone off yet when Paul and Alicia woke in the cold
gray dawn.

They were situated on a bluff overl ooking the plains they'd crossed
yesterday. The top of the bluff was an unusual conposition, of chal ky stone
set here and there with soil-filled depressions from which vegetation grew.
What ever lived in the dark, inpenetrable forest beyond, nothing had cone out
to eat them at least during their first night. Paul renmenbered the Rocky
Mount ai ns, however, and took the view that nature was a great fooler

Paul sat by the canpsite cranking a hand-turned heater designed by
Sheuxe. A prepackaged breakfast was heating up in the core. It was like a
good- bye kiss, Paul thought, Iike a packed lunch from nmom and dad for the
first school day. Bless the long dead. Soon it would be a matter of what the
hunt could bag. He'd been trained to kill condors for sport, initially because
his parents thought it was a good society thing, and after G egory's death he
had a personal gripe with the eneny birds -- or anything else in the way of
survival. He should have no probl em

Near by, Licia bathed nude in a group of depressions that were filled
with rain water rather than soil. She squealed at the cold, and he privately
t hought he'd rather wait until the noon heat. He | onged for one of the old
Aerie hot tubs. But it was fun to watch. Her white body was slim though just
rich enough in the thighs and buttocks so she was not skinny. She soaped her
round breasts so the dark nipples peeked through foam Her |ight-brown hair

was pl astered wetly around her finely shaped skull. Totally imersing herself
to rinse off the soap, she sprang out squealing and wapped herself in her
towel. He wapped his arms around her for warnth. "You feel |ike sone kind of

fish," he said as she made a hard shivering ball of bony shoul ders and
shoul der bl ades and st abbing el bows. He dried her bottomwhile she dried her
upper half, and then quick, she clinbed back into her suit. "Washing can
wait," she decl ared.

"For a warm sunny day," he agreed.



"Ch | ook, Paul," she said a while later. She had discovered a tell-tale
ecol ogi cal anecdote. Beyond a massive, fallen tree trunk was smaller
different wear pattern in the chal ky stone. The pattern was a spattering of
smal | indentations, each an inch or so across, now nossy and glistening with
water. Standing for centuries, the tree had dripped rainwater, wearing down
the rock in a drizzle fromits | eaves. Things are the same everywhere, Paul
t hought. Cenerali zed.

A while later, they sat on the rocky | edge and surveyed the plains
t hrough bi nocul ars. Their eyes roved in a panoram c sweep over the |and that
sank a mle away as nuch as three hundred feet below. It was an eerie,
oppressi ve | andscape w th skips of w nd-chased fog.

"I hear sonething," Paul said tersely. "Sonething' s going to happen."

"There," Licia said, "just com ng out of the marshes under the cliffs."

Paul saw them a second after she did. At first they seemed |ike just
anot her innocuous elenment in a puzzling vista -- small dog-like aninmals that
bounded randomy through tall grass. They were tan, with short snouts. Paul
studi ed them through his binocs. He noted sharp teeth, black savage eyes. Sone
di stance away agai nst the wi nd, buffalo grazed in somol ence, up to their
bellies in mst. Mst aninmals here seemed to have small forelinbs and heavy
hind | egs. It suggested runni ng, which suggested predati on. For sone reason
Paul remenbered Sheuxe's words again: Survive, Conquer. Men had not cone to
N6OA to be servants of the Senders. They had cone either to coexist or to
conquer. No other end could justify the Iong journey. Sheuxe had nmade these
t hi ngs unarguably cl ear

The | ead dog crouched in the grass, sniffing the air.

H gh up, several birds floated silently, waiting. From habit, Paul
worried nore about themthan about the dogs. The dogs noved through the grass
in stealthy, purposeful formation, toward a cluster of nibbling, unsuspecting
buf f al o.

Paul and Licia exchanged understandi ng | ooks. They watched wi th eager
fascination as the dogs took their time. A nmonment |ater, the contest between
dogs and buffal o began. The | ead dog, having picked out a target, blended back
into the pack. Now, fromeither end of the formation, two dogs darted forward
out of cover to harass the buffalo. The larger aninmals, kicking so their
powerful hind |linbs sprayed soil, ran in a fanning pattern. Now Paul
understood the reason for the dogs' flanking naneuver. The marked buffal o ran
twice as quickly as the fastest dog.

Paul gl anced over and saw that Licia was glued to her binocs. Her
expression was al oof, but her cheeks gl owed pink with concentration. The four
dogs ran hard, coming in on the buffalo fromboth sides. Anticipating where
the animal's trajectory would take it, they hit like darts. One dog nissed and
| anded rolling. Another dog was caught in the whirlw nd grinder of the
buffalo's | egs; the broken dog was lost in the grass. This caused the marked
animal to stumble while its fellows got away. It fell down, and tried to rise
but the clinging dogs attacked its two short forelegs. Tendons torn up
forelegs useless, the aninal's eyes grew large and it showed its teeth in a
terrified grimace even as it lay down to die. In seconds, the rest of the dog
pack arrived, swarm ng, to dissect the carcass. Hi gh up, the gliding birds
wai ted their turn.

"Fascinating," Licia said. She hadn't taken her binocs off the contest.

Paul snmiled. "W just |earned the ropes, kid."

"Nothing really new there, Paul."

"That's what | nean. We know how to play these ganmes. We'll do okay

here.”
"Don't be too cocky."
"I"ma young man, full of testosterone. |I'm supposed to be cocky."
"Have a brain, darling. You'll find it refreshing."” She could be so

cool, this Krings woman who put on airs. She stayed glued to the binocs. Her
frosty el egance succunbed to a faintly passionate, al nmobst voyeurish
br eat hl essness.



In mnutes, the dogs were done, carrying off bits of offal and bone,
| eavi ng a bl oody carcass that woul d provide hours of feeding. Al ready, birds
-- avians, dreaded from Aerie menory -- roosted on the scarlet rack. "W could
stay a day or two and see the whol e food chain cone out,"” Licia said.

He slid across to her and gently pushed the binocs down. "Brains, ny
bl oody arse. | spoused you, didn't 1? | took you away fromthat old pedophile,
i ncontinent, inmpotent wash-up you were spoused to against your will. Did he
ever try to conme in your bed at night?"

She roll ed over on her back and gripped the chest of his junpsuit wth
both fists. "He wouldn't have dared. | would have killed him"

"That's what | like to hear, that | spoused sonething worthwhile. Show
me what you've got."

Never taking her glazed eyes off his, she pulled apart her front, then
pul l ed up her quilted undershirt. He felt wild with hunger, seeing her snooth
skin, stomach held flat by gravity, belly button a squiggle in soft flesh,
ni ppl es hal f exposed under the light quilting material which would go no
hi gher. He noticed she had put red | acquer on her fingernails, and their
color, and her intention, drove himfurther. "Show ne. Show ne."

She opened her front all the way down, showi ng him Pushing her panties
down with one hand buried in wal nut-colored pubic hair, she gripped himaround
t he back of the neck. "You took me fromhim didn't you? You stood up agai nst
hi m when no other nman had the courage." She pulled his head close to hers. He
hel d back, just to wind her up nore. She raised her head up take hungry
snatches at his mouth, licking him Then he could only nmake the final |eap
getting into her, slamm ng repeatedly against her good full softness until he
reared up, roaring, and spurted into her. Spurted into her, into space, into
time, into lost Earth, into the glory that they had gotten here and were
alive, spurted into the very soil of this place that a mllion descendants
m ght spring up fromthe ground. She withed under him wailing again and
again "yes!" between deep intakes of breath each tinme he sl ammed agai nst her

Afterward, they |lay together breathless and sated. He had his eyes
closed, still seeing various shimrering earth colors. "That was great," he
heard her say as she kissed his hand. It was all the energy she had left.

"This planet must be sone sort of stinmulant,” he said. "Or it's the
fresh air. The sight of blood. The thought that we made it this far. The
endl ess possibilities."

She rolled on top of himand touched his nose. "It's an aphrodisiac and
we're going to do lots of those fromnow on."

As they packed their gear, ready to | ook for Robert and Nancy Tynan
Paul saw sonething in the distance. He lifted his binoculars for a | ook
"'Lish, | ook past the buffalo's body. To the right, what do you see?"

She | ooked through her binoculars. Timd sunshine began to drive m st
away. The sky was turning warm and bl ue. She studied the plains. "There is a
line of sone kind, a road? A road, Paul, it is a road!l My God! A road!"

"The Senders were here," he said. "Intelligent life. Let's go down and
have a | ook. Keep your rifle handy, because this may change everything."

"I was just beginning to enjoy you and |I bei ng Adam and Eve."

12. ad Wrld -- Year 2303

The radarman waved from his plexi bubble atop the Aerie's highest tower:
"Al'l clear, no avians." Hi s voice crackled over the speakers. The sun gl ared
on the bubble's silvery top

Paul stood not far fromLicia on one of the | ower escarpnments with a
crowmd of other onlookers. Licia stood by her father, Ctizen Engi neer Krings.
This little experinment was his defining statenment. He had bet the store that
the surface of the Earth was beconming nore livable. Paul felt torn between the
hope that Krings might be right, so he'd be | ess cantankerous, and the hope
that Krings were wong, because otherw se the star flight project to N60OA
woul d be cancel ed. The radar dish rotated evenly on its axis. On the ranparts



hi gh up stood dark-sil houetted riflemen, their weapons ready should any avi ans
threaten the onl ookers.

The center of attention was a ten-foot yell ow drone with | ong, narrow
Wi ngs, sitting on a wooden runway aimed away fromthe Aerie. The plane was to
penetrate the bl ack clouds bel ow and send back tel evision pictures in video
and infra-red. It was to be man's first look at Earth's surface in
gener ati ons.

A technician began readi ng off breatheability soundings on a scale

Krings had devised. "Index, one oh," the tech singsonged over the |oudspeaker
The "1.0" was the index in fresh air at Aerie level. "One oh, one oh," he
r epeat ed.

Loud as gunfire, the unrufflered engine fired up, shooting kerosene in
bl ack bl obs.

"One oh, allowing for fuel porting."

Wth a jerk, the plane cut loose and its little rubber wheels whirled
down the long ranmp. Paul and the others watched, fascinated, as it described a
| ong beautiful curve through free air. It rose up slightly.

"One oh, steady."

Quickly growing small and distant, it curved in a lazy circle while Paul
wanted to hold his breath. Finally it eased down into the |ightning-studded
cl ouds.

"Point nine. Point eight. Point seven. Point six. Point five."

Paul and the others crowded around a series of nonitoring screens. Dr.
Mannering in his billowing white | ab coat stood near the engi neering console
watching a flickering stream of numerical information on backlit readouts.

"Point five. Critical line." If it dropped below fifty per cent, Paul
knew, Krings would be wong. He'd predicted an average of point six, up from
point five where the soundi ngs had held steady for the past twenty years.

Sound pi ckups on the plane generated a bl ast of engi ne noi se and
whistling wind as the craft penetrated two nmles of deadly cloud cover.

"Point five."

A |l oud whistling noise signaled the beginning of the engine's
suffocation fromlack of oxygen. The technicians switched off their flight
control monitors. The plane was now in free glide. Already, the technicians
exchanged triunmphant handshakes. The nmobod, however, was muted, for there was
nothing nore to celebrate than the technical accomplishment of a toy-like
pl ane flight.

"Point four." A murmur of disappointnent ran through the crowd. "Point
three." Krings | ooked shocked. "Point two five. Point two five. Steady. Point
two three." Disbelief, rage, defeat, denial, tragedy spread across Krings's
features. The air was no |onger breathable at all to humans at the surface.
The Earth they'd known, that their race and nost related |ife had evol ved on,
was virtually dead. And the clouds were rising at several feet per year

The pl ane's caneras now used battery power to send back a series of
grayscal e stills that were threaded |ike jerky novie footage. The crowd becane
silent in the Aerie.

"Point two two. Steady. Point two three. Point two two."

For a long time, the picture was a uniform cloudy gray. The technician
no | onger bothered to read the soundings as they dropped into meani ngl essness.

Rocky out croppi ngs cast sharp outlines as the plane dropped to within
two hundred feet of the surface.

Sonebody gasped.

The pl ane quivered and prepared to break up in the air if it did not
crash first as it entered the | owernost, thickest |ayer of sulfurous gases.

A murmur of comment arose.

Paul saw a huge shape novi ng around. Sonmeone screamed. The scream was
qui ckly muffled by the horror of realization

A gasp of revulsion arose fromthe spectators.

Two i mense, hunped bodies withed in conbat. O her viperous shapes,
surmount ed by serpentine necks, |ooked this way and that, searching for



what ever unholy prey becanme these inheritors of the poisoned earth.

Last, before the caneras abruptly ceased to transmt, they recorded a
writhing mass: An entire herd of the abom nations.

"You see," Paul heard Souspolitis say to Krings, "there is no going
back. "

Paul | ooked through the crowd, and felt saddened by Krings's crushed
| ook, Souspolitis's predatory glint of triunph, and Licia's pathetic attenpts
to consol e her father.

13. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Rifles ready, Paul and Licia wal ked al ong the ancient roadway in the
general direction of the Tynan signal. The road was of L-shaped stones that
stretched intermnably in either direction. The surface was remarkably flat,
and the stones were so tightly linked and joined that al most no grass grew
bet ween t hem However, grass grew high along the sides, perhaps because of
nmoi sture trapped under the stones. Here and there were spoon-sized natura
depressions in the road surface; these had filled with soil, and now harbored
greeni sh-bl ue clunps of nobss. A hopel essness sighed out of the silence -- of
trying to recapture sonething |ost forever. The Senders? Those enigmatic
bei ngs who had signaled to Earth that it was safe for carbon-based life to
cone, to revel in a culture spanning the stars? A strange | ethargy cane over
Paul and Licia as they slowy walked mle after mle. They had little to say
to each other. Wnd keened softly over mute stones. Grass and bushes grew out
of noist cracks in the roadway. They stopped once to check their rifles and
make sure their sidearnms were | oaded and ready for conbat.

Conquest, Paul thought. "A thousand years ago, there may have been
civilization here. Today, it's just cracks and dust. Wat is left to conquer?"

" Huh?"

"Just thinking out Ioud."

"Save your optimsm" She added with a | ess haughty | ook, glancing
around: "Feels haunted."”

Paul felt a chill despite the warmwi nd, as if they were in a giant
graveyard. The large flat stones felt soft and nossy under their feet. They
wal ked cautiously and kept their rifles ready. Paul renenbered the w nd being
like this on a gentle sunny day, |ong ago, when they'd laid Gregory to rest.

That was in the cenmetery along the western wall, where the sun tended to keep
t he snow cl ear, and nuch of the year there was a grassy stretch fromend to
end of the Aerie. But this world seened tranquil. The eight foot w de road,

marked in places as if by wheel ruts, seemed haunted by dead voices. Wen
they'd laid his parents to rest a year or two later, they'd had to dig through
three neters of snow and then thaw the ground. Paul had wal ked away when the

t hawi ng began, unable to face what lay in the ground.

* * *

Here and there, they noticed new details. Sone broad-|eafed plants. A
patch of red round berries. A pair of triangul ar-bodied, ten-|egged spiders
wove a foany net between thensel ves across a nunber of banboo-I|ike baby tree
trunks. Licia pointed to a field of pink flowers packed in a carpet not far
away by the roadside. That rem nded Paul of the millions of plant seeds from
Earth, lost with the |ifeboat and the nother ship. He bent to exam ne sone
wheat -1 i ke plants

Li cia stopped and wi ped her forehead. "It's good to be in the sun. W
could never do this on Earth." At that noment, they heard a scream Paul
whirled and ained his rifle, ready to spray a stream of deadly needl es.
Not hi ng. They stood in place, turning warily.

"Sone ani mal ," she said.

"Mre like a woman. O a child.”

"Sounded scared." She added: "Too high pitched for Robert or Nancy."

Then they heard yapping. "Dogs again," Paul said. They listened
intently. A snmall bird shot by overhead. I|nsects chirruped.



A dog screaned. Then, a different sound: of a human being in norta
fear. Licia's face paled. "CGhosts," she whispered.

Paul heard nore sounds from a depression hidden in high grass and reeds
by the roadside. He wanted to investigate, but he wanted her cl ose behind for
her protection nmore than his. "Quick, that way."

They crashed through a mass of swanpy reeds, their boots sucking in nud.
Anot her shrill scream of m xed fear and pain sounded. Furious thrashing added
to the noise of their own passage through the reeds. Paul felt fear, but he
also felt the old condor-hating blood fury. If fight he nust, then fight he
woul d.

Before he could react, there was a ripping sound in the reeds. Lightning
qui ck on powerful hind | egs, dogs flashed past exposing their teeth and nel ded
away on either side. Paul and Licia stopped short in a clearing anong reeds.

No nore dogs.

"Cod," Licia said.

In the clearing were two bl ue boys.

"Don't be afraid,"” Paul said to them to Licia, to hinself.

Ali ens.

O are we?

A last linmping dog slithered away through the brush. Paul hung the rifle
over his shoulder. Licia did the same with hers. They stood face to face with
the aliens.

Boys, Paul thought, two of them Young nmen. Actually, their skin was a
dark clay color, brown, verging into dull blue. It was smooth except for
spl ot ches of bright red blood. They | ooked very scared and very human. Their
faces were squarish, with slitty eyes, and they could al nost have passed as
some exotic cross-breed of all the races of Earth, except that their figures
had an el ongat ed sonet hi ng about them sonething foreign, somnething just
barely or not quite strange. And each had a mane of lion-colored, tawny hair
down hi s spine.

Here, now, at this nonment, on this lush world, were youths, children
And where these were, there were undoubtedly nore. Paul found it hard to place
their simlarity or dissinmilarity with Aerie people. After all, by the 2300's,
there were no distinct racial groupings anynore. Earth's surviving mllion had
been a hodge- podge of all possible phenotypes. The six pioneers had brought to
N6OA nost of the gene pool of their race. In the long term the noon woul d not
pan out as a replacenment for the |ost paradise of Earth. The pl anets had been
too far to reach en masse and inpossible to terraformw th resources on hand.
Many aerie people had quietly and voluntarily ceased having chil dren, know ng
there was no hope; few wanted their bel oved offspring to face the grim]l ast
generations. The human race had begun committing a bl eak though dignified
sui ci de.

The two boys held their weapons close as they stared at their
i berators.

"Look," Licia said, pointing. Both boys were tied to the ground by a
si ngl e heavy cord around one ankle, looped in the mddle through a stone ring
in the ground.

"It's some kind of test," Paul guessed, stepping forward. He ducked back
as the boys brandi shed huge spears. Several nmangl ed dog bodi es strewn about
attested to the savagery of the conbat Paul and Licia had interrupted.

The boys kept their weapons ained toward Paul and Licia and stared with
| arge, glazed eyes. Then one of the boys folded, dropping to the ground. Loss
of bl ood, Paul thought. Licia took out her first-aid kit.

14. ad Wrld -- Year 2303

Paul, 19, had reached the point of truth in his test aerie. This was the
seventh and | ast night he'd have to spend in this hell. If he could only hold
out until dawn! The ni ght was bl ack and scratched full of stars. Paul huddl ed
in his concrete shell which was barely |arge enough to hold him The cold



seened to eat himalive. He nust stay awake. Mist stay awake, -- and his m nd
swam t hr ough one delirium after another

No noon.

This was the Aerie's way of teaching a young man about hinself, about
itself, about the universe. It cured the youthful urge to wander. It was
chi l dhood' s destroyer if nothing el se had been. For Paul, his childhood I ay
buried with Gegory. He did not have to be here. If you hoped ever to be a
menber of the ruling elite, or better yet the Council, this was one of the
hurdl es you had to undergo.

The soft part of Paul |longed to be back in the Aerie. Ch the soft warm
girls in the Aerie. The Aerie was all-providing. Never, never, he vowed, would
he violate Aerie | aw

The hard part of Paul cursed those conforts. He trenbled with
delirium If he could only hold out until dawn. He'd had only nelted ice to
drink. Nothing to eat for days. He'd killed and eaten a baby bird. Killed it
with a stick he'd found. No heat, no fire. He'd pawed grunting desperately
over it. Its blood had been warm as he'd sucked on its still-beating heart
after piercing its chest with the stick. That was days ago

I ce, everywhere, ages old. The world was a nuseum of stalactites. O
shifting sil houettes. Sonetines, when he was half out of his mind, it seened
the Aerie was abandoned, its wi ndows gone, the ice inside |ike a cancer. Then
he felt nore alone than ever, the last man in the universe.

Not far away was a box containing a radio transmtter. Al he'd have to
do was push the button and the rescue teamwould conme. One heard stories of
young nmen trying to claw their way aboard the helicopter in a change of m nd
too late, and being kicked and punched back into the snow. Some boys | asted
the full seven days, but nobst didn't. It was no great shane to push the button
after the third or fourth day. Some had been found frozen to death. Those
who'd term nated early had gladly, with relief, though with a little lasting
regret, consigned thenselves to the role of ordinary resident rather than
Citizen. Paul had decided against that. It was success or death. Those were
the only two choices he allowed hinself.

Hs world had narrowed to a few dozen yards of frozen horror. Mstly he
dreaned, whether he was awake or asleep. After a while waking and sl eepi ng
became the sane things. He couldn't wal k anynore. Hi s hands were blue, and
soon he couldn't bear to | ook at them

Was t hat dawn sweeping a white sheet over the snow or was it -- ?

From here on, he must stay on his feet, for if he lay down he'd fal
asleep and drift into the cold mouth of death.

No, the sheet of dawn was like a pink wine, sparkling with splashes of
gol d.

It was still night out; the glare was sinply his pain.

He gritted his teeth and dammed all eternity, all night. He would fight
for the day, or die, and be wel cone doing it, wi nd up beside Gegory.

As they told himlater, they'd found himstanding in the hut covered
with ice. At first they were sure he'd frozen to death standing up, his
features distorted with runneled ice, an eerie figure | eaning against the
wall, frozen to it, leaning on a stick. In fact, as they lowered himinto the
stretcher, they weren't sure it was he -- one nurse thought it was a | egendary
old man of the nountain who'd replaced Paul

15. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Licia pressed the initiative with a roll of gauze. Soon the spears went
down on one side, the rifle on the other. Licia and the boy bent over the
prostrate youth. The boys spoke in a flow ng | anguage rich with syll ables.

"Winder where their people are?" Paul said

Licia hefted a gauze roll fromone hand to the other, "Well, they talk,
so maybe we can learn the |ingo. Renmenber, we are the aliens here."

"God, but they're like us, aren't they?"



Li ci a nodded, busily applying her dressings. "Got to get them hone,
wherever that is. They need nore care than we can provide."

"I'd be afraid to give them anything of our medicines,"” Paul said.

"Hello there," Licia said firmy, tying a knot in a bandage. "Licia."
She pointed to herself. "Licia," she repeated.

Bot h boys | ooked at her with intelligent eyes. Licia repeated her nane.
Then she pointed to Paul and said "Paul."

Paul pointed to hinself and said: "Paul."

The two boys | abored to say: "Li-sha, Po-wul." Then they burst into
sel f-conscious smiles, as earthly children mght. Paul and Licia exchanged
| ooks. He'd never seen her | ook quite so i ndependent and acconplished and
pl eased.

"Your nane?" Licia asked.

The two young nen who stood before themin clay-blue pendul ous nakedness
were out of breath and exhausted. They appeared grateful at having been
rescued. "Anda," the taller and nore slender of the two introduced hinself. He
pointed to his conpanion and said: "Dunda." Dunda offered a chubby, conpl acent
grin.

"They're sweet," Licia said.

Conquer, the voice inside Paul said suddenly, so surprisingly he felt
flustered for a moment, thinking he'd spoken out |oud. He suppressed the
despair bordering on panic that arose in him It was nmaddening to think that
they had to share this world and therefore be dependent on the good or il
wi shes of unknown people. To think that they had cone all this way, perhaps to
be wi ped out |ike gnats by sone di sease, or a randomarrow, or a bit of poison
food. Then again, every kil oneter along the thousand year journey had invol ved
life and death risk. He posited the conditional: trust, but verify.

" Paul ?"

He relaxed. "Al'l right. W'll go with them But keep your eyes open. Ask
themif they know anything of the Tynans."

16. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Home turned out to be a sunken village amid a sea of waving wheat. Licia
worked hard to interpret, to learn the |anguage as they wal ked -- Paul had
little patience for it -- but no, the boys knew nothing of an object that flew
fromthe air and crashed into the ground. The day grew warm and they stripped
off their flight suits, leaving thin olive drab fatigues. At tines, Paul felt
overwhel med by the strangeness of their new world, especially of finding
human-1i ke bei ngs who wal ked and spoke and coul d quickly learn to understand
uni versal gestures made with the hands and head. There nust be some deeper
nmystery to how life had spread in the nei ghborhood of O d Earth. But there
were too many nore i medi ate and pressing problens -- finding the Tynans and
the Wengs; finding a place to set up a human vill age.

* * *

After several hours on the post road with Anda and Dunda, meki ng good
progress despite sprains, cuts, and bandages, they cane to a settled area. The
snel s of snoke and cooking told Paul that. He spotted di stant shapes running
toward the village -- no doubt bringing news of visitors.

As they drew near the village, a wall of high reeds grew up on either
side of the road. Evidence, Paul thought, that the settlenent had a plentiful
supply of water. He heard excited whispering in the reeds. Cccasionally a
shadowy face peered out. A dark hand woul d push aside the reeds, opening a spy
hole; and just as quickly it would close.

The knot of enotional nmen waiting for themin the village was anot her
matter. The road di pped down into a bow -shaped depressi on contai ni ng about
twenty mud-brick houses. The houses stood around a central plaza of
hard-beaten dirt with a large kiln just off center. The post road conti nued
t hrough the village and over the horizon. The hillsides all around had neatly
pl ant ed gardens.



About a half dozen conpact, powerful men bl ocked the way. They wore |ong
leather loin cloths and arml ess | eather vests. Paul stared at themin

appr ehensi on, not for the odd assortnent of weapons they sported -- wood
staff, dully menaci ng nachete -- but to spot any really alien traits of

physi ognony that woul d make shivers run up and down his spine. Licia seened to
have the same thought, for she said: "You know, if they'd just kill us right

now, that woul d be good human behavior. But if they turn out to have |lots of
eyes -- ." She made a face.

Paul raised his hand in greeting, keeping the other hand on the rifle.
Licia did the sane. A staccato conversati on began between the sl ender boy and
one of the older nen present. This man had gray, al nost transparent hair, and
he was the only one who wore any sort of ornanent. On his chest, suspended by
a | eather thong, was a burnished disk of copper about three inches in
di ameter. The disk hung with a kind of somber majesty that suited his aura. A
staccat o conversati on ensued between himand the boys. This chief, if that he
was, raised his arms in circles, the first contracting downward, the second
spreadi ng outward; he nmade a noi se signifying expl osion. Paul wondered if
they'd actually seen the |ifeboat descendi ng. Anda shrugged and appeared to
say that they'd been busy tied down and killing dogs, and so had not had the
time or the occasion to | ook about for crashed |ifeboats. He pointed
constantly back to where he had met the two aliens. During this, the other nen
waved their weapons with muscular arnms and offered vehement advice.

"I'f we have to shoot our way out," Paul said quietly w thout |ooking at

his spouse, "I"'mgoing to kill the guy with the disk first. You spray the ones
on the right, and 1'll take the ones to the left of M. Disk."
"Ri ght."

Hearing the click of her safety, he quickly added: "Let's try to avoid
it if at all possible.”

After a mnute or two, the chief raised his arns. Evidently, the boys
had convinced himto be grateful for saving them The chief pointed to hinself
and said: "Ongka." He had dark, piercing eyes that |ooked deeply into Paul's
soul and nade himshiver. The warriors opened an alley of safe passage. Paul
and Licia seenmed wel conme, but with sone reserve

The wonen and children of the comunity poured out to stare at their
alien guests, to touch their clothing, to | augh nervously to one another and
then stare at Paul and Licia.

Paul noticed a side event. Through the whirl of faces, he spotted Ongka
further down the village, conferring with two other old nmen. Several younger
men joined them Ongka turned to the younger nen and raised his hand. He
i ssued a series of statenents to them then he waved them off, and they began
running in various directions. Odd, Paul thought; were they running to notify
others? Maybe it nmade sense -- sone warning probably. He shoved the thought
aside and returned his attention to the throng around him

Licia said: "Their wonen and children, how beautiful. El ongated and
graceful .” The wonen all wore cloth skirts. Sonme wore jacket-like tops, others
just a kind of sling bra knotted over one shoul der. The younger wonen were
nmostly tall and graceful. Many had faces Paul found attractive, though he
could not associate themw th one race or another that he'd known on earth,
nor could he spot individual details that one could peg -- high cheekbones,
for example; oriental-style eyes; in fact, they seemed to be nore like the
Aerie people in that they were all different. Sone were |lighter, sone darker
t hough all shared that bluish tinge. Their eyes were a source of noticeable
beauty. A few had blue or green eyes, though nost had brown. A few of the
browns were so light their eyes gleaned |ike nmaple syrup in the sun, others
had eyes dark as forest honey.

Their hair drew his attention, and he tried to sort out the hair-rules
intheir variety. All the nen had nanes down the spine |like Anda and Dunda.
Sonme, however, also hair atop their heads |ike Mhawks. Sone of the Mhawks
appeared to grow naturally fromear to ear over the top of the head, while
others ran fromthe forehead to the back of the head. Mdst of the nen appeared



to have darker, rougher third manes over their shoul ders. The wonmen had only
[ight manes down their spine, of the same color as their eyes. Many of the
worren appeared to also have fine silvery hair atop their heads, alnost |ike
Earthly Afro hair, but rmuch thinner and finer so one could see through it.
They smled and ot herwi se made all the sane universal facial expressions as
humans.

Paul reflected on how t he Europeans had i nvaded and subdued the Pacific

Islands. "In the long run, someone is in for it. | hope it's not us."
She returned his look directly. "It won't be us." She added: "W're
going to have children here, Paul. | don't want my children to suffer.”

She had a point there, he had to adnit.

The central kiln was about fifteen feet high and roughly circular, with
a ten foot diameter. Paul supposed it was a hearth fire that never went out.
It had dozens of daubed-nud cubbyhol es for baking, roasting, and broiling. "A
conmuni ty stove," Licia said.

"They are a comune,” Paul said with a sense of revelation. "Ww, |
didn't even learn that in Anthro. But it nakes sense.”

"You can learn a | ot about people fromtheir eating habits,'
conpl eting his thought.

An el derly woman knelt before the kiln and extracted a baked sonet hi ng,
fow froma peek through the leaves in which it was wapped to give it flavor.
She offered one to each of them Feeling cerenpnial, Paul accepted with a
great show of thanks. Licia nuttered: "You're scoring points every mnute."

He tasted it. "Mm .." It was delicious, |ike baked chicken in sweet,
snoky, peppery sauce. Young boys and girls wandered anmong the crowd, offering
side dishes. A few of the side dishes were spicy and snelly beyond tol erance,
but one or two resenbl ed baked terrestrial potatoes.

The chief sat on the ground with crossed | egs. Beside himsat a
dignified elderly woman; his spouse, Paul assunmed. O did they marry here? A
young girl w th buddi ng breasts brought clay cups and a stone jug. The chi ef
handed a cup to Paul and another to Licia, then drank deeply hinmsel f. Paul
gingerly tasted a greenish liquid that was cool as if it had cone from sone
deep well. Tiny plant debris floated in the bottomof the jug; it had a
refreshing, faintly anise taste

"We | ook for our friends," Paul told the alien chief. "Friends |anded in
sky ships." Licia tried to help tell about it. Ongka nodded sagely, though his
t hought s appeared to be el sewhere, and in any case it was doubtful he
under st ood aerie angl onex.

The high blue sky was fresh and clean. Paul felt a conforting sense of

Licia said

bei ng surrounded by the village -- by its gardens, its honmes, its greenery,
its birds and insects. Here was a sense of |oving and bel ongi ng he had never
felt before, even in the tightly knit Aerie. Suddenly he caught hinmself -- in

the bal my influence of this place, his sense of mssion was being diluted, and
he realized too late that the drink was acting upon him

Oh but how it was hitting him He cursed Ongka, the planet, his own
stupidity for walking into this trap. Were the hell was Licia? He couldn't
see her anywhere. He couldn't see properly, just blurs all around. He felt
paral yzed, as Ongka stared into his eyes. He felt the chief's authority. The
di sk on Ongka's chest flashed hypnotically in sunlight. Each flash caused Paul
to feel a stab through his brain, but the stabs left no pain. Ongka kept
flashing the disk into Paul's face. Sonehow that di sk was inportant, but Paul
didn't know how or why. He felt sleepy and rel axed. The cup fell out of his
hand. What a peaceful place this was!

The sun in his face relaxed him The chief's face -- wow, dress himin a
tuxedo, send himto one of Souspolitis' parties. Wat a lustrous intelligence,
what a tranquil wi sdomradiating fromthose eyes. Paul began to understand as
Ongka' s thought-spoke into his mnd. Not chief but medicus. Charge of mind and
body. Not chief, only medicus. Only Ongka. Ongka's eyes went deeply into
Paul's soul. There were eyes Paul never knew he had, and they net Ongka's.

Paul felt as if he were swinmng inside hinself. He was aware of hinself in a



hal f-sickly way. He was aware of his guilts and faults, aware of his good and
bad qualities. The word "conquest"” cringed within himlike an insect inpaled
by the light shooting from Ongka's eyes. Ongka saw it all, his conversations

| ong ago with Sheuxe (but could he understand?), the frantic running to save
Gregory, Krings crying and blubbering at Paul's feet, all of it. And eyes they
were, of fire. The orb of the nedicus' skull contained know edge reserved to
hi nsel f and those of his profession. The nedicine nman peered through his soul
while Paul could only dimy penetrate the wall of resistance inside the
other's mnd. Ongka peered deeply into Paul's innernost being. Paul felt the
depth of that stare -- and realized that, nercifully, Ongka was only | ooking,
not hurting. What power! At the sane time, Paul perceived a flotsam of
filtered inmpressions at the edge of the other's mind: only what Ongka woul d

| et himsee. Paul saw many people crying. He saw a nenory of plague and
snel l ed the stench of the dead. Then he saw a vision that conveyed Ongka's
prof ound, sacred excitement: a magnificent city raising its ranps and towers
to the sky. In that city rested the soul of everything that he was going to

di scover on N6OA. In that city were the answers to everything manki nd had
sought in this new world and perhaps on its own.

Sonehow, in Ongka's mnd, Paul saw an intricate mechani sm of copper or
bronze, a machine in which noved | evers and wheels of mechanistic regularity,
| ayered behind the nmedi cus' face, which still stared deeply into Paul's soul
As darkness reached out of the earth with long fingers and pull ed Paul down,
he thought hel pl essly: how strange, this all froma man wearing a | oincloth
and living in a nud hut.

* * *

It was dark out when Paul woke. A dry cool wind stirred anong the
village huts. This was it. The alien reality. Tallows glowed in a few
doorways. Paul sat stiffly upright, feeling chilled and enpty.

A baby cried nearby. A cat creature slunk around the stone shel ves of
the kiln; its eyes glowing like red coals. An woman rmurmured near by.

Paul sat up with a terrible start as a door flap was pushed aside.
Ongka' s copper disk glinted powerfully in the starlight, and behind it
gl owered the medi cus's shadow. Paul stared respectfully; the old man had his
attention. An old wonman approached bearing a wool en bl anket and a steamn ng
cup. Paul felt enpty and hel pl ess. He all owed the blanket to be wapped around
him He drank deeply of a hot, bitter drink. \Wile he drank, he shivered, and
hot liquid spilled onto his Iegs.

Two nmen lifted him They carried himthrough the village. Halfway there
his bowel s | cosed and his legs warned with it, and he sobbed in humliation
Peopl e cl eaned hi mup. They brought himto a hut where he pronptly went back
to sl eep.

* * *

Whil e he sl ept he dreaned that he was down by a streamin a deep wood.
The very air seenmed alnost the color of noss, like a liquid in a bottle, so
deep was he, and sunlight where it got through lay thick like butter. A native
girl on a white mare rode by. (Did they know of horses here? even dreami ng he
was puzzl ed) She held open her eneral d cl oak, revealing snooth young skin the
color of ripe plunms. She had small breasts with brown nipples but he could not
make out her hair. Sonething light, like ice or ivory. Her eyes were slitty,
oriental, nysterious. Her wai st was narrow and hi gh-set, her pretty navel
concave. Her belly and hi ps wi dened downward to her |egs spread over the
horse. A translucent corona of hairs brightened the Y-shape between her
t hi ghs. As she rode on, turning her back toward him she closed her enerald
cl oak and cast a fading resentful puzzling look at him For a noment she was
Li cia. Then agai n she was not.

* * *

Paul awakened when several small children ran | aughing and playing into
the hut. He sat up with a start. Licial The rifles! Too late, he realized.
Ongka was in control. The children froze and eyed himw th childlike
frankness. Then they burst into laughter and ran back outside. Paul |ay back



H s head felt fuzzy. He nust have slept for a very long time. He felt safe and
rel axed, and certainly sheepi sh. Ongka had disarned himas surely as if he'd
defeated himin martial arts, throwi ng himbefore he'd known what happened.
For a nonent, he had the illusion of being back on Earth. But it was only a
monentary thing. Everything was different here in nyriad subtle ways.

A shaft of sunlight poured through a doorway of the adobe hut, striking
a pile of sealed stone jars in a corner. Their rifles and packs were neatly --
by Licia' s hand? -- piled in another corner. \Were was Licia? He checked the
guns. Everything was in fine working order. Nothing was m ssing, not even the
I ong knives that the natives surely nust covet.

He stepped outside. Children shouted as they played hi de-and-go-seek
around sunken stone slabs. The kiln snoked from dozens of apertures. Wnen
stoked the kiln and prepared | eaf-wapped food for baking. An old wonan gave
Paul a piece of dry, ganey fow, which he ate hungrily. In the distance, he
saw a smling Licia, |ooking neat and rested, holding a baby while severa
young girls crowded around adm ringly. Something disturbed Paul. Conquest.
Their thousand year journey nust not end by their assimlation into a
primtive alien culture.

He started to wal k toward her, but Ongka unexpectedly appeared with two
el derly men. The nedicus sniled disarmngly and touched Paul's shoul der. They
sat down together. Children brought steaming tea in stone cups. Ongka traded
cups with Paul as a gesture of trust.

They fell into a frustrating conversation in sign | anguage. Ongka shook
his hands in the air and nmade expl osion noises. He pointed to the sky and then
to the ground. Paul nodded (yes, the nother ship). How nmany, Ongka wanted to
know. Six, Paul indicated in the dust at their feet. He attenpted to show t hat
they had | anded in three pairs, scattered who knew where. Surprised, he that
the three men exchanged understandi ng | ooks. Could they understand a map? He
drew in the dust, adding detail indicating the post road, the nountain
pl at eau. Ongka and hi s conpanions, with ani mated debate, filled in | oca
details. Paul |eaned forward and carefully sketched in a rendition of the
alien city observed fromspace. For him the city was the key. He could not
rest until he stood in that place and saw it for hinself.

Ongka fixed a long, specul ative | ook upon Paul. Then, using a sharp
stick, he carefully sketched circles in the dirt. Central to the circles, he
pl aced a |l arge round stone. On each circle he placed one snmall stone. Paul
felt a shiver crawl around his guts. Ongka placed two tiny chips of stone
around one of the small stones. Paul gaped at Ongka. It had taken Earth's
finest m nds thousands of years to figure out the type of facts this primtive
man had casually drawn in the sand. Paul drew a sketch of the planet as he had
surveyed it fromspace. He drew the two large |and masses that were its
continents and placed a pebble where he thought the village to be. "Akha," he
sai d.

The old men jabbered with delight. They placed stones here and there,
nam ng the villages they knew. There was a conforting, if nonotonous,
predictability about their |anguage. Al villages were something plus ka. So,
Ongka's village was Aka, pronounced "Ah-kah."

Paul placed a | arger stone where the nysterious city was, perhaps 300
mles due west. Then he held his breath. Ongka stared at the rock. He
pronounced: "Avanish." The other two el ders nodded reverently and repeated in
chorus: "Avani sh."

Ongka devel oped a sonber expression. He made notions with his hands that
Paul did not understand. It seemed he was indicating something covered,
somet hing finished. Yet, something in the intensity with which he regarded
Paul, holding his disk, told Paul that the story of Avami sh was far from
fini shed. Ongka rose, covering his disk with both hands. The two el ders rose,
and apparently the interview was over. Paul shook his head slowy, watching
the three alien men wal k away. What was it they knew? What was it they thought
of when they spoke with himof the stars and the planets and of Avan sh?

The sun drew to its zenith in the sky. The heat and |ight of sunmer



burned through the green | eaves. The kiln smoked and snelled savory. Villagers
straggl ed down to eat, leaving their planting or harvesting work on the
hillsides. Paul pulled Licia aside. She was eating froma scorched | eaf.

"Well," she said, "you did sleep a long tine. Do you fell rested?"
"l was drugged."”
"I was too, darling. | haven't slept this well in a thousand years."

"This place is full of surprises.” A wonan brought hima great-snelling
leaf with steamcurling fromits folds. He didn't know how to go about telling
her what he'd |l earned fromthe medicus. He'd try when they were al one.

She enmbraced him "Paul, honey, | thought you were just sleeping. Sick
maybe. They assured me you would be all right."

"They assured you? How did they do that, in Franglo or Rockie Spanic?"

"Why Paul ." She | ooked at himin genuine surprise. "I"'mlearning their
| anguage. "

He | aughed, softening, "You' re a wonder." He gave her tattered flight
suit a | ook askance, and | ooked ruefully down at hinmself. "Can you ask themif
there is hot water for bathing?"

She | aughed out |oud. "Sure! And we have our own bungal ow al ready." Her
| aughter was a carefree, unconplicated gesture, as everything on N6OA appeared
to be.

He started unconfortably: "Lish, it's all too sweet and easy. W're
m ssing the other two parties, and | feel as though we are being toyed with. |
want to get to that city. | want to |l earn what's going on here."

She touched his cheek with a reproachful finger, "Wat did we come here
for, Paul ?"

The word inside, Conquest, did not want to let itself be spoken

"See -- you don't really know. W' re here to have children, to give them
a better life than we had on Earth. Don't you see, Paul? This is a good
pl ace."

"It's a good place all right, like a sponge, soaking you up."

Several young women stared at themfroma di stance. They waited for
Licia to cone back and play with their babies. He shooed them off. They
retreated with flashing white teeth and dark eyes. "How long did | sleep?"

"Al nost two days, Paul,"

"Gawd. Any sign of the Wengs or the Tynans?"

"No. "
"And you want to take it easy?"
"Rel ax, Paul. They know this world a |l ot better than we do. |'ve already

told themall about our conpanions."

"We're supposed to sit and wait?"

"That's what they told ne while you were asleep.”

He softened. "Are they a lot like us, Lish? Do they marry?"

She grinned. "Several teenage boys have already sent ne flowers."

"I guess |'d better watch ny step,”

"I'd say so."

He put his armaround her and squeezed. "Ckay, you wi n. For now. "

That afternoon, Licia showed himthe nursery. Several old wonen tended
the village's children. Licia rocked a squalling tiny infant, quieting it with
songs in a language froma thousand years ago and |ight years away. The baby
snuggl ed against Licia and quieted, filling the nursery with peace. Soon
Licia gave the baby up to its nother and joined Paul outside.

* * *

Paul and Licia explored around the village. Qutside the Akha's
cultivated hills, the countryside was grassy veldt dotted with clunps of trees
as they had travel ed through. Ongka and the villagers were busy harvesting
apple-like fruits fromtheir orchards. They paid scant attention to the two
visitors.

Paul and Licia nmade love in a field of tall wheat away fromthe village.
After resting a while, they explored further. No wild animals were evident
except very small rooting ones. They were becoming inured to the sight of tiny



birds, and stopped flinching at the thought of avians bearing down w th huge
talons and reptile-like eyes.

Alow hill about a half mle away drew Paul's attention. Carrying his
rifle in hand, he waded through wai st-high grass with Licia close behind. The
hill was built up artificially with large stones. A fragnent of ancient

cobbl estone road led right up to it, disappearing under its bulk. "A cenetery
nound?" Paul wonder ed.

"No," she said, "they bury their dead on the other side of the village
in individual graves. This is sonething entirely different. But what?"

They lingered about the nound, soaking in its atnmosphere of agel ess
sil ence and nystery.

* * *

It was dusk when they returned to the village. The workers were al ready
sated froma nmeal around the kiln. Apples were strewn everywhere. The air was
heavy with a nectarine aroma. Paul and Licia ate a nmeal of roasted neat and
fruits.

"l remenber now. "

"What, Paul ?"

"The orbital survey. This planet is a huge ball of silica, alnpbst devoid
of metals. There's an iron core, but its beyond reach of pick and shovel. Now
that | think of it, Ongka's disk is nmade of copper. That nakes it all the nore
speci al --and mysterious."

Licia sat cross-1legged beside him Sonmething alien bellowed in the
di stance, but the villagers were barely distracted. "They have a stone age
cul ture, Paul."

"I can't wait to get a look at that city. How could a stone age pl anet
have a star port? How could they have sent the nmessages that got us here?"

"Unl ess we cane to the wong place.”

"No, Sheuxe and Mannering woul dn't be wong about sonething like that."
As N60 dropped bel ow the horizon, the tenperature dropped noticeably. Licia
started to shiver. Paul felt a faint, aching |loneliness despite having her
curled up beside him

The vill agers | aughed and cheered. A group of hunters returned through
the orchards, froma long journey, and they called for food. The vill agers
exclaimed for joy -- wonen for their mates, children for their fathers. The
hunters were scratched and muddy. The hunks of gane they brought got tucked
into crevices inside the kiln for snoking and preservation.

Ongka's disk flashed in the last sunlight. The hunters gathered around
him They all spoke at once, and he held up a hand for silence. Lying at his
feet was a prize brought by the hunters. Paul's heart pounded as he drew near.
Ongka slowy held the object up in the firelight. It was part of an instrunent
panel froma |ifeboat. Paul recognized the manufacture. The plex dials were
still intact. Paul pushed his way through the crowd to touch the object. It
could only have cone fromone of the |ifeboats.

Far away, sonething dreadful bell owed.

Ongka gave Paul a strangely troubl ed | ook, holding the panel w th nixed
aversion and curiosity. Ongka asked a question of the hunters. They danced
about, pointing toward the horizon. Ongka explained to Paul that there were
nore hunters com ng, and they brought a person like themwith them A man or a
worman, Paul asked. A man, Ongka signed. What man, Paul asked. Ongka signed he
did not know nore. Soon they would find out. Wit.

Paul found Licia near the kiln. The light flickering on her stressed
features told himshe had understood the conversation. They were unable to
speak.

He went off by himself in the dark. The two mpoons shone |ike cracked
pebbles in the sky. The distorted constellations flowed in the clear night sky
like strings of glass beads. Paul sat on a big stone. He alnpst felt again the
deliriuminduci ng potion that had awakened deep feelings in him This new
horror was like a continuation of the dark dreans after Ongka's |look into his
soul. This, on top of the fact that they walked on a world full of half-buried



ruins, tilted stone nmounds, and overgrown roads, peopled by a sinple fol k who
however understood the geography of their solar systemand of the MIky \Way.
Paul coul d not shake the burning vision of Ongka's face agai nst the background
of that infinitely conplex, sonmber clockwork whose gearwheels, cogs, and trip
hamrers all seenmed to work agai nst each other and yet, taken as a whol e,

di spl ayed perfect harnony.

Returning to Licia's side, he curled up and tried to sleep. Far off, a
dog screaned. A bird or small animl warbled sleepily in the underbrush. Alien
| eaves rustl ed agai nst each other. Through the doorway, he stared into the
bl ue- bl ack night sky as if into a deep sea. The two silver noons cl ung
together as if they, too, had come here alone froma far and forever | ost
pl ace and were afraid. Afraid? Tears streamed down Paul's face. Afraid. He
again faced fully his own isolation. He dreaded the thought of |osing her.

A billion billion | eaves rustl ed agai nst each other |ike a cl ockwork,
and the wax on their solar surfaces glinted dully in the double noonlight.

During the night, a runner canme to the village.

Paul , sl eeping beside Licia, awke when Ongka shook him Ongka's dark
face glistened by torch light. Licia slept fitfully on. The village steeped in
cold, pitch-dark silence. Paul wapped a soft native bl anket about his torso
and stepped outside. Wispering and gesticul ati ng, Ongka communi cated that a
ship fromthe sky had crashed near the village of Shka several days' steady
runni ng al ong the post road. A party from Shka had already left for Akha,
bringi ng Akha hunters and a man with a hurt leg, on a stretcher. Tynan, from
t he description. Paul grasped Ongka's shoul der. The wonan! The wonan! Wat of
her ?

Ongka notioned that the villagers of Shka had buried a tall, thin wonman
with long hair yellow as sunlight. The woman | ooked as if she were asl eep. Her
eyes were closed, and her cheeks were rose tinged. But cold, oh how cold. Very
sad.

Paul returned inside. Wthout waking Licia, he curled up and renenbered
the group they had once been. Sheuxe and his senior scientists had hand- pi cked
all 18 original candidates for the great journey. Al the hours spent
di scussing, training, theorizing, |aughing, sweating, yes, and fighting,
cursing, arguing like wild beasts. Under Sheuxe's watchful and inscrutable
gaze. One by one, they'd been dism ssed, until there were six: Paul and Licia,
gentle Ping Wng and brilliant Meiling, and then Robert and Mary Tynan. Each
coupl e were spoused, in the Aerie tradition, not married for life, but paired
for best evolutionary and survival advantage. Just as unspousing Licia from
her father had brought final ruination upon Krings, so Tynan's pairing with
Mary wasn't working right. Paul never really understood why. Mary was a snart,
very attractive freckled redhead with a | ove of sports and a good sense of
hunor. But she was gentle, too, and the conpetitive Tynan evidently | ost
pati ence or desire for her. At first, Paul and Robert had avoi ded each ot her
Then, as the others dropped out fromday to day, Paul and Tynan (he hated the
nane Robert and insisted on being called by his |ast name, which he said
sounded tougher and nore nmanly) came into closer orbit of one another. It
became clear that Tynan was shooting head-on to spouse Licia for hinself.

G ven her naive nature and her strong drives, and Tynan's will to succeed,
Tynan had nearly gotten there. It was the thing about her that Paul hated. He
hi nsel f had suppressed sonething of a crush for Mary, though it hadn't been
enough to threaten unspousing Licia. Paul and Licia could have been on the
verge of breaking up, which would have nmeant, under harsh Aerie |law, that she
and Tynan woul d be spoused, and both Paul and Mary woul d be separately dropped
fromthe program As it turned out, a new wonan appeared on the scene --

Nancy, a niece of Dr. Mannering. R ght off, Nancy became the al pha wonan. She
was taller, blonder, nore athletic, smarter, and wi ser than all the rest.
Overnight, Mary was quietly dropped and di sappeared fromthe group's | arge but
spartan overcondos. Overnight, too, Tynan turned his full attention on Nancy.
No doubt Sheuxe, Mannering, and the Council had reacted drastically and
effectively to the crisis, for Paul and Licia were Sheuxe's favorites. Soon



the team had been culled down to the final six pioneers. They'd worked and
trai ned together well now that they were in bal ance.

From the description Ongka had relayed, it was the Tynans' |ifeboat that
had gone down near Shka, and it was Nancy who had not survived. Poor Nancy.
She had becone the player that held the teamtogether. Were Licia could be
terribly stubborn, even spoiled, and where Meiling could be teasing or
i nci sive, Nancy had this sinple, playful conpani onabl eness that was nost
endearing. Tynan had | oved her dearly, and Paul dreaded facing him The
strength of that |ove had carried the teamthrough any crushing rivalries. It
had been a cl ose six-sone. Paul and Tynan had even gone hunting together once
or twice, while Ping kept nore to his medical computers. In all, the group had
formed individual friendships with Sheuxe, the great genius of his age, and
each of the pioneers brought a reverent sonething of the old man to this new
worl d. Paul longed to put his piece together with the others'. Licia and Nancy
had maintained a fairly close friendship. The news would tear Licia up
Mei I i ng had mai ntai ned separate friendships with each of the two wonen. Wth
Licia, Meiling' s friendship had been an adol escent one, filled w th whispered
conversations and giggly conspiracies. Sonehow, the six of them becane a
close-knit teamwith just the right balance in all things.

17. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Tynan arrived at Akha just after dawn. Four nen from Shka carried himin
a crude sedan chair rigged fromwood staves and heavy rope. Tynan's face was
mred in grief. Paul helped himto the ground, where Tynan sat and wept
wi t hout restraint. The natives stood sonberly by.

Li cia enbraced Tynan, rubbing his shoulders and crying with him Paul
of fered sonething to eat, which had been handed to himby a village woman.

Tynan was strong and heavy. A bit later, he grinmaced as he shifted his
short, broad body. Paul and Licia helped himto stand. A villager offered a
stout wooden staff for a prinmtive crutch. Evidently he had | earned about this
worl d's comunal kilns. By now he was cried out and silent, though grief had
changed his face. He seemed wi ped out, blanched, pale, a ghost of hinself.

The vill agers hovered hel pfully about, bringing tea and food. Ongka's
old wife knelt by him offering a bow of warmwater, and a cloth to w pe his
face. Tynan thanked her. He ate little. He put the food asi de and spoke
rapidly, alnmost hysterically, with a dry flushed face. "Sprained nmy ankle
during the crash. I hit my head going in. | woke up twisted around in the
seat. Al the plugs and wires had ripped off me. A thousand years, Paul. She
lived through it, Paul. W nmade |ove one nore tine, up in the mother ship. A
t housand years, then she goes and dies on nme." He turned his face away and
sobbed. Licia put an arm around his shoul ders. He continued: "She died during

the crash. | got knocked around and when | canme too, she was al ready dead.
craw ed through the wires and junk and tried to revive her. She was dead, I|ike
mar bl e, cold. We | anded nose down in a swanp. Busted us up. Sl ammed things
around inside of her. Ripped up her organs, | think, splashed her brain

agai nst the inside of her forehead, broke her neck as it snapped forward. But
she | ooked |ike she was asl eep, oh God, she | ooked |ike she was asleep." Tynan
turned his head aside.

The vill agers dispersed. Ongka gave curt, |oud orders. Paul and Licia
hel ped Tynan hobble to the hut, where Tynan fell heavily onto Paul's cot.
Tynan did not seemto want to be al one. Paul and Licia sat beside him He
talked in a stream "Dogs. Pack of themfollowed us when we were on our way
here, me and the blue folk here. The natives scared the dogs off. Kind of
ani mal whose neck you want to wing on sight."

"You ought to rest," Paul said.

Tynan's eyes were large and bright. "Turtles though, the size of tanks.
| saw a herd of them big green burping things."

Licia went to the kiln to get sone hot water that the villagers kept in
clay pots.



"I"'mso sorry," Paul said when he and Tynan were al one.
Tynan's broad face was red and wet. "She was a wonderful woman."

"Yes. We all loved her."
"I know you did."
"She was wonderful ." Part of Paul thought: you were going to take Licia

fromme and | would have killed you (would I? would | have done that? we'll
never know) but the wi se people acted fast and intelligently to bal ance the
t eam

"I"'mnot going to let her down," Tynan said, gripping Paul's arm "W're
going to make our lives here work, Menard. The hell with the dogs, the
natives, the damm lot. W're going to nmake it work."

"W have to," Paul said. "It's our mission. W owe it to the people we
left behind." First thing they'd done on waking fromtheir sleep had been to
listen for transmissions fromEarth. There hadn't been any. Al they could do
was listen -- the signal would be 25 years old if there were any. The people
back there woul d know where to broadcast. There was no signal. Earth was
anot her Venus.

Paul | ooked out and saw Licia wal k al ong the w ndi ng hard-beaten earth
path carrying a steam ng jug. How pure and cl ean her skin was, how gl ossy her
hair, how bright her eyes, how life played through her eyel ashes.

"There are ruins here," Tynan said.

"Yes, | know. W were on the post road."

"It's more than that by far, Menard. A whole lost civilization. | saw
ruins all along the way."

Licia entered and began to apply steaming cloths to Tynan's ankl e.

Tynan forced a grin. "We'll find that city. W'll explore it. W'll find
out what they knew about the stars.”

"Sure," Paul said, "we sure will."

Laughter echoed down fromthe orchards. Tynan quietly fell asleep. H's
snudged cheeks and hol | ow eyes | ooked serene. The sun shone warnly as a
cat-thing with yell ow eyes, thick brown paws, and no tail crept past. Snoke
dri bbl ed over the kiln's chimey. A baby squalled, soon stilled by a kiss or
| ai d agai nst a woman's breast.

Licia rose and notioned as if dusting herself off. "I'mgoing to the
nursery,"

Paul knew better than to say anything.

18. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Paul's thoughts drove himout of the village and into the wild places.

The village seenmed lost inits bow of earth. Its sounds were nuffled in
the high grass. Only a neandering snoke plune fromthe kiln told himwhere the
vill age was.

He wal ked faster and faster, and N60OA seened sonmehow prinordial. The sky
was big and blue, and greenery dazed the senses, like on Earth before the
clouds. Insect and animal life were in summer abundance. Paul felt free,
monentarily, fromthe pressure building in the village.

Checking his gun with a thought to roam ng dogs, he wal ked toward the
mound he and Licia had discovered. Nearby, a shallow forest gl owed bright
green and was noisy with twittering birds. Fromthe village, faint echoes of
voi ces and tools village blended sweetly with the rustling and twittering of
the forest. In mdafternoon Paul stood atop the nound. Its eastern, nightward

side already fell into shadow. Small, round bushes clung atop the nmound wth
gnarl ed, anxious roots. Al around was the sea of tall grass, of trees, of
hidden life -- of secrets fromthe ancient Senders who had inadvertently

convinced Earth to send its last six souls here.

Qut of the corner of his eyes, Paul thought he caught a flash of light.
He whirled, and saw a dark figure standing about a hundred yards away. Ongka.
The nedi cus wal ked toward the nound without greeting. Paul felt exposed,
caught. Did the mound have sone religious significance, sone taboo, he had



nm ssed? No chance to di ssenble as Ongka wal ked toward hi m

Ongka stopped at the foot of the mound and | ooked Paul full in the face.
Paul noted the graying skin, the small narrow nose, the curvy nouth, the sharp
dark eyes. Ongka's disk flashed as he wal ked. Paul tried to deci pher the | ook
on Ongka's face. Reproachful? But there was an i mensely deeper, nore
nmel ancholy sonething there. Not taboo, but sonething whose truth gl owed al
around themw th sonme subvisi bl e wavel ength of revelation, sonething lost, a
matter of |ong-ago glory, of vain aspiration

Paul stood stock-still snelling the sweetness of the juice in the grass
boiled to a vapor under the pressing sunlight, and watched with hypnotic
fascination as Ongka fingered the disk at his chest so that the sun fl ashed,
flashed, flashed. --

-- Again, Ongka hovered over him probing, |ooking for something in the
dept hs of Paul's soul. The clockwork was there again as their mnds net in dim
tel epathy. Ongka showed no malice, only deep, shuddering questioning, a
synpat hetic exam nation. This time, the sharing of the m nds was al nost equal
Each | ooked into the other's core. They were alien to each other. Each worked
in different realnms of abstract thought. Each could only wonder at the other's
sense nenories. Behind the pictures, Paul knew there was a trenendously
intelligent mnd operating on abstract paths inconprehensible to hinself. Paul
could feel Ongka's frustration. Wiat was Ongka | ooking for? The pl easures, the
horrors, the cuddlings, all the clutter of Paul's past? Paul felt nore at ease
than the previous tinme, when Ongka had drugged him Tinorously, he peel ed away
the sheets and sheets of images floating in Ongka's mnd. Wat was this? --

t he bl ast and shudder of a huge rocket; pictures of a planet seen fromorbit;
the densely arrayed stars, the constellations. Sonehow, Paul knew it was not
the picture he had in his mnd, the nenory of the nother ship. Judging by the
continents below, the planet of orbit was N60A. The pictures fluttered and
becarme indistinct. Ongka was very excited. He'd seen something in Paul that he
recogni zed: the orbital picture of N60A. Paul desperately rifled through the
flitting shards of pictures trying to establish a Iink between Ongka's orbita
pi cture and anythi ng, anything that woul d explain how this stone-age nman coul d
possi bl y know about such things.

Not hi ng presented itself. Ongka and Paul were deadl ocked, baffled. In
the quirky world of this dimtel epathic hypnosis, bafflement quickly turned
into fear, then into terror. Paul struggled to get away fromthe alienness;
Ongka, too, struggled, though he had not lost control:::imgo rmundi:::Ongka's
m nd cl osed up; it was as though a pond, clear in the shade and revealing
deep, swimming life, was suddenly bonbarded by light froma different angle,
so that its surface turned opaque and reflected |ight away.

Paul saw the swirl of his own nmind reflected on the quivering, rippling
surface of the pond of Ongka's mnd:::cathedrals, pyram ds, synphonies,

sextants, legions, Gant Wite Condors, mllions of acres of snow torn by
mount ai n cl aws: : : When Paul awoke, Ongka was gone. Paul was al one on the nound,
and an evening chill set in as the first stars appeared in the heavens. He
knew only that he and Ongka were not done with this thing -- not by a long
shot .

19. ad Wwrld -- Year 2303

The whirlybird chopped steadily over the sun-glazed ice. Its pilot was
one of the Aerie's two hundred constables in powder-blue junpsuit uniform She
steered cautiously around crags where showers of icy grit whirled, formng new
sl opes of snow

Wzened little Dr. Sheuxe stared tensely fromthe cocoon of his snow
suit, teeth gleaming as if he were snmiling. Wich nobst certainly he was not.

Paul , 20, Citizen Constable Intern, rode on the fold-out stool behind
Sheuxe and the pilot. He had the honor of serving as Sheuxe's speci al
assistant on this case. Paul's uniformwas so new that it still bore creases
fromthe quartermaster's shelves. Paul resented the fact that they --the



Council and its conmittees -- had decided he should do his generali st
internship as a constable instead of one of the technical specialties as he
had al ways dreanmed. At the nonent, he wasn't thinking of that, only of two

things -- that this ride was his first act of duty as a man and constabl e; and
that the Citizen Anthropol ogi st Rondo Chavez had nmade a di scovery Sheuxe said
boded the worst danger yet for mankind, a final nail in the coffin of Krings's

dreamto return to the surface, and the ultimte inpetus to begin an
interstellar project using old CANUSAMEX hardware left in orbit over the
centuries.

A ride on a chopper was a rare treat, even for a constable. Fuel was
scarce, coming fromseveral small oil wells on the plateau and sl opes j ust
bel ow cl oud level. The drillnmen, as the oil miners were known, had to wear
at nosphere suits near the wells. The aircraft were at |east 150 years ol d,
kept patched froma virtually inexhaustible supply of parts stored in the
Aerie's subterranean caverns. A lot of equipment still bore old | egends |ike
"UNASA" or " CANUSAMEX. "

The chopper headed south al ong the major plateau on which the Aerie had
been built. After ten minutes, the pilot veered west and continued along a
series of snow capped peaks. Paul's stomach tensed. He had been told that
Rondo Chavez's find was to remain a secret known only to the ruling council,
and just the necessary nenbers of the constabul ary.

Rondo Chavez! The charning 33-year-old historian had over the years
captivated the Aerie's imagination with his stories, slides, and notion
pictures. He seened always to be off on sone danger-filled expedition, and one
did not need to stray far fromthe Aerie for that. Initially a disciple of
Krings, he had drawn the inevitable conclusions and switched to the space canp
of people |like Mannering and Souspolitis.

In the chopper, Sheuxe said to his pupil Paul: "Now renenmber everything
you ever | earned about evol ution. Remenber what you | earned about environment
causing viable and lethal nutations. Think of the giant birds we now see." At
that, he smiled nysteriously to hinmself, and it was not a pleasant snile
"Call it conpetition."

The chopper rocked sharply in a gust of wind. R ght ahead was the bright
orange marker set up by Rondo Chavez's expedition. The pilot flew over a vast
chasm of white ice toward a broad shelf that had several black dots on it. As
t hey drew near, Paul began to make out shapes.

The chopper set down. As the lift surfaces feathered, Paul realized with
nausea that the transparent bags on the ice contained the bodi es of Rondo
Chavez and the nenbers of his expedition. Al four men had been stoned to
death. Their dead faces -- eyes and nouths w de open -- radiated the horror of
their last m nutes.

Mannering and several other Council menbers were already present. They'd
set up an ops-hqg in Rondo's dark blue nylon tent. At |east a dozen constabl es
were working on the case, treating it as a nultiple hom cide. Mannering took
Sheuxe's arm and hel ped the elderly man out of the chopper. Sheuxe shook his
armfree and pointed along a path that led in anobng the mountain uplifts.
Mannering summari zed: "We think they caught Rondo and his men by surprise.
First they started throwi ng stones fromthe tops of those cliffs. The nen
managed to drag t hensel ves over to where we found them trying to radio for
hel p. Then the bastards ran up close to finish themoff right where they are
l yi ng now. "

Paul noted that two dozen nore constables with shotguns stood all about
the high points. Sun gl eaned on the face shields of their helnmets. Two of
t hem shouted a conversation with two others bel ow. Mannering spoke urgently
wi t h Sheuxe, who sunmoned Paul to help himclinb anong the rocks. It was dark
bet ween the stone faces, and colder than any refrigerator. How could life
exi st in such a place? A gentle wi nd keened and noaned t hrough the passages,
maki ng Paul's hair stand on end. He kept imagining he heard whi spers just
around this or that corner. He kept one hand under Sheuxe's el bow, the other
on his | oosened hol ster. Sheuxe was old and fragile, but he was a wisp of a



person, and therefore supple. Wth his wal king stick, and Paul and Mannering
hel ping him they descended down a w ndi ng path. Snow crunched around their
boots. Their breathing canme in ragged strokes, lost in the nmusic of the air.

There was a cave opening. Inside it was dry and dark, and not quite so
cold. A battery-powered | anp stood on a tripod to shed light on the interior
Paul snelled a strong, stale odor that was unlike anything he'd ever snelled
before. Neither avian nor human, but definitely spoor-marking. The cave was a
dead end, a rough circle some 30 feet across. It had been scooped out eons
before by side pressure froman armof a receding sea as the | and pushed up

"How many?" Sheuxe asked.

Mannering consi dered. "Maybe a half dozen. W' re bringing dogs in. But
there may be many nore than that scattered far out of our reach.”

"W can keep them away fromus, but for how | ong?" Sheuxe said. Hi s
shocked, thin, spectacled face radiated the additional realization that he
woul dn't be around nuch |longer to lead the fight. He was dying from cancer of
the throat, having been a |lifelong snoker of the gol den tobaccos grown on the
sunward slope. He'd called it his only vice.

In the center of the cave Paul saw the remains of a canpfire. The fire
had been made wi th wood, bits of coal, and sone formof animal oil as the
stains on the wood showed. Mannering pointed to some strawy biscuits. "Those
are the droppings of mountain grazers, goats probably. They burn long and hot.
You can make a good fire with those. And anything el se you can find."

The cave entrance was like a cleft lip, providing a natural flue. Dry,
cracked bits of bone lay scattered around the fire -- someone or sonething' s
[ unch. Paul thought he recognized the bones of a small mountain hen, cracked
and sucked enpty of their marrow.

Mannering pointed to a hole at the far end of the cave. Paul snelled a
faint odor of dead flesh. "This is what Rondo Chavez had di scovered, when they
killed him It's a burial pit."

Inside the pit lay a small, strange skel eton, neither human nor ani mal.
It was about four feet tall, Paul guessed, and still had nobst of the bl ackened
flesh attached due to the cold. At first Paul thought it was a chinp, but then
he coul d see the face was all wong. It had remants of reddish hair along the
head. Its body had been slightly flattened by the heavy | oad of gravel and
earth used to fill the grave above it. The creature had | ong, spindly arnms and
| egs sort of |like a nonkey perhaps. Wapped around one wist was a | eather
thong, and at the end of the thong was a little | eather pouch as yet unopened;
food, perhaps, for the afterlife.

"What is this thing?" Paul asked.

Sheuxe had already formed his opinion. "lIt's a bat, Paul. An evolved,
intelligent bat, and its relatives have killed their first humans."

Paul stared at the large leathery wings folded on the creature's back,
fromthe neck down to the thighs. There was sonething intelligent, pondering,
and omnous as it lay on its side, curled eternally in a fetal position
awai ting the com ng of the sun. O the rising of the noon.

20. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Paul felt drained. and dizzy on the nound, alone after Ongka's
di sappearance. Dreamily, Paul stunbled through the quickly deepening twlight
toward the village. In his mnd remained an aftergl ow of his second nind
exchange: of a buried civilization that had once ruled this planet, that had,
a thousand years earlier, broadcast news of its glory to all the gal axy.

The [ ast nonents of the sun glowed sadly on the post road into the
village. The work on the hillsides was finished and the vill agers thronged
about their smoky kiln. The aroma of food and snoke filled the sunken vill age.
In it mingled new snells: apples and cider.

Paul found Licia and Tynan sitting on a log with at | east a dozen
bouncing, excited little naked children, He saw no trace of Ongka. Tynan sat
gloom |y beside her, eating fromthe customary dish -- a leaf. Licia' s face



glowed with pleasure as she played with the children. She absently put one
arm around Paul

The vill agers had given Tynan a hut of his own, further down the |ane.
When they were al one together, Paul told Licia of his second encounter with
t he medi cus.

She flipped her hair back. "You two seemto be getting al ong rather
wel | ." Seeing his annoyed | ook, she added: "Paul, | don't know if you're
dream ng these things up or what. Can't you just |loosen up and enjoy life a
little bit?"

"I"ve told you already," he said. "I don't want to sit in this place and
go soft. W came here for a reason.”

"W survived!" she shouted after himas he left. "lIsn't that enough for
one thousand years?"

He went to the kiln and hel ped hinself to a leaf full of cinnanony rice
paste and a cup of hot water with a fewninty leaves in it. Then he sat on a
low wall and ate. Still annoyed at Licia, and muzzy fromthe hypnosis, he
wat ched disinterestedly as a runner cane down into the village. It was a young
boy, who ran straight to Ongka's hut.

The nedi cus stepped forth a nonent later. lgnoring Paul, as if they
didn't know each other, Ongka went to the center of the square and waited.
Paul's attention perked up. A small group of men and women canme down into the
village al ong the post road. Several walked in pairs. Each pair carried
bet ween t hem a pol e slung over one shoul der, and w apped around the pole a
bl anket or canvas with objects in it. Wat caught Paul's attention nost,

t hough, was the young worman wal king in their mdst. She was very young,
perhaps in her late teens. She was a bit taller than nost of the wonen Paul
had seen. Her skin was of plum conpl exi on, sonewhere between brown and bl ue.
She wore the conmon |long skirt; and a jacket buttoned to the neck, made of
soft sandy-col ored | eather enbroidered with nulticol ored beadwork. She had
silvery hair on her head alnmobst in a page boy style. She carried herself
simply and upright, holding a staff in one slender hand, and she was
beautiful. The young woman smiled dazzlingly as Ongka greeted her. Ongka
enbraced her and took her into his hut. Three young nen who had cone with her
stayed outside the hut with spears to guard her

It wasn't until the next evening as the village sat around di nner, and
as nusicians played string instruments and sang a softly lilting harnmony, that
Paul noticed the young woman again. She had just slipped through the crowd,
maki ng the customary offerings of tea to anyone who needed a refill, and now
she stood before Tynan. She took Tynan's cup and poured into it froma
steami ng jug. Tynan stared away, obviously w shing she would | eave hi m al one.
The girl smiled shyly and held the cup before Tynan's face. Tynan | ooked down
into the cup, which snelled of pleasant herbs, |ooked at her, and sighed.
Beanmi ng, the girl brought the sane offer of hospitality to Paul and Licia.

"Her nane is Auska," Licia said, "She is Ongka's niece, Pretty, isn't

she?"

"Thanks," Paul told Auska, and she inclined her face before pulling
away. She seemed about ei ghteen. Today she wore a matching outfit of plain
white cotton sling top and skirt-like garnment that fell very loosely to the
knees and coul d be tucked between the thighs when kneeling to work. Auska's
long, thin torso made her | ook even younger by Earth standards. There was
somet hing girlish about her, something elastic to her back when she sat. Her
silvery hair gleaned in the twilight, as did her straight teeth and the whites
of her eyes. Her breasts were snall and high-set; her facial features were
nmore square and simlar to his and Licia' s than Paul had realized, except her
eyes were faintly elongated strai ght-out rather than slanted. She had an
intelligent, sensitive, hunorous face, fitting for Ongka's niece.

The vill agers began a big party. Dozens of white smles and swayi ng
bodi es accompani ed the increasingly loud nmusic. String, drunms, and flutes
sounded thin and persistent, with an airy gaiety. In the cool, sweet dusk,
bonfires bl azed al ong the post road. Paul drank fruity liquor froma wooden



cup until he becane mldly drunk. Al of Akha cheered, including the children
21. ad Wwrld -- Year 2303

"I just had a call fromup range," Mannering said as Paul and Sheuxe
stood staring at the mummy in the grave. "Cone on, quick!"

They foll omed Mannering's enornous bulk to a chopper. After a short,
hectic ride through several treacherous wi nd pockets that threatened to dash
t hem agai nst the age-bl ackened rocks, they saw several constables waving. The
chopper set down and Paul was the first one out. He wi shed he had his rifle
with him for he i mediately recognized the thrill of the hunt in the young
constables' eyes. It was immedi ately clear to hi mwhat had happened. They had
driven a group, a famly perhaps, of the creatures toward a box canyon.
Several had tried to fly out, but they weren't fast enough; their bodies |ay
sprawl ed and broken on the teeth of the walls surrounding the canyon. "W got
one trapped in there," a constabl e said.

"Take himalive if possible!" Mannering shouted as he came up at a run
Hs rifle looked Iike a toy in his huge hands.

The air here was actually al nbst warm and snel | ed noxi ous. Paul guessed
there was a | ava vent sonmewhere nearby, and perhaps that had sonething to do
with the coming of these new creatures. Thunder growl ed loudly in the cloud
sea. Still, the scene wasn't nuch different fromwhat he'd seen all his life
in the Aerie -- a thick cover of ashen clouds formng a floor that ran for
tens of mles, and above it bright sunshine in the upper atnosphere, and
vi stas of nmountain ranges running as far as they eye could see.

"There!" Paul spotted flashes of nmovenent in the thickets at the edge of
the canyon. Paul felt the slow, steady novement as Mannering carefully ained
his trank gun.

Smal | fur-covered wi nged creatures ran expl osively for cover.

One of the nmutants confronted Mannering. The bat-man's wi ngs spread |ike
a fan behind. His spindly arns stretched out in defense of the others. He held
a small, netal -tipped spear in one hand. A bag on a thong hung fromthe ot her
wrist. The red-furred face | ooked half siman, with a recogni zable pride and
defiance in the big dark eyes, in the sneering cast of the man-like nouth.

Mannering fired. Once. Twice. The little man | ooked as though he were
going to cry as he dropped his spear and clutched his side where the darts had

hit. Hs face, as he fell, had an accusing | ook none of the watchers would
ever forget. Up on the rim a fusillade of gunfire erupted as the constables
began picking off the other nmenmbers of the clan, killing them one by one.
"W are no |onger alone,"” Paul heard Mannering say to Sheuxe behind
hinself. "I wonder what else is growing in these mountain peaks."
Sheuxe's reply was a whi sper, snatched away by the w nd, but Pau
t hought he said: "It's just a matter of time. Just a matter of tine."
22. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Paul took Licia to their stone house, where they nade gi ddy, woozy | ove.
They | aughed together, and their kisses were wet and fruity. Then they
returned to the feast

Tynan drank steadily from a goose-necked jar. Firelight shone on his
sweaty face as he watched the dancing. He was surrounded by admring children
The children, like clay dolls with ivory smiles, avidly demonstrated for
Tynan's enjoynment sone small dance they nmade up as they went al ong. Tynan
grinned and rai sed his cup when he saw Paul and Licia.

Paul noticed a slimfigure standing in the shadows, watching the Earth
pi oneers. Auska. Her | ook was inscrutable, and Paul had the strange sensation
that all three of them were under a m croscope.

23. New Wrld -- Year 3300



Days went by, droning with bees and rustling with | eaves. Weks went by.
Paul counted, growing frantic with inpatience. They waited for Tynan's leg to
mend. This much Tynan and Licia had agreed on with Paul: that they should try
for the city soon. According to Ongka, it was now the end of sunmer and the
hei ght of harvest. Copious amounts of fruity liquor were being distilled from
appl es and other plants, and the seal ed stone jugs piled up in every house
i ncluding Paul and Licia's. As laborers canme in fromel sewhere, the village
grew short on living space. Tynan was forced to nove in with Paul and Licia,
whi ch effectively ended their privacy. There was no word of the \Wengs yet,
none at all, and Paul began to wonder if they'd been killed in a crash. Wrd
was goi ng around the world by nessenger. Sooner or |ater, Ongka prom sed, the
m ssing couple would be found, if they had survived their landing. In the
meantime, the three humans were slowy adapting to the slow, secure village
life. They | earned snatches of the | anguage. Auska cane often to | ook after
Tynan, who alternated between depression and agitation. By now, Licia had gone
native, to save her Earth clothes (she said). She had cone by sone attractive
multi-colored sling tops and dresses for hel ping several wonen with their
chil dren.

One norning, Paul was startled out of his sleep as the door flap opened
and the full sun burst in out of a clear sky. "Powul."

"Li sh?" A shaft of sunlight blinded him He reached out and touched a
soft face that was not Licia' s but Auska's. She offered a jug of water. The
cold fluid felt good to his nouth and throat. When he stepped outside,
stretching, the nmorning air was fresh and sweet and full of bird noises.
"Powul ," Auska said, holding up an inplement for digging. "Ongka bal awang
mPowul nfiglig nflid," she said, or something like that, which he took to nmean
t hat Ongka wanted themto work. He pointed questioningly up at the orchards.
Not that they hadn't pitched in a little bit, but they'd really been taking
advant age, and per haps now Ongka was giving themthe what-for. "Nagi, nagi,"
Auska said, no, no, "wammmang apo Powul shediw d duwi du mal acan hanong," she
said in their singsong | anguage. She pointed toward the open country and
gestured until he understood: Ongka had given them permi ssion to enter the
nmound.

"Ah, the nmound!" He danced about maki ng mound shapes. "The nound!"

"Dafa!" she said brightly. "Dafa! Mowund." She nade nound shapes with
her arms. Then she pointed at himand | aughed teasingly. "Powul nlarn Vani sh
barr." She pointed to her tongue, which was blue. "Barr."

He pointed into his mouth. "Muth. Tongue. Barr." He waved a finger in
the air. "You'll have ne |earning your blasted Iingo yet!"

She waved her finger in the air and proclainmed: "Mlastod nlingo yut!"

"It's a great day!" Paul shouted, |ooking for Tynan and Licia. Finally,
they were about to nmake some progress. The nedicus wanted to part wth what
m ght be a great secret, and Paul couldn't wait. He accepted the digging
i npl enent, a stone adze on a wooden handl e, and nmarched out the door. "Tynan!"

Auska di sappeared as Tynan hobbl ed around the corner where he'd been
cleaning itens in his kit with hot water and a sponge. "Wat are you shouting
about, Menard?"

* * *

The tools were crude but bore the luster of precise, |oving
craftsmanshi p, The were of straight, round wood handl es gl eaned from nmuch use
The bl ades of spade and pick were light, strong stone; at first Paul m stook
themto be of dark, pitted iron.

Tynan hobbl ed forth, and Licia joined themfromthe orchard where she'd
been gathering food for the kiln. "Better watch that old shaman," Tynan said
| ooki ng dubi ously at his digging tool

Li cia gave Tynan a saucy look. "I think he wants you to spouse his
niece." "You nen have fun. |I'mgoing to gather dinner for us. I'll bring it
out to you." She strode off, jiggling in her blue and red checked shaniss, as

the natives called the dress.
As they passed the kiln, Paul spotted Ongka. The nedi cus sat inpassive



with his two cronies. Paul's and Ongka's eyes fleetingly made contact. Ongka
was lacing a stone tip to a throwi ng spear. The nornally practiced fingers
noved with fleeting but unsteady notions. Ongka noted the digging inplenents
and then concentrated on his handi work.

As they wal ked, Paul said: "Soon, Tynan,"

"What ?"

"Soon we'll start for Avam sh."

"That city gives you no rest."

"W need to find out."

"Find out what?"

"Have you forgotten? The Senders?"

"Al'l right, just take it easy."

They came to the nysterious earthen nound. A silence of |ost voices
whi spered around the structure. The wind, ruffling mles of grass and fl owers,
told endlessly that the builders of a lost civilization hovered about as
ghosts and caprices of ambition and conversati on.

Tynan pointed to the horizon. "Wat do you make of that?"

Paul followed Tynan's direction and spotted several distant figures
wal ki ng. Tall, dark mal e shapes. They carried spears and shi el ds and wal ked
single-file. "Looks like a teamof warriors," Paul said. "I doubt they're from
our village. Wonder where they are going." Paul scranbled up the nmound to see
better. Hi s notion caught their gaze. As they turned their heads, he saw that
each had painted a white stripe fromthe nose, up the forehead, and running
back over the head. They | ooked eerie as they turned to return Paul's gaze --
whi ch suddenly rmade their whitened faces shine -- and just as eerie, they kept
wal ki ng, |ike ghosts, w nking out of sight into some tall reeds.

"We shoul d probably start here," Paul said, indicating the spot where
t he anci ent cobbl estone road di sappeared into heaped stones and earth. He felt
sweaty as the norning sun burnt down upon them before they' d begun working.

Paul struck a shaft. He and Tynan alternatingly picked and dug. At first
the heavy stones didn't want to yield. Uniformy rectilinear, like twenty
pound sugar cubes but gray, they wanted to stick together as they had for
hundr eds of years.

"These people are going to kill us if they see us doing this," Tynan
sai d at one point.

"W have permi ssion fromtheir medicus."

"I hope you know what you're saying. For all we know, they'll bury us in
here.”

It was tough going at first. Tynan's | eg began to bother him "Sit
down, " Paul urged.

"I can't let you --

"No," Paul insisted, "we need for that leg to heal so we can get going,
out of here."

"You and that damm city," Tynan muttered, and he did not sit down, but
he did slow the pace of his digging considerably.

Once they got through the out |ayer of stones, the going got easier
Crunmbly black soil with interlocking roots |lay bare before them A snmall gray
lizard rasped flashing out of its threatened nest and sought refuge in a bush.
Slowy turning wornms glistened in the freshly cut oam Qut of a broken bal
of spit and nud, the size of a nman's head, issued a fleeing swarm of tiny
white ants.

Paul dug in the direction of the interrupted road, which bared its wet
bl ack stones for the first tine in centuries.

Toward noon, Licia returned with jugs and bundles, "You two | ook |ike
you' re working hard." She set a neatly wapped parcel on a rock. "From Ms
Ongka." Tynan unw apped the |l eaves to find a | arge, wet green nel on festooned
with crushed flowers

Paul produced a pocket knife fromhis flight suit and the mel on was
sweet and quenchi ng.

Licia stayed a while. "I'mdying to find out what is in that nound. Do



you suppose it's a buried king? A treasure? Well, we can't ask Ongka, because
he left."

"Left?" Paul was surprised; he'd expected the shaman to hover nervously
about, to see if lightning struck the pioneers as they excavated his precious
nmound.

"He left a little while ago, and it looks Iike he's off on a long trip.
He took twelve men with him including Dunda and Anda. They were | oaded down
with supplies, lots of jugs of applejack.”

"Let me guess," Paul said, "They headed toward Avam sh."

She nodded, "I get the feeling they do it every year or two."

Tynan and Paul both | aughed. Tynan said: "They save up their hootch and
then go to the big city for a bash."

She gathered her things up, adding primy: "In some primtive cultures,
what we consider a bash may be a sacred ritual. |I've made a new friend."

"Ch?" Paul arched an eyebrow. "You're going to run off to the city
al so?"

"Don't be an ass. | started talking with Auska, the chief's niece. She's
a very nice girl. She's interested in our |anguage, our custons, she just
follows me around everywhere. And, | might add, sonetimes another wonen is
better conpany. Bye." She picked up her basket and strode down the path toward
the vill age.

The afternoon sky grew hazy and hot. M rages shimered on the far-off
forests where hidden things bellowed. "That sound," Tynan said, "that goddamm
sound. | kept hearing it after we hit the water. Sounds |ike something waiting
to eat us." Tynan scraped silently at the dirt beside Paul. "Your wonan
doesn't want to | eave here, Menard. She's happy, and maybe |I'mstarting to
crack a few sniles now and then too. There are sonme beautiful wonen here that
| ook Iike they can -- you know what | mean. | don't know if | want to |eave
here either."

Paul stopped and | ooked at him They were both covered with dirt,
"Tynan, for God's sake." They | ooked at each other silently while the |ush
wi | derness about them chirruped sweetly with birds and insects. "Tynan, we
have an obligation."

"Spare ne the lecture.”

By evening they had dug their way to an inner wall of gray stones. Paul
was amazed at how the earth was filled with Iife, squirmng with worns,

i nsects, rodents, some similar to earth forms, others utterly alien. Like the
gray cube that sat notionlessly brooding in the soil; when you drew close it
hi ssed at you, even spat sonething sticky and itchy; and beneath its surface
you could see tiny running things. He jabbed one open with his spade, and
found the running things were vomty | ooking purplish bean things that rolled
t hrough china-fine tunnels like a solid bl oodstream

The sunmmer heat lingered |ong, drowning in haze. The sun was a tomato
dunked in heavy air. Licia appeared. "You should quit for the day."

Paul groaned. "So close.™

Tynan agreed. "No lightning bolts yet fromany angry gods. | ache,
therefore | am Whatever is in there, it won't go away overnight."

Li ci a rubbed Paul's back. "You two need a good washing."

Wth the sun gone, and therefore their light, they wal ked back toward
the village. The tenperature dropped noticeably, bringing wel cone cool ness.
The twin noons shone like pitted silver through the tree tops. The sky turned
charcoal and stars glimered. Eternity.

24. New Wrld -- Year 3300

"There it is," Paul said, next day. He and Tynan lay side by side on
their bellies staring into the interior of the mound. Tynan's flashlight beam
was bl unted by a dead darkness. Sweat shone on their dirt-streaked faces.

"My God," Tynan said. "What is it?"

Arriving the fresh norning sunlight, they had first adm red how nuch



wor k they'd acconplished the day before. Then, within an hour, they'd broken
t hrough the inner wall, and now they lay in their tunnel |ooking in.

"It took a lot of work to seal this building,"” Tynan said. H s voice
sounded | eaden and fl at.

"Here goes." Paul clinbed in, lowering hinmself until he felt a firm
floor under his feet. "Cone on in." Tynan followed suit. It was terribly dry
i nsi de.

Their entry had disturbed a fine dust that hung like fog in the
nmotionless air. It made glare of the flashlight beanms. Paul pointed to a huge
obj ect | oonm ng before them He took a few steps on the dusty floor stones. He
brushed away cl ouds of fine cobwebs. "Look, Tynan, it's a wagon."

They stood side by side and narveled. It was a flat-bedded | oad wagon
sonme fifteen feet long and half as wide. "This is what the old man wanted us
to do all this work for?" Tynan | ooked di sgusted.

"There has to be a reason -- |look, Tynan, it's nade of stone. Can you
believe it? A stone wagon!" Paul shook his head slowy. "Hard to believe.
Those wheel s | ook smooth as though they were made in a factory. | don't think
it's something Ongka's peopl e nade."

"Ahhh," said Tynan the engineer. "I begin to get it. They had little or
no metal to work with, the old people, the Senders. Solid rock -- |ooks I|ike

metal, but it's rock, poured, nolded, tenpered, not a slip of nmetal on this
wagon anywhere."

"Or those other tools,’
did netal ."

They wal ked around the wagon, their flashlights stabbing in al
directions. Paul said, "this place may have been a seal ed a thousand years
ago. But why? Where did the Senders go? Wiy did they seal everything up, even
their tool shed here?" A clutter of large and. small objects |oomed in the
dar kness. Sonething like the arched ribs of a great animal that had died on
its back turned out to be a harvester, made of tenpered stone.

Paul remenmbered a tangle of circles and squares that was Ongka's
cl ockwor k.

"There's nothing but stone machines all around us," Tynan said.

"And tools," Paul added. Chains of stone |links hung fromthe walls and
from stone supporting pillars. Dry, transsubstantiated whisps of straw puffed
out of existence under their feet. Paul saw ghostly work benches |aden with
stone hamers, files, planes, saws, pliers, wenches, all marvel ously snooth
and masterful ly nade.

"This is obsidian,"” Tynan said full of awe, as he held a small wooden
box of blades. "This stuff is stone but can be made sharper than surgica
steel. The Maya and the Incas successfully perforned brain surgery with it."

There were drills with wooden bits and drills with stone bits, drills
with dianond tips and drills. Tynan picked up a drill with the bit still in
it. "Corundum I'Il bet. These clever so and sos, they made all oys of stone
and stone, and netal and stone. On Earth, we soon graduated to netal all oys.
Here they never had that |uxury."

Paul considered the inplications. "Imagine, a civilization that never
left the stone age. On earth we discovered netals. Oh, there was a stone age
that |asted many thousands of years. Qur early ancestors on Earth had
factories where they nmade stone inplenments. They di scovered netals, though
and that spelled the end of their industry. On this planet, the stone age
never ended. They nust have explored the linmts of what you can do with
stone. "

Paul said. "Somehow, they used stone the way we

"Look at this," Tynan said.

"What is it?" Paul whirled.

Tynan's flashlight stabbed into a hidden corner. There, piled neatly on
top of each other, were dozens of skulls. Paul's heart raced as they
cautiously stepped closer. The skulls grinning at them nust be a thousand
years old, black and brittle. Many had severe gouges in them as if their
owners had died violently. Sone had their faces bashed into splinters. O her



bones lay strewn about -- ribs, fenurs, fingers. "What do you suppose happened
here?" Paul asked.

Tynan shook his head. They stared at the bones until their lights
weakened and they had to head back to the daylight. Tynan said at |ast:

"You say Ongka knows about space flight?"

Paul nodded. "For some reason, when they cane to the end of their
civilization, they sealed up this nound, maybe for us to discover, maybe for
us find sone way to progress beyond the point where they ran out of steam And
maybe sone of themkilled some others, for reasons we don't know. "

Tynan shook his head slowy. "Menard, quit dreami ng. This planet is a
gi ant sandbox. This nound is |like a nessage |left for us. A nmessage of despair.
What can we do without netal s? Do you understand what this means? There is no
space-faring civilization. Maybe there was or nmaybe there wasn't, but there
sure hasn't been in centuries. So we're stuck here. There is no way back into
space, not tonmorrow, not in a mllion years."

Paul disagreed in turn, turned off by the other's adamant negativity.
"Damm t, Tynan, they sealed this place up for a reason. Ongka wanted us to
find it this way. | don't feel he's given up." Paul renenbered the clockwork,
and Ongka's nearly religious fervor, and the nedi cus's passi on about the great
city they called Avam sh. "W have to go to the star port, Tynan. W have no
choice. W have to find out -- the sooner the better -- what went on here.”

* * *

Havi ng glinpsed nores tantalizing pieces of this puzzle, Paul clinbed
out of the nmound. Tynan craw ed out behind him Leaving the dust and debris of
a dead civilization behind them it felt good to reenter the sunlight of the
living. Paul was quietly grateful for the sounds of birds and insects that
signified life.

Auska and Licia approached with lunch. As they | aughed and conversed,
they were making thenselves haltingly famliar with one another's |anguages.
They wal ked together like old friends. Auska, younger than Licia, carried a
basket and made hopscotching junps that Paul found cute. At times, Auska
could seemregal; at other times, a child. Licia clowned al ong, bal ancing a
jug on her head.

Auska forgot her shyness and waved to the two nen as if they were old
friends. Auska spread a blanket. Licia positioned the jug and laid the picnic
basket beside it. Paul sniffed -- and exclainmed: "You two snell of wne."

"Appl ej ack," Licia said, offering hima cup. "Go on, it's diluted with
water." He sipped fromit and felt refreshed. "The whole village snells of
this stuff, Paul. They've stopped harvesting and they're now in the distilling
busi ness. " She gi ggl ed.

Auska scranbl ed squealing up the side of the mound. Tynan went after
her, hobbling and grasping. She ran so fast and so eagerly she fell. Up in a
blink, she ran to the top of the nmound. There she waited, holding two small
bottl es high over her head. An ivory grin slashed her dusky features. Her
bare, slimwaist was exposed as her jacket rode up

Paul nudged Licia. "So what do wonen on this planet think about things?"

She paused in md-chew "About what, nen?"

"I dare not ask. About things in general."

"I'n some ways, she's just |ike another aerie girl. Then again, in other
ways, she is so strange and different that it scares ne."

"Li ke what ?"
"Well, she's obviously a chief's daughter. A princess. | gather she is a
virgin, and that she is saving herself for a great chief she will marry one

day in Avam sh."

"You'd better tell Tynan," Paul said, pointing. Tynan was chasi ng her
down the nmound. Auska stopped and | aughingly fended himoff. He tried to
enbrace her in a gesture probably neant nore as nock westling. Abruptly, she
let out a yell. Her facial expression changed from anmused to shocked, and she
pushed Tynan away. Tynan tipped over backwards and sat, dunbfounded, watching
Auska's pert rear disappear through the bushes toward Akha.



Tynan |inped sourly toward Paul and Licia.

"We tried to warn you," Paul said.

"Too late," Licia said. "W | earn another |esson about etiquette. You
can play with a princess, but you never touch her."

Tynan sl apped dust off his trousers and nuttered: "Bl oody stuck up
bitch."

25. New Wrld -- Year 3300

When they returned to Akha later in the afternoon, the village stood
nearly enpty. Al the inmported workers had returned to their vill ages
el sewhere, now that the harvest was over and the apple w ne newy fernented.
Wth Ongka and his entourage gone, it seened to Paul you could sleep in a
di fferent hut each night.

Paul, Licia, and Tynan net for supper at the kiln. There were stil
enough el derly wonen to cook a generous neal of at |east seven different
things, including the |local poultry. Auska appeared for dinner, alittle nore
reserved, but not unfriendly. Paul pressed: "Auska -- why did Ongka go to
Avam sh?"

Auska chewed sl owly, considering. "Ongka bal am ada Avani sh."

"Yes. Way?"

"Myal am | e Avani sh ni adaram ho tol ne abaligung.”

Paul enjoyed her singsong speech. He was able by now to pick out a word
here and there, and Licia helped fill in, but then she'd rattle on. He'd get
so lost in the music of her speech that it would be seconds before he
renenbered to ask her to stop and start over

Li cia said: "Something about Ongka has to go, it's a great festival."

"Bestibo," Auska said noddi ng. She set her food down and gestured wth
delicate brown fingers. "Bestibo s'Avam sh nmal am ananga apat witu noliam" She
grew excited and spread her hands in the air. "Moliamw tu," she repeated
several times naking a gesture resenbling an explosion. "Astad noliam wtu
witu. "

"Bang bang," Licia guessed.

Auska choked with pleasure at being understood. She pointed at Licia,
nodded, held her hand over her nouth, and cleared her throat.

"Ml i am probably neans big," Paul guessed. He made circul ar notions and
said: "Mliam"

Auska nodded. "Mdliamw tu." She gestured.

Paul stood up and spread his arnms as far as he could. "Mliamnoliam"

Auska | aughed so hard she nearly fell off the little wall by the kiln.
She imtated Paul in return, a glint of hunor in her eyes. "Mliamwtu. Bang
bang. Besti bo bang bang. Ho tol ne abaligung.”" Wth her index finger she
poi nted upward and rising, appeared to follow the trajectory of sonething --

upward, upward -- she bounced on the balls of her feet, pointing to the
eveni ng stars. "Abaligung ho tolne."

Licia marvel ed, and she said in a whisper: "I think abaligung neans
heaven. "

* * *

"We've got to go to the city," Paul told Licia that night, "we've got to
get to Avam sh."

She was already half asleep. It was dark in the hut, which reeked of
cold, burned tallow. "Paul!" she nuttered.

"Licia, don't you renenber? W have a mission here. W have to find out
all there is to know, as quickly as possible, so we can establish ourselves."

She turned and | ooked at him Her eyes glittered angrily, and her face
| ooked pale in the faint starlight. "Are you saying we should take over? Five
people -- three if we can't find Meiling and Ping Wng -- against a whol e
wor | d?" She sounded pitying.

He coul d sense an argunent about to moliamw tu, and he couldn't bear
the idea. "All I'"'msaying is that for our own protection, we need to know --



what if these people are planning to eat us when they get us good and f at
enough?"

She snorted and turned her back to him

He felt his handl es and then pinched her waist. "W're not getting any
t hi nner hangi ng around here. We're not asked to work, and we can eat all we
want. Maybe we're like pets to them Like chickens or dogs -- ."

Licia sat up. "Paul, you sound like an idiot." But he could see from her
eyebrows that she was considering this fromall angles. He added: "W can
al ways come back here."

"I already know all the children by nane."

"We' || be back in a few weeks. It's only a few hundred mles."
"On foot."

"We'll take our time."

"Why don't you go and I'Il keep the hut warm"

Hah, he thought, and Tynan woul d argue that his ankle hurt. "No way,
Licia. Either we all go, or we all stay. W stay together."

* * *

Tynan | aughed at first. "Wat are you going to do, report nme to the
const ab?"

"I'"msaying, we agreed to a mssion." They stood face to face outside
Tynan's hut. "W nade a solemn promise to the rest of our race, who are dead a
t housand years now, that we would keep our people going."

Tynan sighed. "All right. How can | say no to that?"

They found Auska sitting with Licia in Ongka's hut. Auska was show ng
Licia how to make fancy knots using the dyed | eather strips that decorated her
best shamiss. As Paul stuck his head into the hut, Licia nudged Auska. Licia
had sparkle in her eye. Auska pointed her chin at Paul. "Wad joo beeg ape?"

Paul choked with | aughter.

Tynan pointed his thunb at Paul. "This man wants to go to Avami sh."

Licia made a face, but Auska junped up. "Modal agang Avani sh?"

"Paul ," Licia said wearily.

"Wl your spouse agree to go?" Tynan asked Paul

“I'"'mnot sure."

Tynan grinned. "Well, you'd better be sure.™

Auska began throw ng possessions in a | eather bag. "Mdal ag anpat Avani sh
ni oske!"

Paul knelt by his spouse. "Licia, the others are willing to go. W can
only go if you agree to go with us. W have to stick together. Auska will
gui de us. She has several nen who will walk with us."

Licia hesitated. "Paul, | think it's a mstake to | eave here. But yes, |
will come along. | don't know why. Maybe it's because | |ove you. O because
it's our duty. O both." She kissed him then stepped out of the hut to put
her things together.

* *

*

They started out just after dawn the next day. The rising sun's rays
streaked horizontally through the barely noving | eaves. Fog drizzled
ephenerally in the stone village and al ong the post road, diffracting sunlight
into tiny rainbows while birds chattered.

"I"'mmnore worried about the dogs than anything," Paul said. They sported
t heir weapons openly. They'd packed just enough to travel light, including
some dried fruits and neats that the kiln | adies had packed for them

Auska wal ked ahead, acconpani ed by Licia and three young nen wearing the
tan skirts and jackets of the village fromwhich Auska cane, two days' narch
east. Today they headed another way, toward Avam sh. There seened to be no
warriors here, but they carried spears and knives. They were hunters, Paul
supposed.

At tinmes Licia and Auska dropped back to talk with Paul and Tynan. At
other times they wal ked ahead. The three young hunters appeared to be in good
hunor, occasionally fortifying thenselves with apple wine. This was a big
adventure for them Paul guessed, because Licia said none had ever been to



Avam sh.

Tynan's leg didn't bother himanynore. Licia had rediscovered her sense
of adventure. For now, at least, his little party hung together nicely. Should
they ever return to Akha? Was Licia's instinct to nest here correct? No way of
knowi ng until they'd visited the planet's only great city. And what about the
things that hollered in the forest? Were they a threat, or just background
musi c? There was a | ot they must |earn

The road stretched on arrowstraight. In a few spots it sank down into
earth, sonetimes under a nonmentary carpet of soil rich with grass and fl owers.
The countryside was grassy and hilly, dotted with | akes. Herds of the
hi gh- haunch buffal o passed in the distance. Once they saw a di stant pack of
dogs, but the dogs tracked sonething away toward the horizon

"Look!" Paul said, pointing with his rifle. Not far away, near a pond
covered with water flowers, stood a pink and green tortoise twelve feet |ong
and ei ght feet high.

"I remenber seeing those on the way to Akha," Tynan said. They headed
toward Shka, where Nancy lay buried, and Paul wondered how Tynan woul d t ake
t hat .

More of the disdainfully munching giants dotted the [ush plain.

"Li ke war tanks," Licia whispered as they passed the first giant. It was
t he biggest of the herd, and it had tusks. They guessed that it nust be the
bull of the herd. As they passed, it flicked out its tongue with a hissing
sound. Its fan shaped tongue was fringed with curling tendrils that knotted
t hensel ves around greens so the animal could tear them off.

"Sorry," Paul told the closest turtle. "We'd | ove to spend a day
studying you but we're on a mssion."

Tynan said: "I hope the bastards don't stanpede. | can't run so well
yet."

"If they stanpede," Licia said, "we'll all riding high."

"On top of those horns." They | aughed. The young men joined the | aughter
wi t hout understanding it. The turtles were evidently a comon subject for
j okes on N60OA.

The countrysi de gave way to forest.

The post road continued straight on, through a chapel-1like peace. Paul
was in high spirits, having at last freed hinmself of Akha. The dense, gl ow ng
forest was filled with whispers and stolen sunlight. No nore turtles. Nothing
bel | owi ng, and Auska did not exhibit any particul ar fear

A big gray cube of concrete |oomed in the woods, in a culvert off to the
right side of the road. Paul clanbered down while Tynan and the wonen renai ned
warily on the road. The young nen grew apprehensive, jabbering darkly and
pointing their spears. "Nagi," they shouted, "nagi! Nagino."

Tabu, Paul guessed. In the end, Auska and Licia calmed them Pau
clinbed down the enbankment hinself.

As he neared the box-shaped structure, he and a fox-Iike ani nal
surprised each other. The animal di sappeared in a streak of reddi sh hackl es.
Paul waited for his heart to resunme a normal beat. Rifle ready, he wal ked to
t he doorway. Qutside, the structure was overgrown with rich pads of blue and
green noss. The walls, which m ght once have been snooth gray or even
of f-white, were now bl ackened with age. Flat-Ilayered, pink nmushroons grew
al ong the edges like coral. Avyellowlizard scuttled up the wall; on its fat
custard-col ored back was a | arge eye whose pupil coldly tracked Paul while its
owner ran for safety. He clanbered over boulders and fallen trees toward the
utilitarian building.

The one-room structure was gloony inside, filled with an apparitiona
green light. Water dripped loudly. Insects plagued Paul's face. Inside were
t he remai ns of sone conpl ex stone machine, |loom ng to just under where the
ceiling had once been. The marshy bl ack ground was filled with shattered bits
of clay pipe, some of it slimer than a man's finger. Fat pieces of stone
conduit were filled with a dozen or nore spaghetti-thin ceram c pipettes. Each
pi pette had a stained, needle-thin bore. Paul picked up a few fragnments to



show t he ot hers

He returned to the road above.

The three young hunters stood sullenly in a group up the road.

Tynan held up two pieces, one with a male thread, the other flared and
femal e, and exam ned them "The stains probably indicate some sort of fluid,
maybe an oil, Lord knows for what purpose.” He took his knife and chipped a
di agonal cut into one piece. "They're the size of electrical wires, except of
course there is no conductor inside because they had very little metal."

Paul pointed, "There are remmants of conduit running parallel to the
road as far as | can see."

Tynan threw t he pieces aside and dusted his hands on each ot her.
"They're too small to punp sewage or drinking water. Maybe they had a fluid
el ectrical conductor of sone sort. This building would then be a sort of
anplifying relay station."

Li cia and Auska peered down the opposite side of the road. "Look over
there," Licia exclained.

"I't's another building down there in the culvert,” Tynan said. Only one
of its walls was fairly intact. Several w de-dianmeter pipes ran through a
relay inside the building. This ruin was thickly carpeted with snowwhite
fl owers.

"Nagi ," Auska said, "naginmo." Tabu

Licia called to her, but Auska wal ked on to join her hunters.

"These l ook like flower trellises,"” Licia said, pointing to two troughs
runni ng al ong either side of the pipes.

"And here," Tynan said, stepping rapidly around the inside of the wall,
"are smaller pipes running along the wall. They run through neters, it |ooks
like. Look at the broken glass and the enaneled dials. " Age-snpothed
fragments of gl ass and ceram c crunched under his feet. "This was definitely a
punpi ng station. But for what?"

Paul studied the array of green-stained white enanel dials. "Probably
ran from Akha to Shka. Maybe on a whol e network of old towns that are now
nothing but primtive villages. But what were they punping?"

"Look at these lanps," Licia said several feet away. Auska kept close to
Licia, |ooking alnost scared at this nystifying evidence of her people's past.

"Li ght bul bs?" Tynan, the engi neer, seened nore alive than he had been
in the weeks since their arrival. A row of what |ooked |ike broken Iight bul bs
wer e spaced about three feet apart along the conduits. "Look, they have no
filament inside. | think | have some idea what went through these pipes."

"What do you think?" Paul asked.

"Natural gas. See, they planted flowers because whenever a break
appeared, the flowers would close up. The bul bs were for gas light -- with the
flames conpletely closed off fromthe punping system Each bulb had an intake
and outlet for air."

"\What about that other place across the road that Paul clinbed down
i nto?" Licia asked.

"I have a theory," Tynan said, clinbing quickly back onto the road,
followed by the others. "Information. Pure information."

"You've lost us."

"Comuni cations, right? In our text books on Earth, we frequently used
t he anal ogy between electricity and water, right? To explain voltage. In an
el ectrical conductor, electrons flow froman area of high concentration to one
of |l ow concentration once you complete the circuit. W would take sound;
convert it to a code of nmoving el ectrons; at the other end we changed the
el ectrical inpulses back into sound. Suppose you were to use water in place of
el ectrons? Water cannot be conpressed -- so you have a technol ogy of
hydraulics -- vastly refined, of course, in ways | can't even guess at. If you
want to use water to transmit a tel ephone conversation, you take the speaker's
voi ce, which is air pressure; maybe you anplify it somehow with a system of
drunms and hammrers; you change it to a code of pul ses; pulse this pressure
agai nst a pipe of water of tiny dianmeter but ten, twenty, a hundred mles



| ong; and convert the hydraulic pressure back into sound at the other end.
Al ong the way, you could anmplify or repeat the signal. You could use
gas-driven engines to power the whole."

"Maybe that is why they put the two types of station so close to each
ot her," Licia suggested.

They rejoi ned Auska, who waited for them anxiously while the hunters
were al ready another few hundred feet ahead. "Nagi no, nagi no!" Auska whi spered
urgently, waving her arnms forward.

Licia said: "They're anxious to get through the woods before dark."

Paul thought of the bellow ng beast, whatever it was. "Can't blanme them
for that."

As they continued their journey, they encountered nore conbi nati ons of
t hese buil di ngs, always on opposite sides of the road. In one place they found
a ruined settlenent that m ght have been a conbination farm and
st ati on-keeper's house.

As they left the forest and wal ked in open veldt again, the hunters
began to banter anong each other again. Auska was |earning a kind of pidgin
Engli sh. She seened to get along best with Licia. Paul was wary of Auska, not
wanting to be conned into going native. Tynan showed her nonents of kindness,
but as they drew near Shka, he becane increasingly norose.

They made canp under the stars. The hunters took turns, by twos,
standi ng guard. Paul and Licia sought each other's warnth. Auska slept in a
si mpl e bl anket between the hunters and Paul and Licia. Tynan put his shelter
up by hinself, off to one side.

* * *

Soon after daybreak the next day, they canme to the outskirts of Shka.
Shi el ding his eyes, Paul counted not one but four nounds, all covered,
surrounding the village. On one the natives had planted a vineyard. Except
that Shka was | arger and situated on slightly el evated ground, it was not much
different from Akha. The simlarity told Paul that there nmust once have been a
honbgeneous cul ture over much of N60A. Shka had a three-chimmey kiln in its
center. Two post roads crossed another in the center of the village. The kiln
had been erected in the nmiddl e of what nust once have been a sort of traffic
circle for stone-wheel ed wagons. "Imagine the traffic that must once have
passed here," Licia said.

Tynan said: "My head wants to keep noving, but ny feet are draggi ng.
want to get far fromthis place, but then again | just want to |lie down here
and die."

A group of nen, wonen, and children cane up to nmeet them just outside
the village. The hunters waved their spears |ike big conquerors and enjoyed
the attention. The natives peppered Auska w th questions, glancing often at
the odd visitors. Tynan told Paul: "No sign of Ongka's |ocal equivalent. He
bound up ny leg and sent nme to Akha. A younger fellow, but he also wears a
shi ny disk."

"Probably gone to Avami sh," Paul said. "Ongka probably cane through
here.”

Auska addressed a question about Ongka to an el derly woman whose sling
bra hung flat against gray, winkled skin. The woman | aunched into a rapid
expl anation with gestures. Licia shook her head, having | ost track of the
conversation. Auska expl ai ned: "Ongka--here--one day--one night--say we
cone--gone to city."

Tynan side-nmouthed to Paul: "I guess you were right. Ongka passed
t hrough here and picked up the | ocal shaman on his way. Mist be some to-do
there in the old city."

"W eat," Auska said.

"Good old kiln," Tynan said. Surrounded by friendly people exactly like
those in Akha, they ate their first hot meal since |eaving the other village.

At that noment, Auska uttered a shriek. A young man hol ding a spear
pushed agai nst her shoul der with one hand and yelled at her. The hunters were
by her side in a noment, separating her froma group of glaring young mnen.



Paul and Tynan slowy noved their weapons around to the ready. Paul heard the
catch of Licia's rifle slide quietly open

The young man pranced denonstratively about, pointing to hinmself with
the air of one who does not yet have authority but soon will. Auska and her
hunters stood fast.

The | ocal wonen backed away. It was the first time Paul had seen signs
of fear in these people. "I wonder if these joes are fromthe sanme village,"
he muttered to Licia while trying to |ook neutral. Licia rose and stepped to
Auska' s side. She asked: "Wat's the matter?"

Auska gave her a troubled | ook. "He say Avam sh nagi m -- ngo back,"

The young man spread his arms and offered a | ast, sweeping word of
di sparagenent, giving Paul and Licia bad | ooks, before stanping off
acconpani ed by his foll owers.

Auska's hunters glared after the | ocal boys. Auska seened near tears but
put up a brave front. The | ocal wonen closed around her in a babble of
apol ogi es. "Young nen," she told Licia and Paul, "nuch drink, much besti bo.

Mol i am besti bo. "

"W won't stay in this village long," Paul said.

"For once, | agree right away," Licia said.

Soon, they finished their neal. Alone with Licia and Paul, Tynan said:
"I have to pay her a visit." Paul didn't know what to say, and exchanged
stym ed | ooks with Licia. Tynan added: "You're wel cone to cone al ong."

Paul noticed the boisterous young nmen seened to have di sappeared. This
surprised him since he'd figured they'd trail the Earth peopl e everywhere
fromhere on in; he'd debated about warning themoff with a shot. But the
countryside all around appeared peacef ul

Auska and the hunters withdrew to the village chief's hut, where a group
of woman gat hered protectively outside

To get to the grave, Paul, Licia, and Tynan had to pass through the
village's lush gardens. A great variety of fruits and vegetables were in
various stages of ripeness. In the orchards, small kilns snoked, distilling
Wi ne, so that a fruity sweetness hung in the air. People worked here and
there at a leisurely pace in the |ast days of harvest. An adol escent boy
dropped his hoe and chased a pretty, shrieking young girl who had been picking
berries in an adjacent garden.

They left the village and delved into rolling grasslands. They foll owed
a hard-trodden path anpobng scattered nessy boul ders. The four nounds fel
behi nd away. They canme to a snmall forest, and in the forest lay a swanp dotted
with trees and patches of grass.

On the shore of a small |ake, black with deposited pine needles, lay a
cigar-shaped life ship, about 20 feet in dianeter and 100 feet long. It was
very simlar to the one Paul and Licia had crashed in. The Aerie fol k had
canni bal i zed an abandoned CANUSAMEX space station to build the nother ship and
its components for the 1000-year journey. None of the old UNASA rescue and
reentry lifeboats was identical to any other, but they were of the sane
generic line. The boat lay on the edge of the |lake, pointed into the water. It
was hauntingly out of place both in its smoth texture and inposing size. The
dark green silence in the wood nade it all the nore eerie. Its tall, lightly
curving sides were scorched froma reentry, and gouged froma landing. It lay
slightly tipped to one side and obviously would never fly again. The | ower of
its broad, stubby air foils was buried in spongy nmud, while the opposite had
been nearly severed and hung accordi on-shaped down to the curve of the boat's
underbelly. By now, only the tail protruded conpletely fromthe placid black
| ake water. Only the thick reeds underneath saved it from sinking faster. The
br oken cockpit wi ndows were only about a foot above the water |ine by now

Licia cried quietly as Tynan crouched over a mound of earth nearby on
hi gher ground.

Paul clinbed up into the Iifeboat. Already, there were bird droppings on
the seats inside the burned and shattered nmain area. Lizards fled as he
dragged his feet through debris. He clinbed over torn cushions and piles of



shattered gl ass. Warped di sks of Shakespeare, Newton, Caesar mxed with those
of Einstein, Galileo, and everyone el se ever brilliant on Earth -- fused
together in a slag heap that could never be undone -- gone forever. Gone,

Paul thought, like those in his own |ifeboat and in the nothership. That |eft
only the Wengs -- and where were they? Were they alive? Wth two out of three
boats crashed, that did not bode well for the third boat -- and the deadly
radio silence all but shut the book

Cinmbing out to rejoin the others, Paul read the | egend on the ship's
hull with bitter pride. The peeling letters said : EARTH

The hulk slept silently on the haunted | ake shore.

From the depths of the forest, fromthe darkest hidden places, fromthe
undersi de of the planet, a siren-like predatory bell ow sounded. It echoed a
t housand tinmes over the water. Sonething i mense and | urking, Paul thought.

Tynan was just turning away from his spouse and companion's grave. Hi s
face was ashen with grief. H s eyes | ooked wi de and shocked. Licia stared at
Paul with tear-beaded eyes and a grimace of a sob on her face.

Li ke forest spirits, a group of native nmen stood at the edge of the
forest. They did not appear to be the same group of young toughs who had
bothered themin the village -- or were they? Seen frominside the forest,

t hey | ooked | um nous, al nost enveloped in a kind of haze in the m dday sun
They carried spears and shields. Each had painted a white stripe down his
forehead. They | ooked nenacing, but they didn't nove. They didn't nmake a
sound. Just stared.

26. New Wrld -- Year 3300

They spent the night at a quiet canpsite far fromthe village, outside
some ruins. The |ocal toughs appeared to have given up their pursuit. The
three protectors kept close to Auska, whomthey were sworn to protect with
their lives. The three young nmen kept eyeing the high grass to either side
warily. Paul, Tynan, and Licia walked in a triangle formation behind their
conpanions. Al three held their rifles in firing position, trigger finger
curled around the trigger cage, safety off, ready to start blasting. But no
attack cane. The high grass just sighed in the wind with nenories of Avan sh

In this tension, Paul found Licia distant. Tynan, still hurting from
Nancy's grave, kept to hinself. Auska, as the day wore on and her protectors
rel axed a bit, spent nore time with Licia, |earning the | anguage,
conmuni cating in short conversations punctuated w th | aughter

Towar d dusk they finished what food they'd brought from Shka, cold. They
did not want to advertise their location with a fire. Each kept to his or her
own bl ankets. During Paul's turn at guard, he felt a chill up and down his
back as sonething rooted in the ruins in the mddle of the night. At the sound
of a snort, he gripped his rifle harder and kept his back to a tree. There was
a short cry, and the rooting ani mal nust have gotten its prey, for there was a
brief thrashing as it ran away and after that he only heard birds and insects.

The next norning, they were awakened by the voi ces of passing people.
The natives carried anphorae of wi ne and stocks of food and seened in high
spirits. Their wonen wore | ong w ap-arounds, and hats resenbling a snall
sunshade atop a turban. When the natives saw the Earth people, they stopped to
stare, to point, to make unfriendly remarks. Five or six dark-skinned nen
chal | enged Paul and Tynan

Auska and her three protectors stepped out and faced down the chall enge.
Paul was inpressed. Auska carried an aura of authority and inpatience,
mrroring Ongka's. The natives' deneanor softened sonmewhat. They spoke briefly
with her, jabbered with her hunters, were not unfriendly. Paul and Tynan kept
t heir weapons ready. Licia hadn't had time to grab her rifle, but she sat by
her shelter hol ding her handgun, which | ooked huge and dull and bl ack; each
shot would lay out one or nmore adults foolish enough to chall enge her

The natives abruptly turned and started back on their journey, arguing
anong each other who was to carry what, and which jug shoul d be opened next.



Paul breathed a sigh of relief when the natives went on their way. A few
unconpl i mentary comments drifted back toward the humans. "They were carrying
lots of wine," Licia said. "They were nasty-1|oopy."

"Mhasty-ngl oopy, " Auska said with hunor in her anger. "W go now city."

* * *

On their journey, they net with several nore groups. Mst of the natives
treated themwith civility and otherwi se ignored them Only one or two other
groups seened hostile. "Depends on how nuch they've been drinking," Tynan
remar ked.

They passed nore ruined way stations, which by now weren't so exciting

anynore. They all |ooked very much alike. Mreover, the sense of foreboding,
of hi dden danger, grew as they neared Avam sh, and di ninished their scientific
curiosity.

Once, Paul pointed to the horizon. There he saw, again, a single file of
warriors. They carried spears and shields, and each in turn | ooked toward the
humans. They did not stop or slow down, but were clearly hurrying toward the
great city. Their heads | ooked dark in profile. The sight of the white paint
when they turned to face himchilled Paul. The silence of those penetrating
| ooks seemed predatory.

* * *

Finally, during their fifth or sixth day on the post road, a change
cane.

"Did you hear sonething?" Licia suddenly asked.

"Sounds |ike thunder far away," Tynan said. Paul, straining his ears,
heard it too.

Auska and her guardians wal ked slightly ahead. Slim rmajestic figures,

t hey now wal ked nore apprehensively. Their footsteps were neasured and
careful . Their banter had quieted, and they shared few sm|es anong each
ot her.

Paul heard a sound |ike distant, constantly grow ing thunder -- at odds
wi th the peaceful ness of the blue sky. He listened intently, trying to figure
out what caused the noise. There was little to glean fromthe steady, throaty
grow . "Reninds nme of Earth," he said after a while.

"Thunder," Tynan agreed.

Licia said nothing. They all remenbered well the constant grow of
thunder in the heavy black clouds that covered the Earth's surface, and grew
hi gher every year.

27. ad Wrld -- Year 2303

Paul was twenty-three. As he hurried through the silent Aerie corridors,
he gl anced idly through its wi ndows at the passing sunny fields of snow Hi s
heart pounded, for he wanted so badly to be in engineering, and he was afraid
he woul d be stym ed again. Three years ago, the Council had pegged himas a
general i st constable, and he'd | ost three precious research years.

Thunder constantly shook the Aerie. Technicians never ceased conbing the
hive city for dangerous fissures in its walls.

Paul entered the library in search of Dr. Sheuxe. He queried the
librarian, an elderly man amid a world of books and carpets and nusty snells.
"Dr. Sheuxe is in Reading Room 607," was the whispered pronpt.

Paul found his nmentor in a blind little roomfilled with gray, fossi
vol unes that recalled Earth's civilization. "You sent for me, Sir?"

Dr. Sheuxe | ooked up, his eyes glazed fromreading. Hs white hair
| ooked runpled as if he had often run his hands through it in perplexity. "Ch,
Paul , Paul, how is ny student today?"

"I amfine, Sir. | finished ny constabulary ten days ago and | am
anxi ously awai ting the next stage of ny education.”
"Quite so," Sheuxe said. "I have been reading about lost civilizations."

"You mean |ike Rone and New York?" He wondered what this mght have to
do with his life's occupation



"Not exactly, Paul. | have been reading ancient imaginative literature,
stories of what mi ght have been."

"Those ol d rocket stories?"

"Yes. Od stories. Tales of what m ght have been, were it not for the
clouds and the Earth's -- OUR Earth's dying." The old man sighed. "Ch, Paul."
Hs eyes filled with distance. "It could have been a glorious future, this
t oday of ours."

"Sir, about nmy own future."

Sheuxe snapped back to the present. "Yes!" He pointed to a chair. "Sit
down, ny boy. Do you know it's been over three centuries since humans went
into space?"

Paul felt a rush of interest and apprehension -- the first, for the
snel | of adventure; the second, for fear that it was a false alarm Yes, nman
had gone into space, colonized the Mon, Mirs, the Lagrange Points. Man had
begun to build habitats even further out, had readi ed ships to explore the
nearer stars. Then the series of natural disasters had struck, and Earth
civilization had inploded on itself. The last col onies in space had been
abandoned a century ago.

"There are enpty space stations up there, Paul. Ships. Lifeboats. Lots
of hardware. Sone of it's been sieved by mcro-neteorites. Mdst of it's sinply
in cold storage up there, beautifully preserved. W are already getting teans
ready to start putting together what's sal vageable."

"I would love to be part of that," Paul said.

Sheuxe smiled nysteriously. "It will become much, nuch nore
interesting." As he spoke, the clouds below slamed with |long fusillades of
t hunder. "And not a day too soon."

28. New Wrld -- Year 3300

The sound of thunder grew near as they wal ked al ong the anci ent post
r oad.

Licia saw it first. "The sea!"

They were on high ground. Around themin all directions stretched
grassl and, with an occasional clunp of stone or ruins. Far away, off to their
right, just below the horizon, gleanmed a mirror surface reflecting the
pi nk-gol d sun above.

Their path, however, was taking them past the sea, down into a | ower
regi on that disappeared into mst. The thundering grew deeper and cl oser as
t hey wal ked. The sunlight faded away, and an eternal foggy dampness envel oped
themin unreality. They sniffed curiously at the gray, wet sky. A disturbed
wi nd conbed through the bowed grass.

A cry of "nagino!" cane from Auska's conpanions. At first they bal ked at
approachi ng Avam sh. Then the sight of other natives passing shanmed theminto
a wary silence. Now Paul, Licia, and Tynan wal ked ahead whil e Auska and the
hunters trail ed.

They passed an encanpnent on a plain that was bisected by the post road.
Native peopl e cooked over a small kiln of gathered rocks, while others rested
under a bl anket spread under trees. They took little notice of the pioneers.
In an nearby field, sone eight or ten nen hunted. The nen stal ked nuch as the
native dogs did, but with spears raised for deadly throw ng.

The prey showed itself: a wild swine, massive and lowbuilt, with the
same powerful rear haunches as nobst of the planet's animals. Twin ridges of
stiff bristles ran along the animal's spine in an otherw se snooth back. Its
snout, bristling with hook-shaped teeth, dripped with saliva as it charged the
baiting scouts. It made a steady roaring sound, alnost like a motor, inits
anger. And it came right at Paul and Licia.

The hunters surrounded Auska, spears held high to kill the animal, but
it ran far around them

Li cia screaned. Tynan and Paul whirled sinultaneously to watch the pig's
mate gall op across the post road to protect his female. Standing four feet at



t he shoul der, the boar was an overwhel mi ng spectacle as it charged past Paul
at 10 feet. Paul saw enraged little red eyes and a sl avering, tremul ous snout
i ssuing gouts of saliva and steam The aninmal's insane fury made Paul quake.
He felt cold sweat as he put his arm around Licia.

The encanped hunters noved snoothly in concert. They held a net in the
air. The boar took the knotted twi ne w thout wavering in his charge. The
ground shook -- but nore fromthe distantly visible edge of the shimrering
sea.

The hunters noved agilely as if in a dance. The boar pounded anong them
unable to break his charge. Cubs broke the boar's weaker forelegs and he
t hrashed down in a shower of dirt and grass. Instantly the hunters were upon
him goring with their spears.

They brought the sow down in a simlar flurry of stone spears. The wonen
cheered by the road while the men waved their weapons in triunph. Paul
suddenly realized he'd been gripping his rifle tensely, and now he let it slip
by his side. He felt dazed by the roar of the sea and the poundi ng passage of
t he now dead ani nal

They left the hunting scene behind as they descended into the mst.
Gradual |y the | andscape changed. Fog hung darkly around them brushing their
faces with tiny raindrops. Their arms and faces dripped with danpness. The
surrounding trees and hills | ooked ghostly. Auska and the hunters trudged
behind them like silent ghosts.

At | ast they canme upon the source of the noise.

Paul suddenly renenbered the planet's geol ogy as seen from space. The
continent was split by a fault up to a mle wide in places. A deafening chaos
of water poured froma hundred m ghty rivers on the continent's surface,
spewi ng through the fault and out into the sea.

Baked in the sun's occluded heat, dozens of rainbows shimered above the
bone-white walls of the fault, which here was 1,000 thousand feet wi de.

dinging to the walls inside the fault were ancient ruins, piled one
upon the other and stuck to the thousand foot high walls in a mass so dense it
seened they nust all fall down into the thundering gorge in another second.
The gouged, blind remains seemed dazed by |ight and noise. Tynan's nouth noved
wetly and vainly, for his voice was drowned out but his neaning was clear:

t hese nust be the mmin power stations of the vani shed Senders.

The noi se was painful to hear. Water dripped fromtheir faces, naking
them blink and sputter. A single-span stone bridge mracul ously arched the
chasm placed there centuries ago. Against the walls of the fault, ten foot
wi de cylindrical ducts hung down broken off near the water |ine. The water was
hypnotic to look at. It raced fromup-continent, in waves dozens of feet high
flying with speed, intersecting and crossing each other, in places green as
bottle glass, in places anber, in places marbled with white foam in places
white as mlk, all running together in a mesmerizing display. No sooner did
Paul fasten his eyes upon a point, then that point had nmoved a hundred feet.
He | earned to spot objects -- fallen trees, bushes, even a drowned buffalo --
bobbi ng past at a good clip a thousand feet bel ow

The post road ran right up to the bridge and stopped. The bridge was
about twenty feet across and appeared to be made of a |ight, alnopst
transl ucent gray stone. It |ooked |ike soapstone, but Paul bet it was tough as
steel. On either edge of the bridge, it rose up about three feet in a | ow
protective wall.

dinging together in two groups -- Paul's and Auska's -- they crossed
the bridge. Like a thread, the bridge spanned a mile of raging water. The
bridge trenbl ed constantly under the assault of noise al one.

Suddenly Licia pointed out to sea with her free hand. Her eyes were wi de
and her mouth nmoved soundl essly.

About a mle or two out in the briney ocean, a pair of gray shapes
t hrashed about in the foam ng, nountainous waves.

Paul could not tell what the shapes were. They rem nded hi mof the
extinct Earth whale, only several times |arger



One creature, large as a zeppelin, reared out of the water, propelled by
i Mmense tail and flippers. First its bluntly rounded head projected above the
waves to a height of fifty feet. Then the head fell back into the water. The
rest of the body, a tapered ship of nuscle and bone a hundred feet | ong,
foll owed the head back under water, |eaving a huge splash. Paul remenbered the
gigantismof the turtles they had passed, and the howings fromthe forests
which had first inpressed them N60A rmust have undreamed secrets under its
usual |y placid surface.

After this brilliant |leap through the air, the post road continued on
agai n, arrow straight.

Rows of badly ruined buildings, rem nding Paul of abandoned factories,
lined this rimof the gorge, as well as both sides of the post road. The area
was well-overgrown with trees, and in the trees everywhere were the shells of
abandoned houses.

"Suburbs," Paul said when he could be heard.

Tynan was excited again. "Just a | ook, Menard. This nust have been a
tremendous power-generating plant for the whole city. Probably fed the
hydraul i ¢ comuni cation systemfor their whole civilization." Tynan cl anbered
off to one side and up a nmound of rubble. Paul followed. Auska seened
terrified of the city and its ghosts, and renai ned stubbornly planted on the
road. Licia stayed with her

One building was three stories high and several hundred feet long. Its
rear overhung the gorge. Great pipes -- the ones they'd seen fromthe opposite
rim-- extended down to the water line. Inside, the building was a roofl ess
rubbl e of stone and rmud overgrown with greenery.

Auska and her conpani ons wal ked several hundred feet ahead, as they had
done in the forest before Shka, evidently to distance thenselves fromthis
di srespect to the ghosts of Avani sh

Besi de the building was a tower shaped structure a hundred feet high.
Paul felt awed, dwarfed by the massive scale of the ancients' architecture. An
aqueduct led toward the fabled city, which could not be far now that they
stood in its exurbs.

When Paul returned to the road, Licia said, winkling her nose, "I snell
somet hing. Gas, | think." They traced the odor to slightly higher ground
on the | andward side. Past a dense thicket of woods, they found a park-like
area of sparse trees. Ragged streans of frozen, crunmbling | ava had becone
overgrown with grass. Al around were | ow dones of stone. A few oozed thin
tendrils of acrid white snoke. Huge stone machi nes and kil ns surrounded the

peri phery.

"Look on the ground," Licia said.

Everywhere | ay pieces of tools -- handles, hamer heads, hal ves of
pliers. "lIt's a foundry," Tynan exclaimed. "O course! Think of it. On Earth,

the stone age naturally gave way to successive ages of metals. Even on Earth,
stone age man had sone high nonents, if you renenber Stonehenge. There were
Neolithic quarries where our ancestors dug out good rocks and manufactured
tools for trading across huge distances. Yes, and think of New York Gty. On
Earth, the stone age continued parallel to the ages of metals and nucl ear
energy. Stone is a vital tool that man could not abandon. Here, there are no
nmetals, so they took the stone age to its ultimte expression. They used

vol cani ¢ furnaces to snelt the nost conplex alloys of stone you can imagi ne.
Thi nk of the tenperatures it takes to nelt stone!"

Licia cried out frombeyond sone trees: "I think I may have found the
Senders' equi prent. Over here.”

They found her at the edge of what |ooked |ike a stone anphitheater. At
the bottom of the depression was a sort of bl ockhouse.

"I think you're right, Lish," Tynan said. He knelt to exam ne some of
the cylindrical stone blocks rising |ike seats all around. "Look, Menard,
there are rust stains everywhere. At one time, this whol e depression was
covered with a lacework of metal. Sure, it makes sense. They took what little
nmetal they had and built a radio dish next to their power source. \Wat power



t hat water must generate!"

Paul stared down at the bl ockhouse. If Tynan and Licia were right, |ong
ago that squat, ugly structure nust have bustled with technicians and
scientists. He renenbered the day Gregory died, the day the signals were first
recei ved. The anphitheater had a nel ancholy atnosphere. The bl ockhouse
rem nded himof pictures he'd seen of the abandoned tenples of Yucatan. In the

| ush silence, many questions hung over the darkly yawning, |izard-infested
bui I di ng.

When they joined Auska, her eyes were wide with wonder at the
achi evenents of her forbears -- if indeed the villagers were of the sane race.

Auska had overcone her tinmdity somewhat and poked around in some ruined
houses that m ght once have had pl easant yards, verandahs, and gardens. Her
conpani ons hung back in a sullen trio.

"No signs of war." Paul renenbered the skulls in the mound at Akha, and
wasn't sure. "Everything seems to have been left Iying all of a sudden. Why?
What did they ook |ike? Where did they go?"

An hour or two passed as they wal ked al ong the road. They passed several
maj or crossroads. Everywhere were enpty houses. Bright green trees reared up
wild on either side of the road. Everywhere was a spell of enchantnent. Paul
t hought back to pictures he'd seen of American suburbs in the late 20th
century. In one place they found what |ooked Iike a playground full of
children's craw -t hrough toys. He thought of other pictures -- of the ruins of
Pormpei i, of Rone after its long and terrible death.

Auska skimred al ong the edge of the road, picking flowers that she gave
to each of her conpani ons, perhaps as a charm agai nst the ghosts lurking in
the villas all around. Licia passed a canteen of water around. They ate
heartily the last of their canned rations atop a hill from which they could
see for mles around. Above the far tree crowns | oonmed broken spires,
truncated towers, and the blunted tips of crunbling pyramds. "That's got to
be the city itself," Paul said, wondering if that were true, or if it went on
like this for many mles, building to sone great climax. "W've got to get
into the soul of it, find out what makes it tick."

Tynan | ooked sullen. "You haven't tasted death here like |I have. | think
it's all a big flower, just waiting for us to nuzzle close before it slans
shut and devours us."

"We shoul d be careful," Licia seconded. She gave Paul a glaring |ook

Wunded, Paul left the other three to rest in the shade. Mking a small
excursion through the ruins, he cane upon a recessed area surrounded by a
stone wall. Wthin were several pyranmids and tenple-like structures with
nei t her doors nor w ndows. Puzzled, he wal ked around several of these
structures, until he came to a blind doorway. Hewn directly into the white
marble was the inmtation of a doorway. On either side of the doorway was a
flat continuous surface depicting a scene in lowrelief. It was the first bit
of art work he'd had found on N60A. He forgot his anger and ran back to cal
Li cia. Tynan came instead.

"It is subline,” Tynan allowed. They stood back

"This is a tonmb, | think."

"I think so," Tynan whi spered.

"Well now we know. There they are, the Senders. That's what they | ooked
like."

The scene showed a man and a woman sitting on stools facing each ot her
The figures had all the physical attributes of Ongka's people, including the
way their hair grew. The scene glowed with sinple, studied clarity, and it
mat ched the finest artistic achievements of |ost Earth.

The man and the woman toasted each other with goblets. The man had a
thin, carefully manicured beard and was naked fromthe waist up save a pair of
broad belts that crossed in the mddle of his chest and extended over the
shoul ders. He was bald on top, but had a gently understated nane of hair over
each shoul der. He was powerful and muscul ar-1ooki ng, but in good, nodest
proportion. Around his waist was a thick, corded belt, fromwhich a | oose



dress extended down to his mid-calves. Hs feet were shod in heavy | eather
sandal s, Roman-style. Hi s face was el egant and sophisticated; the smling,
smal I nouth and narrow al nond eyes were directed over the rimof his goblet at
t he wonman opposite. The | ook they exchanged was filled with lively hunmor and
urbanity, which Paul renmenbered fromartwork left by Cretan and M ddl e Eastern
peopl e of ages ago.

The woman -- or girl -- was smaller than the man. Li ke Auska, she had a
shock of silvery hair like a close-cropped helnet. Her feet were bare. She
wore a |ong, single-piece gown or chlanys draped over one shoul der, | ooped
down across her belly and back, to join into a single piece extending to
md-calf. Her delicate, small feet and exquisitely tapered | ower |egs were
exposed. The stool she sat on mght have been a bit too |arge for her, because
her legs were tucked slightly under it, crossed at the ankles, toes touching
the floor, while the man's feet rested flat, one slightly ahead of the other
The girl's chlamys | eft exposed the shoul der facing Paul, which tapered into a
small soft arm Al so exposed was the side of her torso, which was | ong and
girlish like Auska's, pert and round in the waist and buttock, and she
reveal ed one small spherical breast set high like Auska's, with the nipple
indicated as a faintly raised circle with a pucker in the mddle. Her left
hand, closer to-Paul, was relaxed and curled in her lap. The right armraised
a glass to the man's. Her face shimmered with a denure yet sonehow
nmysteri ously sensuous, delighted guile.

Their eyes | ooked directly into one another's. Paul wondered about the
equation, the infinite geonetry, of this gaze. How many centuries had that
gaze of obvious nuptial |ove remained interlocked unm ndful of the
deterioration of their forest-drowned worl d?

"There they are, the Senders," Tynan said quietly as Licia and Auska
quietly joined them Wnderingly, Auska drew a finger lightly along the man's
beautiful face. Tynan added: "Spoused, you can bet."

"Husband and wife," Licia said with certainty, stressing this world's
cul tural ways.

"They are buried in there," Paul said with certainty.

Tynan | ooked closer. "Look at the detail. It's incredible. There are
flowers and grass along the | ower edge of the frieze. And | ook at that bower
of leaves and twi gs and berries curving around the top. Every detail shows.
And | ook deeper. You can see the city, the whole city, as it once was."

Behind the couple, in the far distance, Paul saw sky-scraping buil dings
and an expanse of sky. The buildings | ooked elfin -- interconnected with
hi gh-flung ranps and arching bridges. The bridges, |ike that spanning the
gorge, were of an art different fromany achieved on Earth. Al so unlike
Earth's great buildings of the late period, these were not blunt rectangles of
nmetal and gl ass, but they flowered in a profusion of all the universal
geonetri ¢ shapes.

Then Licia made a discovery within the frieze. In a small area, between
some rooftops near the center of the city, was a ness of detail so fine it
| ooked as though it had been carved in glass, and its small est conponents
seened to | ose thenselves into the very pores of the stone.

"C ouds," Paul interpol ated.

"Snoke, " Tynan thought. "Do you see a shape in it though?"

They all stared closely. Licia said: "It's pretty well hidden in the
snoke, if snmoke it is. Looks like an egg, or a done."

"Look next to it," Tynan said.

Paul exclained: "Lord, you're right. It's a rocket lifting off froma
| aunch pad!"

"No," Licia said. Then she staggered back a step. "So they did master
space flight?"

Wthin mnutes, they found other reliefs.

Plainly visible was a scene depicting an elderly couple. An old man in a
I ong robe held a stick with which he playfully goaded a small furry ani mal
resenbling a cat. The wonan sat nearby on a stool. She watched the donestic



scene with stately serenity. Her hands were interlocked in the folds of her
robe. The couple were in a garden. Perhaps this was an ol der tonb, for the
city skyline | ooked sparser and there were no rockets in evidence. Tynan
suggested: "We could probably date the tonbs by comparing skylines."

Thousands of tonmbs covered the adjoining area. They were in a vast
necropolis.

Auska' s eyes shone pleasurably in this great place of her ancestors.
Paul supposed she al so | ooked forward to seeing her uncle soon.

As they wal ked on, everywhere anmber and green |ight played on ruins
under trees. The late sunmer heat pressed, and they grew tired. Paul felt
agai n that nel ancholy sonething that reached right into his soul and tugged
painfully at the fiber of his being. He renenbered Ongka, the clockwork, the
probing of his mind. It seened al nost as though the city had tel epathic waves
about it, as if it had a soul of its own.

The many wi ndows of deserted dwellings gazed after the travelers with
gl oony eye sockets. The forest was lively but haunted. Bees with great
butterfly wi ngs droned unm ndfully in search of flower prey.

Stopping to rest, they were surprised by a band of natives carrying
anphorae. Paul and Licia had their sidearns ready. Tynan slowy undid his
rifle strap. The natives had been drinking and were in an ugly mood. As they
passed, they waved spears and made unsavory remarks. Once again, Auska stepped
forth, frail wiry figure protecting her alien conmpanions. This tine, her
conpani ons were ready for a fight. They appeared to be in a vile nood, afraid
of the ghosts in the city, resentful of the alien pioneers who had forced t hem
here. The standoff with the passing natives was brief. Auska resolved it
peaceably as she expl ai ned sonething to them For some reason, the Earth
people were inportant. The villagers backed off suspiciously and marched on

Slowy, Paul returned his weapon to safety. The three hunters
conmandeered the road ahead. Auska followed them Paul, Licia, and Tynan
wal ked behind. "What are you getting us into, Menard?" Tynan grunbled in a | ow
voi ce. Licia seconded: "Paul, | don't knowif we should be doing this. It
feels so -- out of control."

Paul considered. Had he nade a mi stake? Perhaps. They had to know about
the city. They had to stick together. Hence, they had come here. But he'd
exposed themto the danger of a fatal run-in with arned and drunken nati ves.
For the first tine, he felt a chill of norbid apprehension that he m ght be
utterly wong. And that the remmants of Earth's expedition would pay for it.

"No answer?" Tynan goaded.

"We'| | see," Paul said curtly.

Tynan rolled his eyes up. Licia |ooked furious.

Suddenl y, every echo anong the tree trunks spelled anmbush. More than
once, they stood stock still, overcone by the haunted forest of ruins. Every
grave seened to enmanate a soul wanting to communi cate. Desperately. Fearfully.
Paul sensed sone terrible trouble inpending the closer they cane to the city.
They would not tread lightly and innocently anong its nysteries, he knew He
saw t he same thoughts reflected in Tynan's and Licia's eyes. He saw ot her
things there too, that troubled himdeeply.

29. New Wrld -- Year 3300

The city, when they cane to it that afternoon, was a staggering sight.

Avanmi sh was col ossal and beautiful, even in death. It lay in a gently
sl opi ng bow of earth about five mles across and a thousand feet deep
MI1lions of people m ght once have |lived here. There were thousands of
bui | di ngs, sone towering as high as the bow's rim

Auska and the hunters got there first. They stood on the rim]l ooking
down into the city, like figures in a magnificent diorama. For the first tine,
t he young men | aughed and poi nted excitedly.

Paul felt dazed. Licia and Tynan all seened nmpoody. The | ate afternoon
air had a haze that settled mghtily anong the trees and ruins. There was a



faintly snoky smell. Maze upon maze of buil dings poured out of the city,
overwhel ming its suburbs, and spreading for mles beyond.

Post roads fromall over the planet converged on Avami sh. In the center
of the city were the nost fantastic and sprawling structures of all -- which
could only be the remains of an abandoned star port. The road they had been
traveling led down into the city, joined by dozens of |ocal feeder roads.

Auska' s comnpani ons pointed off to the left, on the gentle slopes |eading
down into the city. Now Paul understood the snoky smell. Spread over a
pl at eau, overlooking the city, were a thousand or nore tents. Auska gestured
for themto foll ow her. "Ongka hada. Moni am besti bo."

The distant tent city bustled with foot traffic. In one place, dozens of
peopl e cl anbered around the carcass of a dead giant turtle. Mkeshift kilns
snoked with roasting turtle neat. Auska led themaway fromthe tents, her form
lithe and sel f-assured. No doubt she would be happy to see her uncle.

Paul did not inmmedi ately sense the sudden buil dup of tension anobng
Auska's group as they passed through a grassy, sunny clearing abuzz wth
insects. He felt lulled by the snell of food, by the quiet. Al ready the sun
reddened within the city haze, and darkness forked through the tree crowns.

Suddenly, sonething hit Paul in the face. The pain was dulled only by
t he near-unconsci ousness in which he found hinmself on the ground. G oggy, he
tried to rise up on one el bow. He heard shouting -- Auska's, Tynan's, Licia's.
He heard other nmen's voices. Natives. Angry. As his vision returned, he
glinpsed the rock that had hit him the man with the ax upraised to kill him
and the scuffle in which Licia was thrown to the ground. He saw Tynan
fingering his rifle, ready to shoot.

Auska stood protected by her companions. Her horrified eyes stared from
anong their grimfaces. They nmade no nove to hel p Paul or Licia.

The man hol di ng the ax | ooked down with crazed eyes. He was one of the
figures who bore a wide white stripe up his forehead and over the top of the
head. The obsidian blade glinted with a coppery sheen -- |ooking death in the
face, Paul clearly made out the greenish-black gl eamof the rock, and the
bl oody redness of the sun reflected within it.

Then, before anyone could nove, a voice arose from somewhere. A young
man's voice. "Nagi! Nagi! Nasso mmal am nam bindi!" There was authority in that
adol escent voice. And sonething famliar

The ax wielder's hate-filled eyes wavered. Uncertainty flickered, and he
staggered back a step, lowering the ax out of striking pose. Licia, propped on
one el bow, quietly extracted her handgun, ready to shoot. Paul held up his
hand, signaling Licia and Tynan to hold fire. Auska rushed to Paul's side,
offering a cloth to wi pe blood fromhis cheek. The rock had come out of
nowhere and split the skin on his cheekbone.

"Nagi!" the voice said again, "no!" Paul stared as a tall young nman
entered the clearing. He also had a stripe painted on his forehead and was
foll owed by other men of all ages with a simlar decoration

"Anda! " Paul exclaimed. Behind the boy was his chunki er conpanion
Dunda. Same white face. Neither smled. On Anda's chest glittered a brand-new
copper disk. Amda issued orders, and the stripenen withdrew. He spoke sharply
to Auska, who acted deferentially. "Po-wul," he said, "Li-sha." He waved his
hand for themto stay away fromthe tents. "Tay-non." He pointed down into the
city and shrugged. Then he pointed to Paul. Finally he pointed to the four
poi nts of the conpass, but ordered themto stay away fromthe tent city.

"Auska," Anda said, "nagi mPowul nlisha..." He poured a torrent of
instructions, each tine cutting off her objections. Her three conpanions
braggingly joined the ranks of the stripenen, as if relieved of sone unwanted
burden. Anmda shouted at his cousin: "Apatino h'Ongka!" That was the fina
word. Wth a pained | ook back at her pioneer conpani ons, she foll owed Anda
when he turned and wal ked off. The rest of the natives followed.

Paul , Licia, and Tynan were alone in the clearing.

"Let's get out of here," Tynan said. "Let's get the hell back to Akha."

They trudged away, not wanting to go into the unknown of the City as



dusk cane, but back up to safety beyond the rim Stars already twinkled in the
bl each- bl ue sky. Auska began sobbing quietly to herself, trying to hide her

feelings behind her hands. Licia told Paul sharply: "I knewthis trip was a
m stake. | knewit all along."
"We' |l be lucky if we get out of this area alive," Tynan said.

Paul held a rag to his swollen, throbbing cheek and felt uncertain.
Maybe they were right. Maybe the survive/conquer instruction was all wong.
Maybe it shoul d be survive/stay out of the way. Al he could say was: "It's
getting dark. We should really stop here.™

Tynan | ooked around sarcastically. "Wat, canp on the road?"

"I"'mnot going anywhere down there,"” Licia said, shivering. Pau
foll owed her gaze to the sunken houses on either side of the road. Under the
bushes that grew on their walls, the insides were no doubt filled with water
and things that craw ed t hrough nud.

"Over there," Paul said. He pointed to an el evated room of sonme sort.
Looked as though it had once been the upper story of a house. A thousand years
of drifting dust had deposited a layer that had turned to soil and sprouted
grass. They clinbed up cautiously and explored. They were too tired to go any
further. As darkness fell, Paul watched Licia drop her things on the ground
and unpack her shelter and sl eeping bag. Her gaze never met his, and her lips
were pressed in a hard line. Paul unfolded his own shelter and bag on the dry,
grassy soil. Tynan silently canped a few yards away. Then Licia screaned.
Sonething -- an orange lizard the size of Paul's foot -- darted through the
grass and down into the street. "Paul, you are a fool," Licia wailed, "and
was a bigger fool for ever coming here with you!"

Paul wasn't sure if she neant Avanish, or the entire journey away from
Earth. He |lay awake, staring at the stars. Tynan began to snore. Licia sobbed
steadily, and Paul crawl ed close to her to offer whispers of confort. She
pushed hi mroughly away. He | ooked at the stars and thought that maybe he
shoul d not have come here. He'd be |ong dead now, and so woul d Licia. Nothing
nore to worry about. Licia's sobbing got quiet, and pretty soon Paul was
startled that his own snoring woke him He stood up and | ooked around for any
signs of danger. The city glittered in the light of the twin nmoons. Avanish
al nrost | ooked as if it were still fully inhabited. Only the utter lack of city
lights gave away that it was a dead place. To witness a death so big was
unexpect ed and overpowering and depressing; nore than the soul could bear. The
M1 ky Way as always | ooked alien and slightly distorted fromthis vantage
point. A cool wind, with foreign tenderness, bled through sifting | eaves. Paul
lay down. He listened for a moment -- just night sounds, nothing extraordinary
-- and he turned onto his side, curled his arnms around hinself, and went back
to sl eep.

30. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Then it was dawn. Noise fromthe encanpnment drifted up to waken Paul. He
sat up shivering and still tired; hungry. H's body ached from hard spots he
had not noticed before going to sleep. Tynan nmixed dry rations with runoff dew
froma small shelter trap. He used the | ast of the energency cubes to heat the
m xture. It was only lukewarmat that, and tasted |like pea soup wi th somnething
metallic init. As they ate, they stared toward the city, which was hidden in
fog. Avam sh wei ghed greatly upon each of them Tynan's face had that haunted
| ook, that stare as if he were once nore | ooking into Nancy's grave. Licia was
not speaking to Paul .

Conquest, sonething rem nded Paul. He al nbost had to | augh, were their
situation here not so precarious. He remenbered Sheuxe's weary, intelligent
face. Ongka's also drifted through his thoughts, am d that sonber and grindi ng
cl ockwor k.

A thick fog veiled the i Mmensity of Avanish.

"Hello," Paul said to Licia.

She gave hima | ook that said, you brought us here, now what? She | ooked



down and noved a twig around with her finger

Tynan said: "I must have sprained my ankle again, O else it's this danp
cold that gets into everything."

Paul saw that Tynan's did | ook swollen. "All that wal king."

"I suppose that means we're stuck here until it heals,” Licia said.

The fog created a sense of oppression

Paul said: "I bet we would find Ongka over there in that canp.”

Licia said: "And not live to tell the tale.”

Paul | ooked into her eyes. "lI'msorry you're unhappy." She didn't
answer. Paul added: "The sun will soon come up and the fog will clear and
everything will ook different."

"Paul , we shouldn't be here. W should be back in our village."

"Didn't Ongka let us dig out the mound? Didn't he send Auska to guide us
her e?"

"He's alien, and we don't know what's in his mnd."

"You're wong. This world is our home now. W have a right to probe into
every corner."

"You're crazy."

"You're frustrated. "

"Frustrated. You're right."

Tynan worked hard to get his boot off. "Stop it, you two. If | could,
I'd be down there exploring that city right now Danmt." The boot cane off.

H s ankl e was swollen and purple.

Paul sighed with frustration. He picked up his rifle and canteen. "I'm
going to take a wal k down there. You stay here. Stay together, you hear?" They
did not answer.

* * *

Paul wanted to get away, to walk, to nove, anything but stay here and
soak up this abuse fromher. She m ght have a point, but she could be so
bitchy and unforgiving. It was part of the Aerie way. There was never any room
for error. You followed | eaders blindly, and expected themto be right. He
wasn't sure now that comng here at festival time mght have been a great
m stake. The kind for which Aerie | eaders could be executed.

Rifle in hand, he picked his way down the Avam shan hill side al ong the
anci ent post road.

He felt hinmself being absorbed into the junble of buildings on either
side, and he wel comed the feeling. Fog yawned out of the unseeing eyes, the
wi ndows and doorways, of the city that was now theirs too. Their world, their
heritage, to be explored and set aright. She'd conme around to his point of
Vi ew.

31. New Wrld -- Year 3300

As Paul delved into the city, the fog began to lift. N60, a watery
yel | ow di sk, poked warmy through the nmist. He sawreliefs on the walls. In

nore than one building, old fountains still plashed under the natural pressure
fromthe mles-distant gorge that had given the city energy, water, life. He
saw pictures of space ports and of crowds of people milling about pointing to

departing rockets.

A broken wagon lay shattered on a curb stone. A sharp-faced animal with
a bushy blue-black tail and fat short |egs darted from beneath the wagon and
stared at Paul. He shot it. For a monent he thought about bringing it back to
their canmp. But he very deliberately cut pieces of its soft, bloody belly. He
gathered dry brush and nade a snall fire. The neat seemed to cook well if you
held it just close enough to the fire.

The fog turned thin and got yellow sh. Bal my daylight was coning
t hrough. Soon his eyes penetrated to the still faraway center of the city. To
the star port. At tinmes, he thought he recogni zed the skyline fromthe tonb
reliefs they had seen. The very shape and feel of the city mrrored some of
t he nost basic and exalted human drives. Upward, it said. Were had he seen



that before? Pictures of New York, before the clouds. Same slim star-scraping
bui | di ngs reaching up grandly, desperately, for imortality.

He felt the sense of mghty, unresolvable conflict between gravity and
flight; between the defiantly gathered man-made buil di ngs and the over poweri ng
forces of nature all around | aying siege. Avami sh, |ike New York, was ancient
as Ur of the Chal dees, nbdern as today. Avami sh lived on, though its
descendants had forgotten use of the wheel. Avam sh was subli ne.

On the rubbl e-strewn avenues he searched for the one | andmark that was
i mportant to him The star port done depicted on the grave of the raised
goblets. He stayed on the main roads, avoiding cul s-de-sac in which weeds and
flowers choked up the wi ndows and doorways. Paul had never been in a city, but
he knew certain things to look for: hotels, police and fire stations,
libraries, power plants, adnministrative buildings, schools.

On some of the larger surviving outside walls of |arge buildings, Paul
saw huge figures in tiled relief. They were oddly different from people he'd
seen here so far. Their skin coloring, as depicted on the twenty foot high
reliefs, was redder. Their hair was different -- that was it! The nen were
bearded; he had yet to see any hint of facial hair anong these people. Had the
rulers of Avami sh been different? Paul renenbered the skulls in the nound at
Akha, with their shattered faces and bashed in eye sockets, and shuddered.

He found the space port in the center of the city. It covered severa
square mles. The launch pads thenselves were in the exact center of the city
and they had turned into wild gardens. Surrounding the | aunch pads to the east
and seat were fantastically shaped buildings. Paul's spirit soared when he saw
the rusted, crunbling franework atop one of the buildings. That had to be the
telenmetry center. Sone buil dings had turned into nounds of rubble. Everywhere
were the bitten-off ends of conduit of all sizes, converging on the star port.
No space craft of any recogni zabl e description were evident. It would take
time to explore this whole place; God was it huge! A lot of buil dings appeared
to be still intact. Using his flashlight to poke through a watery corridor, he
forced a nassive door off its crunbling stone hinges. Between w ndow ess
wal I's, he found the rusty remains of tons of sending and receiving equipnent.
Tynan woul d have a field day in here. Paul energed into bright, hot norning
sunshine. Far off on the hillsides, fog dissipated its last tendrils. Chostly
bui I dings lingered over treetops for mles around.

Paul wal ked al ong the outer perineter of the launch area, on an el evated
road of cracked concrete. Below himon the right were the remai ns of |aunch
gantries. On the left were buildings, in fantastic shapes -- sone delicate,
some ponderous. Concrete | ooped around concrete in pillars and circles.

Paul clinbed through the broken shell of one dianond shaped buil di ng
that m ght have been a hotel because it contained a nultitude of small
cubicles, each with its own bath. He found no evidence of electric outlets --
but he did find speakers on the walls as well as smashed bel | -ended handl es on
boxes, suggesting tel ephones. How ingeni ously they must have engi neered their
hydraul i ¢ soci ety!

The hotel, like nmost of the other buildings, had wi ndows of all sizes
and shapes: squares, circles, rectangles, rhonbi, stars, arrows, human
figures. In this, as in so many snall touches, the Senders had been different
from humans. Earth people for no apparent reason nade nost w ndows into
rectangl es, except in churches, the nost exalted human places. The effect of
Avanmi sh was not gaudy. Every detail occupi ed an understandabl e place. The
effect was uplifting. It was free, undisciplined, pleasant. Still, there was
somet hing alien and di sconcerting about it. Paul |onged to figure out what
that was. He felt sure that he would, if he poked around here | ong enough, and
t hat when he understood it, he would understand nuch nore about Avani sh

He found a | arge swi mmng pool half full of brackish water and popul at ed
by bright lizards -- sonme orange and white spiral -covered, others
green-striped and bl ue-di anond- backed -- that treaded water and hissed at his
appear ance. Their eyes were burgundy, or was that hate?

He hurried past nore stone shapes and tangles. Circles were everywhere



-- totens of the planet, enblens of the sun. Sone buil dings seened to stand on
their fingers |like dancers, their fingertips bal anced on the surfaces of
reflecting pools while their bodies withed in conplex nmotions and nonnoti ons.
Not hi ng stood still, everything stood still. Alien

In counterpoint, sone buildings were bottom heavy buddhas sitting on
stunpy dol men-like legs, in the mdst of arrows flying through hoops and
stochastically arranged stalagmtes and stalactites of sugary marble.

Conquest .
* * *

Leavi ng the spaceport, Paul started back to canp by a slightly different
route. He picked his way through the junbled city bl ocks toward a broken done,
and as he drew near, he exclaimed. It was the dome they had seen in the tonb
fresco. In his excitenment, he nearly stepped off the edge of a flat concrete
area. He | ooked down into a thousand-foot yawning depth filled with water.
Shadows of buried machinery rippled between splashes of sunlight and the wakes
of jetting squid. He staggered back dizzily. Birds wheel ed shrieking over his
head, and he recoiled with Aerie-bred fear of avians. Just under the water |ay
the bulk of a rocket body three times as |large as the nother ship had been
The rocket's thin, alloy-tough skin | ooked broken; a shark-sized fish with
twi n catanmaran bodi es and airplane fins swamin a | oop around the submerged
shi p. Paul wi shed he could reach down and touch its netal surfaces.

In a fever to explore further, Paul passed the done and descended into
the city by one of many soaring, curving ranps that |ed down to broad avenues
between tall buildings. The roadway was of the same E-shaped stones he'd seen
in the countryside, overgrown with grass and here and there a skinny tree. The
avenues were very w de; and the buildings, now broken off as their walls
crunbl ed, nust have been many hundreds of feet high

Tired and overwhel med, Paul cane to a narrow portal in a high wall.
There appeared to be grass on the other side, good to sit down on. He entered
what nust once have been a park, still carpeted with tall green grass. Hedges
and trees grew wild everywhere, through which blew a cool, w ney wi nd.

Sunlight was filtered by | eaves. Anmid the greenery he saw tunbl ed fountains.
He saw statues of athletes, of thinkers, of beautiful wonmen. No statues of
soldiers or politicians. No religious notifs. The statues of wonmen were
especi ally wonderful, sometines explicitly, though never grossly erotic;
nostly radiantly virginal and ethereal. The athletes were al ways caught in
snapshots of notion and were gracefully proportioned. The phil osophers, or

t hi nkers, whatever they were, were infrequent. These were tucked into hidden
recesses in hedges and small back courtyards, whereas the athletes and wonen
were prom nently displayed on the open slopes of the park. There was no
stylization; no transcendence or transfiguration. The statues were so lifelike
that Paul had the unsettling feeling of being in a | andscape peopled wth
gray, inmmmbile Avam shans.

He saw no nore bearded figures; but the |large eyes of those he'd seen
earlier followed himin menory. Their faces stared after himenigmatically
with small black pupils in white sclera signifying hei ghtened enotion, perhaps
amazement, perhaps fury, perhaps sone alien enotion unknowable to Earth people
except in feverish and hallucinatory dreans.

He lingered in the park as long as he felt he could contain his
appetite. The blissful, unreal |andscape created a sense of bitter-sweet
longing. Still, amd decay, the statues and their environment strove for
perfection in all things. Paul sat down in a grove of trees and opened a can
of precious rations. After eating, he felt exhausted. He dozed off briefly.

Awakening with a start, he felt alnost as if some outside power was
acting upon him It was a feeling kind of |ike when Ongka had first drugged
him This was sonething inherent in the park itself. There was a hypnotic
quality, a sense of longing for perfection, for otherness than self, for
imortality. Even after all these centuries, he felt the longing for the stars
that these people nust have felt. Maybe it was the eyes and faces of the
statues, the shape of the rolling | andscape, the attitudes of the bendi ng,



running, whirling athletes, the juxtaposed inplications of languidly erotic
worren and lively sun-snmiling girls. The great head of a phil osopher sat
tilted, hidden in the shadows of wild hedge. Any m nute now, those eyes woul d
turn to ook at him

Paul tore hinmself away fromthe park. He ran out through the portal
relieved to be once nore out on the green, open, mnd-ripped avenues. The
drugged feeling di sappeared.

He realized he had forgotten his canteen in the park. He did have his
rifle. Let the canteen stay. Like everything else in the park, if he left it
there a thousand years, it would still ook as though he had left it only
yesterday. He did not want to enter the park al one again today.

He cane to the portals of a mle-long building. No telling howtall the
bui | di ng m ght once have been, because its superstructure had coll apsed onto
the street. Its jagged ranparts still stood at |east three hundred feet high

Full of curiosity and still tingling fromhis experience in the park
Paul entered, but cautiously. The floor had crunbled and was overgrown wth
soft, spongy sod. In the |obby a fountain enptied into a cracked basin. Paul
bent down and drank fromthe water. Then he | ooked up and gasped, water
dribbling down his chin. The ceiling was a done several stories over his head.
At first he thought the dome was supported by pillars. The pillars weren't
pillars but statues forty feet tall and taller, of slender, |ong-robed nmen and
worren. No beards; all Ongka's kind. These were nore |likely imges of inportant
citizens. Perhaps the bearded ones on the other buil ding represented
nmyt hol ogi cal gods. The |leading citizens of Avam sh portrayed here had fl at
introverted sniles and cl enched hands. They conveyed a sense of desperate,
gigantic wanting and waiting.

Paul's feet echoed on intact tiles as he wal ked through another porta
into a whispering, cathedral -sized hall whose ceiling was lost in gloom This
was no place of reverence. Everything suggested to Paul an exhilaration of the
senses. He found the el ephantine statuary in the larger hall vapid and
subesthetic by Earth standards. Everything in the building was gigantic in
scal e, to daze the senses, to quash thought, to create an effect in the
Avani shan m nd and body that Paul could not even guess at. It only served to
depress him

He | abored up huge steps to a nezzanine. He | ooked down at where he had
stood a mnute ago, and al nost had the inpression he could blink and see
hi nsel f | ooking up at hinmself. Crazy, this place. Playing tricks on his nind
He began to suspect the walls thensel ves had sone tel epathic aura. He wal ked
t hrough echoi ng corridors whose sense of disproportion gave himvertigo. He
reached only el bow | evel to the nuscul ar, sonber-faced, rippling statue of a
wrestler grappling with some nightrmare like a cloud. The space al one, between
troubl ed- | ooki ng eyes, was about yard. Its gaze was startled, as if the
wrestler could barely contend with the nightmare in his arnms, but already
stared at an even greater ni ghtnmare beyond that.

Paul 's wal k brought himback to the nmezzani ne. A maze of roonms and
galleries ran off in all directions. |In the roonms were colossi. This was
truly a building of statues. In one roomwas an ethereal, child-faced beauty,
nude, with an overly nassive torso and heavy arnms and |l egs that to Paul seened
to defeat the purpose of the facial presentation, to contradict or overwhelm
the airiness and purity.

In another roomwas a forty-foot tall athlete whirling a discus with
airfoils onit.

Room after room had figures in it, huge and sonehow weary, as if their
wei ght coul d not overconme the gravity that bound themto whatever their
tragedy was.

Paul left the building feeling drained and slightly nauseous. H's own
erotic and esthetic standards had been assaulted and of fended, overwhel med and
nunbed.

Even the size of the building oppressed himand he hurried away fromit,
back toward the encanpnment. He felt badly in need of human conpany. Faraway on



the hillsides he could see snoke fromthe natives' tent city. He jogged in the
that direction on the crunbling, deserted avenues. Wnd keened desol ately,
just audibly, around his ears, and he often | ooked back over his shoulder. H's
spine crawl ed and he was glad to get out of the dead city's heart.

Just seeing the living natives cheered himup. On his way back Paul
found a fresco of life in ancient Avani sh. The scene was off-hand and | acked
any el enents of tragedy or comrents about the seriousness of life. Severa
Avani shans sat in a cart in a variety of bored or anxi ous poses, as if they
were on a runbling bus. The right rear wheel of the wagon ran through a puddle
of water. It splashed an Avam shan | ady on the sidewal k. The | ady was depicted
in the act of staring with a surprised, angry | ook over her shoul der at her
dress, which she grasped with one hand and pulled away slightly. Nearby two
young dandi es were caught in the act of wi nking at each other and pointing to
t he spl ashed | ady. An Avam shan boy farther along the street, unaware of the
lady's plight, busily played an instrument like triple pan pipes. The boy sat
on the curb. A young girl with a sweet face was enraptured by his nusic. The
girl, like the lady, wore a chlamys that denmurely covered both shoul ders.
There was still a freshness, an innocence here, that belied the frank but
joyless notions of the statues he'd seen in the building of gigantic art.

Thi nking of Licia, he let out a yell and ran up the post road.
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Sonet hi ng was wong. Very w ong.

Tynan sat staring sullenly into the snoking enbers where a fire had
been. The fire was gone. The fire was out. Licia, standing at the edge of the
woods, | ooked over her shoul der. Her eyes were tear-swollen. Her face was pale
and bl eak.

"We're | eaving this nmorning," Tynan said

"Come on," Paul pleaded, a lunp in his throat.

"We decided," Licia said |ooking desperately at Tynan and defiantly at
Paul .

Tynan's eyes were briefly averted. He still stared at the enbers, not of
the fire, but of his life with Nancy. When Tynan finally did | ook agai n at
Paul , his gaze was direct, unblinking, and brutal. Tynan lifted his gaze out
of Nancy's coffin and his eyes found nothing consequential in Paul. "W have
deci ded, Menard, that we are going back to the village."

"We?" Paul's stomach fluttered. He felt hel pless, nurdered, as if he had
been assaulted again by a thrown rock. He |ooked at the truth revealed in
Tynan's eyes. He | ooked at Licia, and the sane truth was there. Licia' s face
mrrored guilt, fear, defiance, |ove, resentnent, longing, pity. In the end it
did not matter anynore, and all three knew that. It was the Aerie way. He was
bei ng despoused. No, he had been despoused. Just saying so nmade it so.

Paul realized that he had met his aliens. Licia was gal axi es away.

Tynan rose. "W listened to you, and here we are. Only three of us left,
for all we know, and you bring us here. W need to be in the village, Mnard,
where we are safe. \Where we can nmultiply. You are not fit to lead us."

Blindly, Paul struck at Tynan. Licia stood out of reach beyond Tynan
Paul caught Tynan's fist on his own face, reopening his wound. He cut his
knuckl es on Tynan's teeth, stunned his hand all the way up his wist on
Tynan's cheek bone. They rolled on the ground, equally matched, and finally
separated. Tynan dabbed at a bloody lip. "I always wondered if | could take
you. You are strong."

Paul ignored him "Wy, Lish?

"Ch Paul ." She sat down and cried, face in her arns on her knees. She
woul d not come near him and he did not go to her. Tynan was between them but
that did not matter just then. His pride mattered. And his stunned acceptance.

Licia finally answered: "Paul, we are so far away, from Aerie law. You
have nade yourself a stranger to ne."

"I what -- ?"



"You can't see yourself. Cbsessed. Driven. Wth the mound, the city, al
these things that don't matter as much as our safety. But it's nmore than that.
I amthe only woman left. | have to bear children, or we are finished. This is
not about |ove, or sentinent. O your feelings. O ny feelings."

Tynan produced his rifle in one lightning nove and pointed it at Paul's

heart. "It's business, Menard. Wrk. And I'mnot allowing any triangles. It's
me and her."

"Licia, 1'mgiving you a chance -- ."

"No Paul, I"'mso sorry -- ."

"Menard, you know what has to be, you of all people."
34. ad Wwrld -- Year 2303

"Menard -- for the love of God!"

Paul hurt inside as he | ooked out of the thick Aerie w ndow. He |ooked
at, but didn't really see, the snow plains, the way they threw t hensel ves
agai nst the cold bluish nountain crags.

Krings was on his knees, sobbing. "Menard, for the |ove of God. She is
all 1 have left."

35. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Paul lay in a cold sweat staring up at the alien noons. The alien w nd
nmoved about him and through himas if he were suddenly | acking all substance.
And he did | ack all substance. Despoused, he had no soul anynore.

At first his thoughts whirled about. They revolved sl ower and sl ower. At
last his thinking was nearly as still and cold as the bright revolving
constel | ati ons above.

Conquest. Sheuxe's enigmatic, smling face appeared before him Pau
stared into the menory bitterly. For the first tine he saw Sheuxe not as his
benevol ent, wise friend, but as a brilliant and heartless schener. An Aerie
nman.

Aerie law. Paul gripped his head in final imrense realization. He had
been trying to create a non-Aerie by Aerie rules. Conquest, Sheuxe had
i nsisted. So unlike Sheuxe. And yet maybe truly Sheuxe, ultimately. Aerie | aw
was harsh and arbitrary, but necessary for survival. Harsh unequivocal |aws
served best to deal quickly with crises, in a wrld where crisis was frequent
and al nost al ways fat al
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Paul received the call fromLicia just as he was about to suit up for an
hour of hawk-baiting, the | esser of the avian ganes. "Paul, can you help ne?
I'"ve got to find nmy father. He's disappeared.” So he'd begged off fromhis old
school pals and jogged back to the training school. He was hardly surprised,
gi ven Krings's behavior lately. He jogged through the sunlit corridors, the
ranps crossing frombuilding to building, all enclosed in thick glass. As he
ran, he thought only of how to keep her from being hurt, or from sonehow
turning against him He was, after all, the man who had finally undone her
father by despousing himof her. In these nore desperate tinmes, that no | onger
meant automatic expulsion as it had when the aeries had been overcrowded, but
Krings's pride still saw the social catastrophe. He had al ready been di sgraced
in his field by losing the battle over whether to try and reclaimthe Earth or
| eave it. He already had no students, and would now be stripped of his
teachi ng position, his Council menbership, and his living quarters.

"He's gone," Licia said as Paul arrived at the deep space flight
training center. Tynan and Nancy were there, as were quiet Meiling and Peng
Wng. "Just you, Paul. Let's go together." So he and Licia wal ked down into
the bowels of the Aerie. "I went to visit himat our honme, and he nust not
have been there in a day or two. | didn't want to call the Constabs. You never



know, with his pride the way it is." They wal ked together, up into the old
spraw , out of the popul ated nei ghborhoods. Bit by bit, the echoes of children
pl ayi ng faded. The air under the glass and concrete ceilings becane quieter
and quieter, and finally alnost silent. They entered the dimy lit corridors
of the Ad Aerie, fromthe worst days two centuries ago, when millions had
clawed their way up into the nmountains, and mllions of those had died, and

t he remai ni ng few hundred thousand had had to adopt incredibly harsh rules to
survive. The streets here were drab, the houses utilitarian. Long ago, there
had been waiting lists. Fam lies had canped for decades on sidewal ks, fighting
for tent space and cooking rights. Now you could ranmble through bl ock after

bl ock of deserted homes. Some had not been lived in for 100 years. Here and
there, one could still find a rusted vehicle parked by a front door, or a

bl ackened spot where generations of the sane famly had cooked on the

si dewal k. Sone of the old street signs of Al buquerque still stood on the odd
corner here and there. "This is the house where ny father grew up," she said.
"People still lived in this neighborhood until about 25 years ago. | was born
near here. The hospital is long since closed." She pushed open a plain wooden
door, and they entered a warren of small roons. "Qur famly lived here for
many generations." The place snelled of bad food and | eaky pipes. Paint

chi pped off the walls. A few old posters still stuck to the walls, but
overgrown with a purplish nold.

They heard him

" Fat her ?"

Krings wail ed somet hi ng i ncoherent.

Paul dashed through the semidark toward the ever-bright kitchen area
Licia pressing frombehind. He could feel her breath on his neck, her fists in
his back. He could al nost feel her heart beating.

Krings squatted in a corner of the kitchen, on the floor. If he had
cried here, in the house where he'd grown up, his tears were long dry. He was
naked fromthe waist up, fluffs of white hair around his dangling skin. He'd
soiled his pants, but they were so drab and dirty Paul could only dimy tel
that there were areas that were darker and wetter than the rest. He sat with
his back to the wall, arns w apped around hinself. H's face had an utterly
vapi d expression, and his eyes were bright and blue and utterly trusting |ike
those of a toddler. He | ooked up, drooling, and said to Licia in a bright

little voice: "Hello, Manma. | good." He repeated in utter sincerity, as if he
expected to be picked up: "I good, Manma. | good boy."
37. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Paul stood alone in the dead alien city. It was night tine, and he
| ooked up at the stars that wheeled in the black sky. The horizon was an
architecture of broken towers and ruined walls, but the stars above shone
brightly like windows in a greater skyline. The twi n noons clung together, as
al ways, their surfaces swinmng with [ight, and the |light softened their
craters. The night air was both fresh and sweet, but also nysterious wth
smal | nusky odors and whiffs of this and that. Suddenly, he was utterly free.

Avani sh sonmehow held the key to the stars. If it was the only thing he
acconpl i shed on N60A, it would be to give themthe key to the stars. Not for
Tynan, or even Licia, but for their children and their children's children

Strange, that you had to travel light years to find yourself. He | ost
hinself in the rotted, dripping nmaze of broken houses of Avam sh. Suddenly, he
was absol ved of all debts. He no longer felt conpelled to conquer, or even to
survive. He was a citizen of the galaxy. Misture rolled on his face, chilling
hi m

He barely noticed that night gave way to day.

A nmorning fog roiled thickly all around.

For once, he felt deadly calm He had nothing to conpromi se anynore. It
was a feeling of absolute power. He could take the city and shake it until it
yielded its secret.



A small detail began to preoccupy him A matter of life and death; a
| ost canteen. He was on his own now, and he nust have water. He woul d not | et
the city defeat him

Fog brought back the illusion of throbbing city life. He thought of the
handsome dignified man with the goblet. He felt Avam shan. Rather than cower
in Aeries, man was nmeant to build great cities that reached to the stars. O
Sheuxe if you only knew. He felt Chal dean, Sunerian, Zapotecan, Ronan, New
Yor kan.

Gravity dealt hima bl ow which brought himback to reality. He stunbl ed
over a log and slid tunbling dowmn an enbanknent coated with wet nmud. He hit
hard at the bottomof the ravine. H's clothes clung wet and icy as he craw ed
up onto a dry, solid city street of large stones. Gavity. O course. The | aws
were the sane here as everywhere el se in the universe

In the still heavy fog, he came to an intersection. He stopped and ai ned
the rifle. Not far away, where the fog seenmed lighter with growi ng sunlight, a
dark figure stood watching him He |owered the weapon. Ongka. He recogni zed
the dully gl eami ng copper disk. Fog rolled by, and the figure was gone.

"Ongka!" he cried, searching. "Ongka! Dammit, you brought us here. Play
ganes, will you? Bastard!"

H s voice threw a faraway echo anong rui ned buildings. Only silence
answer ed.

Paul stood there, regaining his breath. He remenbered the cl ockwork.

Li ke Sheuxe, Ongka, with his terrible intelligence, had some sort of master

pl an. The nedi cus had been toying with them-- especially with Paul -- ever
since their arrival. Sheuxe would have been nortified to | earn that the new
worl d contained at | east one intellect as great as his own, a stone age shaman
who understood the workings of the gal axy.

Paul arrived at the space port. G It sunlight stabbed through fog
nol ecul es, whirling dizzy bright particles around m st-shrouded buil di ngs.

Paul passed through the broken menories of star |onging. Ongka woul d make sone
nove soon. Until then, he had to survive. He would have to retrieve his

cant een. Remenbering how his mnd had gone dull in there, he avoided the park
as yet, waiting until full daylight.

First, he explored a large building that turned out to be a public bath.
The ghostly echoes of his footfalls on tile followed him traveling away down
long high tiled corridors and meeting hi magai n when he passed ot her doorways.
He saw the main pool in a domed hall full of nesting birds. Abundant
multi-colored lizards too dwelt in the clear shallow pool water. The |izards
hi ssed and showed rows of serrated teeth as he wal ked past.

He cane to a large office building. A fountain bubbled anmong pillars in
the I obby. In the honeyed sunlight, statues graced odd corners. Everything was

busi nessli ke. The | obby opened into a big hall lined on both sides with
stone-barred cages. Paul thought of banks or pay offices on old Earth. In one
of the cages, entering at random he found stone office furniture -- a tall
graceful stool; a stone safe; a bookcase whose shelves were still stained with

the bacteria that had consumed its paper |edgers. On the teller's or
accountant's desk was a hydraulic tel ephone. The speaking orifice extended
toward the teller on a stone tube. The listening end was a hand-sized cylinder
lying on the desk. A bit of shattered tubing stuck out of it. Wiy had all this
been abandoned?

In the bank cellars Paul found noney. The stone coins rattled through
his fingers, and he thought that once they nust have been well-guarded. H s
flashli ght beam pi cked out stacked coins on tables. Nearby, he heard the
spl ash of sonme lizard guarding this hoard. It was not a place to tarry |ong.
On one table was a nound of spongy matter that m ght once have been paper or
wooden noney. He slipped one of the cold coins into his pocket. As he did so
he heard somet hi ng breathing nearby and crawl i ng over the stone floor wth
raspi ng scales. As he backed up he could feel its cold breath on his hand. He
tunmbl ed over backwards, landing in a shallow puddle. He got his hands around
something to throw. A stone, he thought. The thing bucked in his hands,



twisting this way and that. Another lizard. It had been sleeping in the cold
water. Now he saw its teeth flash in the gloomas it arched backwards to bite
him Its split tongue flashed wetly in the dimlight. Paul threw it as hard as
he coul d against its nate. How many nore were down here? He heard a hiss of
reptilian breath and ran as fast as he could, back up into daylight, where he
stood with his back to a wall and gasped to get his breath back

In the upper stories he found seal ed offices, many with heavy gl ass
wi ndows overl ooking the city still intact. He entered one roomthat was |arger
than the rest and had no wi ndows. He waded through an ankl e-deep | ayer of dust
and hair that rmust once have been a carpet. The room contained a | arge desk --
enpty, as if the owner had taken its contents with him-- and several tunbled,
rotted wooden chairs. Against one wall stood shelves piled with bric-a-brac:
The dust of manuscripts; enpty flower vases; an assortment of stone coins and
t he spongy remai ns of wooden noney; a stone carving of a whale-like fish.
Anot her wall had once been covered with a cloth tapestry. The cloth was | ong
gone, but a ghostly after-image of rockets and tall buildings remained on the

dry stonewall, burned in by the desiccation of old dyes.

As he turned to | eave, Paul noticed a strange pattern of designs on a
third wall. The wall was citron-colored. On it were fine-ruled wite
quadrilles, and in many of the quadrilles were variously col ored squares of
thin foil. Metal foil? Paul bent closer, scratching one off so it stuck to his
fingertip. Some conductivity or magnetismin the wall kept them attached. As
Paul ran his fingers over the wall, he felt a tingle race through his

fingertips, his elbows, his brain. Quickly he withdrew his hand, and the
feeling ceased. He touched the wall again, hesitantly, and felt a pleasant
j unbl ed consci ousness of sonething |arger than hinself and abstract. What was
it? He placed one fingertip directly on one foil square. For an instant he
percei ved a number, 5000, then there was that vapid, white feeling again
| eaving an aftertaste of fem nine pleasantness. It rem nded himof the girl
with the goblet. He touched a few nore squares.

Not hi ng. Just pleasant white feeling, fading quickly as if to recharge.

Then, froma brown square, he picked up a fragment of thought -- not
words, but pure thought, delivered in report-like efficiency: "Ang-Shevi
CGeyser 500 ixtl sha output average in year 607 and..." (white, fading). Paul

put his hands to his head. Only his experiences with Ongka prevented himfrom
reeling about in shock

He touched anot her square. Nothing, He noticed that the floor before him
was littered with light-colored squares that had fallen off. Apparently the
dar ker squares were stronger and nore enpathic. As he touched another dark
brown square, a thought stung his fingertips and expanded behind his eyes:
"...Wth Xnl Iplon owes 400 bactrs to City Treasury..." (fade). Wen Paul put
his fingertips on the square again, he received only a faint pulse saying
"400" and then white dimout. Apparently, it took alittle time for the
i nformati on squares to build up their charge again. Fromthe air? Perhaps that

was why this roomhad no wi ndows. Perhaps ... anything. Paul lightly nmade a
sweep with his hands over the wall. It was like listening to a hundred radio
stations at once.

Sone of the squares had lost their inprint but still emtted a powerful

white field. Paul seemed to understand the foreign words. Bacter was a unit of
currency, ixl was a neasure of volume, sha was tine.

In a stroke of admiration, Paul realized that this wall was a sort of
corporate progress chart. The room was an executive conference room

He touched anot her square and its fragnentary nessage was: (noise)

"...transfer credit allowance of 70 spenter type 45 fuel to Mon Il |aunch
station under armed guard. Anticipate conversion to non-spenter noney base if
nmetal s found on Moon Il as hoped. Star Base One alleviate shortage..."

(noise...noise...).

Paul's flashlight was growing dimand he pulled his hand away wi th deep
regret. In this place, if those delicate charges could survive but a few nore
weeks, he could learn a | ot about ancient Avam sh. The nost exciting thing was



that they had i ndeed reached space, and Paul wanted to see N60A from orbit
once nmore. If it had been done before, it could be done again.

He felt el ated when he returned to the street, but suddenly he felt a
twi nge of |oneliness. He had nobody to tell of his discovery.

A cursory probe of several other buildings turned up nore of the
tel epat hi c boardroom charts, but none quite as explicit or well preserved. He
did find the unreadabl e remains of tons of paper. Apparently, netals were
necessary for telepathic reporting, wtness Ongka's disc.

He found a library. The buil ding was oblong, of |ight-green stone like a
marble. I1ts wi ndows were broken. In the main entrance a few shards of stone
door still hung on their hinges. The interior of the library was a barren
scoured disaster. The ceiling had been constructed of many skylights, all of
t hem broken by now, so that the el enents had erased all of the precious books.

As Paul stood hungering am d the enpty shelves he heard a clattering
noi se. He thought he caught the faint echo of departing footsteps as he
whirled about with his rifle ready, but he heard nothi ng now Shaking, he
called out: "Ongka!"

Si |l ence

Slowy he rel axed. Probably a bird or other aninmal. Mybe the crunbling
of a piece of nortar.

Not hi ng

He was al one.

When he left the library the sunlight was | ong and gol den. The city,
like its cup-raising ghosts, steeped in eternal nelancholy.

And now Paul was part of that tranquil death, that silent slow fading

He hurried frombuilding to building, faster and faster, as if to outrun
hinsel f. To outrun the black hollow in his heart now that he was despoused. He
was in a suburb of wealthy pal aces and hones beyond the star port.-Thoughts of
Li cia pursued him The thought of her tornented him

He ran across the grounds of a deserted pal ace. He bunped into
somet hing; tunbled a small statuette off of its pedestal so it crashed in
pi eces on the tiled wal kway. The dead city surrounded himwith walls of
resentful silence.

The pal ace had been gutted by fire. Wat remained of its walls were
bl ackened. In a corner he found a round thing encased in nmoss and when he
| ooked at it he found it was a skull that had been smashed by sone heavy
bl aded thing, an ax maybe. He renenbered the skulls in the nound near Akha. So

there had been fire and violence in the decline of Avami sh after all. Paul ran
through the ruin |ike a maddened dog, shattering anything the building' s
destroyers had | eft unbroken. Licia! The pain -- There was a kitchen and he

heaved chi naware over his head so that for |ong seconds he was enveloped in a
tinkling nose as |oud and constant as rain. He ran down a long corridor. At
the end of the corridor he dimy perceived a gl assl ess wi ndow open to a patch
of azure sky. He screanmed and wanted to ..

(noi se...XXXX...noise...xxmorxmt...noi...noise: - XXMann rxxxx
XXXmannr . . . noi se)

...but he stopped. He leaned with his back to the wall and gaped for
air. What were they doing to hin? The city was alive with stray tel epathic
t houghts, many of them bl ack and unpl easant. He slunped into a squatting
position to gather his mnd back together

Must not -- must not feel this way.

The sky was hot and hazy when Paul stood in the space conpl ex again.

Behind himlay the wealthy suburbs, destroyed violently centuries ago.
Beyond those suburbs lay the open |land, the today and the tomorrow of a city
steeped in yesterday. He would only have to begin walking. It would be like a
death. He would wal k and wal k until he fell down and becane part of the soil
It would be a journey with no return. But no. The city yet held him back
demandi ng that he delve into its mystery.

Soon, night would fall again.

He | ooked north and saw the snmoking kilns of the tent city. Right then



he deci ded what he woul d do that night. Taking a drink froma fountain, he
began the | ong march through the city amd the heat and haze of late

aft ernoon. Despoused, alone, he was no |onger of Earth. He could now make the
city part of him He and the city would soak up each others' souls and

under stand one another. He was now the | ast Avani shan

38. New World -- Year 3300

Despite hinmsel f, he went the |ong way around, comng up on the post road
where he'd | ast seen Tynan and Licia. Their canping spot was abandoned. Licia
was gone. CGone with Tynan, back to Akha. That part of his life was over. He
hid his neager baggage (sl eeping bag, shelter, rifle, pistol) and crept down
toward the natives. He must see what it was they canme here to do. There was
anot her reason too, a hunger, that he could not voice. Maybe it was just the
desire to be with people again, even if they weren't exactly people.

The tent city was cool wth anmber eveni ng when Paul crept through the
t hi ck woods and under brush. Lonely evening wind blew coolly around himin the
hi gh grass. He was hungry and realized he had forgotten to eat that day. The
rich aromas of native cooking perneated the air around the tent city.

The natives were in a celebratory mood. They ate and drank and sang
boi sterously. Druns runbled across the valley as night fell. He watched
hundreds of mlling dark bodies fromhis vantage point. Still, new arrivals
kept appearing anmi d rounds of warm noisy appl ause. Dozens of makeshift Kkilns
bl azed in the tent city. The twin noons shone brightly. No evidence of Licia
or Tynan; he could be sure now that they had left for Akha.

He worked his way around the perineter, ever afraid to be spotted. From
the kiln area he heard piping and drumm ng. He could al nost feel the thud of
dancing feet. He heard the sharp breaths of straining dancers. Their |aughter
sounded as if it were all around him and he clung closer to the shadows.

At the downhill end of the tent city he canme upon a scene of torches and
hamreri ng. He saw workmen drinking heavily, sweating and swearing around sone
i ndeterminate labor. In a corner of the work area was a pile of unopened
flasks. Several men worked on a wooden box big enough to hold several nen
standi ng up. Paul stared in puzzlement. An ol der nman worked off to one side
assisted by a younger man. The ol d man was white-haired and brawny -- used to
physi cal exertion all of his life. hanmrered at an object while his slim
| ong- haired assistant held extra tools and a brace of nails for him The old
man worked feverishly as if in a great hurry and resisted by the object of his
| abors. The assistant suggested sonething that Paul could not hear against the
noi se fromthe other workers. The old man shook his head di sparagi ngly at
what ever the suggestion m ght have been. He uttered a command, and both nen
| abored to Iift the object on its side. Dull as he was by now fromtiredness,
Paul instantly recognized that he was | ooking at a wheel

A wheel
It was the first native-nade wheel he had yet seen. He had thought that
the wheel was a | ost Avami shan art. Yet here it was -- a thick wooden di sk

about three feet in dianeter, reinforced with thick planks. The wheel stood on
its side and the old nan pounded nore stone nails into it in a hopeful but
uncraftsmanl i ke fashion. Paul gaped. He was watching a group of stone age nen
bui | di ng wooden wagon wheel s. Wiy then had they not brought their heavy burden
of stone wine jars to the tent city in wagons? Surely it made no sense to
bui | d wagons after the work was done; unless sonething was going to happen
here; sonething that had perhaps been commonpl ace in ancient Avani sh?. Paul
tried to think it through. After all, the natives had nodels for wagons buried
all around their villages, only awaiting some renai ssance. Was there a
Petrarch, a Leonardo, a Sheuxe, a renai ssance nman waiting to appear anong
t hese peopl e?

Paul stared at the drunken men who worked so hard at these tasks that
had no place in their normal village lives.

Involuntarily, Paul peered up at the surrounding hillsides, but he



detected no sign of one tiny, warmcanpfire. H s sudden change of position
still shocked him he had to keep reninding hinself that Licia was gone
forever fromhis life.

One of the worknen stepped into darkness and Paul heard himurinate
whil e hunming to hinself. Paul stole closer. He was thirsty, and those piled
jars looked inviting. He stole two little ones. They felt cold and heavy, and
they clinked unnervingly as he lifted themfromtheir mates. The singing and
hamreri ng covered what ever noi se he nmade. He stol e away.

He found a distant, high vantage point. There, he sat in nisery and
drank. Bel ow hi m he watched the snoky, noisy gathering. The wi ne was
sour -sweet and rem nded himof Akha. For the first time, he wi shed he'd
listened to both Tynan and Licia, and stayed in Akha. Maybe she'd been right
-- they'd been safe there. Wiat a fool he'd been. How he'd screwed up a
m ssion that had taken a thousand years of tine, 25 light-years of travel, and
the last surviving six human lives. The apple wi ne snelled pungent. He drained
the first jug quickly. The wine gripped his unfed body as he pried the swollen
cork out of the second stone vessel. He stared | ong and hard down into the
tent village but could not find any trace of Ongka, Auska, Anda, even bunbling
Dunda. Hal fway through the second quart or so he rose with drunken resolve. He
woul d go down and announce hinmself to the natives. If they killed himright
there, so what. He crawl ed and stunbl ed back downhill. It went quickly, and
pretty soon he stood swaying, jug in hand, gathering up his courage.

Then he noticed a small wooden shack. The wood was freshly cut and
pl aned, and held in place with a conbinati on of wooden dowel s, stone nails,
and | eather thongs. It was a neat piece of work. Instead of a door, it had
flap of foul-snelling hide; probably fresh off sone hairy kill. It was
unguar ded. Paul staggered closer, set his jug down, and | ooked inside. Pitch
bl ack. Snelled awful. He felt about with one hand: |unpy, sour-snelling, hard
objects. Round -- no, cylindrical -- he tugged one out and held it in his arms
as if it were a baby. It was a rocket about three feet long and two or three
inches in dianeter, with a long thin dowel for a guide. The rocket was packed
ina stiff, resinous cloth sewn together at a seamrunning along its |ength,
and covered with aninmal fat. So that was the rancid odor. Paul stood swayi ng
in the night, holding his rocket up to the unanused noons.

He laid the rocket back into the darkness am d its conpani ons. Rocking
back and forth on his heels, he lifted the wine jug and took a big draught. He
rubbed his hands so that the grease came off onto his torn junpsuit. The
liquor coursed through his body like fire. He felt hungry and wanted to go
down into the tent city to get food. He wanted to drink and dance and make
love with natives and Auska or someone like her. He staggered along the
uneven, winding rimof the bowl of Avam sh. He staggered for a long tinme and
could not find his way. Finally, he fell face-first into a bed of soft pine
needl es and passed out.

* * *

He was awakened by the sound of wonen | aughing. Hi s head hurt and he
felt nauseous. The sun stood full over the horizon. The wonmen's high, silly
| aughter sliced through his headache. A group of young girls played tag in the
hi gh grass and fragrant flowers, not far down the hill. They were pretty
children, naked and bl ue-brown, with sparkling eyes. Butterflies wandered
about. He thought once nore of turning himself in. Then he renenbered the
rockets, and decided he still had sonme exploring to do.

Oh, but his head hurt. He was fam shed and weak. He found a broken pipe
fromwhich fresh spring water trickled. He put his face to the stone and drank
thirstily. Behind him the girls and the wonmen ran further down the sl ope,
back into canmp. He snelled food and tracked down the remants of their picnic
-- leaves, cold now, sneared with paste, beans stuck together, bits of bone
and gristle, a scrap or two of neat -- he was so hungry he devoured pieces of
the | eaves.

* * *

Near the space port, he shot a bounding rabbit-thing. He nade a fire and



cooked it. He peeled skin and fur off as it cooked, using his knife to bring
the giblets to his mouth. The taste and sticky feel of blood brought himto
hi s senses.

He renenbered his | ost canteen, and headed toward the park. He wal ked
al ong the edge of a broad avenue. This was a new angl e of approach, but al
roads led to the star city. The avenue was carpeted with grass. Wnd spirits
bl ew | oose brush around him Wnd whistled in blank doorways and dark w ndows.

He crossed a line of trees and stood at the edge of a rectangul ar
expanse big as an airfield. A number of small, |ow buildings were scattered
far apart across the field. Beside each building stood a pillar of solid
stone, broken off, the tallest about twenty feet high. Wnd soughed through
with an empty, eerie effect. As he passed the buildings he | ooked into
several . In one he found a wagon, broken in half, its wheels still attached.

In anot her building he found bits of petrified hay, along with a few
scattered bl ack stone bolts and wheel hoops. In a third building he found
stone storage bins; they were enpty, except for some broken cups.

Al'l of the buildings were scarred and gouged, as if by bullets or
crossbolts. Geat violence had occurred here. There were signs of fire. Woden
doors had been bashed in.

In a fourth building Paul found a tangle of skeletons. They lay piled
toget her and had nostly disintegrated. Each skull had been snashed by a heavy
object -- several tines.

The climax of death was ages past. Wnd bl ew renorsel essly as Paul
crossed the field. Perhaps this had been a market square who could tell now?

He crossed a tangle of major avenues that led to various parts of the
city.

He cane, at last, to the place where he had left his canteen. He felt
agai n the oppressive, sun-drunk park silence.

But the canteen was gone.

Soneone or sonething had found it and carried it off. He cursed the
statues that were poised as if converging on him The giant philosopher head
in the ground stared at himlike an angry school master

He yelled "Ongka!" and his voice carried no farther than the nearest
tree, the nearest frozen discus thrower.

Near the exit he saw a small stone building he had not noticed the other
time. Its walls were concrete, dark gray. The buil di ng was octagonal, worn
wi th age, and had no wi ndows. Its roof was intact, consisting of glossy
greenish tiles that rose up, pagoda-style, at the corners. Al eight sides of
the roof rose in the center, converging in a decorative black ball. For sone
reason, the building nade himcurious -- perhaps literally, judging by the
telepathic currents in this weird alien place. He wal ked around it and found
the structure had a stone door with a stone ring in a hinge. The door was
closed. He tried the ring, and the door swung inward on silent, oiled hinges.
Ol ed? He knelt down and touched the threshold, then brought his fingers to

his nose. No snmell. No oil. Just well-built.
The door might have been cl osed a thousand years or nore. |nside was
dar kness, dust, dry air. Not a single object -- oh! his canteen lay on the

concrete floor. Shocked at its migration, he picked it up. It had been nearly
enpty when he left it. Nowit was full. Heavy. He opened it and took a sniff.
Fresh water, with a tinge of anise. He remenbered the drug he'd been given his
first day in Akha. Sonmeone -- Ongka? -- had filled the canteen, noved it here
-- why? Wiy these stal kings, these indirect gestures? Just as indirect as when
he had been handed pick and shovel with instructions to dig into the nound.

He stared about himin the gloomy little roomin which the only light
was sunlight that crept through the open doorway. No furniture, no w ndows,
just a barren roominside an eight-sided stone cylinder about twelve feet in
di ameter and sone ten feet high. O austrophobic.

But wait! Paul suddenly realized that the walls, the roof, all but the
floor, were conpletely sheathed in metal, in dully pitted copper. He touched
the wall briefly. A strong thought ballooned in his mnd: "Avamish..." said



young nal e voice |ovingly.
Paul barely noticed that slowy, the door swung shut.

Remenbering the thought-squares covering the wall in that dark bank
vault, home of lizards, he closed his eyes (it was pitch dark now anyway),
steeled hinmself, and placed both hands flat against the wall. The bl ast of

sights and sounds and snells was i mredi ate and overwhel ni ng.
39. New Wrld -- Year 3300

"Ch Avanmish," echoed a small girl voice full of admiration and | ongi ng.

There were voices filled with love for their city, but also wth aching,
hopel ess nel ancholy, and Paul felt what they felt, saw what they saw, |ived
again these nonments in their long-ago lives. His mind reeled at the feelings
t hat drowned his senses now. He realized why there was no god on N6OA. The
city was the suprene hope, the final salvation, the onega and the ultima.

Paul's small human ego rebell ed against the conplete gratification of
the self, the transcendence and glorification of the body and mind and city
because there was nothing better to glorify. Nothing nore was possible.

He saw all of Avam sh as she had once been, from a vantage point as high
as the clouds. Her towers and spires rose a mle into the sky, dwi ndling from
massi ve bases to fine dianond points. Beacons glittered |ike expl oding
rai nbows in the dianmond tips. Paul wal ked around the entire circunference of
the roomw th his hands held against the wall. He took in the full 360 degree
sweep and felt vertigo.

H s airship descended toward Avam sh. It paddl ed anong the domes and
skyscrapers like a whale. Paul |ooked down and saw an i mrense dirigible rising
fromthe airfield and when he | ooked up he saw that he stood in a turret
suspended fromthe side of the passenger bus of a sinilar aeronautical giant.

Voi ces were all around him They pressed him possessed him babbl ed
like falling water and rising fountains. There were thousands of voices. Sone
were deep and tinged with evil, for such was part of nature. Others were child
voi ces bright and full of innocence, for this was also part. There seened
al ways to be an overtone of one or nore voices raised away fromthe others in
an expression if awe, of |longing, of bittersweet, suprene ecstasy. The
| anguage was Avani shan -- simlar to Akhan or Shkan; but nmore fluid, nore
musi cal ; cl assical; and Paul understood every word through the tel epathic
process. It was a cosnopolitan | anguage, tunbling |like brook water, a babble
easily converted into radio waves and sent across the cosnos.

The avenues bel ow were filled with Avam shans incl uding gentl emren and
sl aves. The ones with the lighter bluish skin and the silvery hair were the
masters. The ones with the darker browni sh bluish skin and no spinal hair were
the slaves. Again, no bearded figures. There were street urchins and weal t hy
| adi es browsing in markets and swaggeri ng powdered gentl emen and hard-faced,
mousy office clerks. Wiite-kilted policenmen strutted with tall ivory canes,
weari ng hel nets surnounted by fluffy dul zuri plunmes (a | anguid royal bird of
the tidal marshes, symbol of Avam sh).

Hydro- power trolleys crawl ed up the hillsides and urban avenues, or
descended just as slowy and carefully under gravitational power. The city had
a perennial festive air. Everyday was special. Mniam besti bo!

Paul's dirigible Ianded gently in the field where there woul d soneday be
skel etons in a | adi ng house. Nearby another dirigible was al ready snuggl ed
against its landing pylon, tied to the ground and straining in the wind to
rise, to be away. A hundred men unl oaded grain fromthe faraway agricultura
enpi re and anot her hundred men brought tools and farm machines and city goods
to be | oaded on wagons.

The skins of the dirigibles shone silver in the clear blue sky. Nearby
was an explosion and a flash of |light and Paul turned to watch a titanic
rocket lift up fromthe space | aunch center, headed perhaps for sone nning
canp on Moon Il, or a star-watching base on Moon |, or nmaybe a netal -rich
pl anet of a star with a poetic nane.



Paul watched ropes fall fromhis ow ship. He watched as faces and hands
reached out to take charge of the hot air balloon. He snell ed baking bread and
steanm ng wash water and ani mal musk fromthe market place. He snelled snoke
fromchi meys and salt water fromthe sea and millions of acres of wheat
across burgeoni ng farm | ands.

"Avam sh," chorused the thousand voices in admration and longing, in
hope and hopel essness: "Ch, Avami sh!"

Exhausted, its static charge gone, the show cane to an end. Paul stood
for a long time, |eaning against the wall with both hands. He wanted nore. He
could not get enough. And yet, he was nore puzzled than ever. He knew a | ot
about anci ent Avam sh now, but not the crucial answers.

El at ed, yet di sappointed, he stepped outside. Night had fallen. He
renenbered to pull shut the stone door. Suddenly -- and he whirled to | ook --
an expl osi on smashed his ear drunms and rattled his teeth and made t he ground
shake.

More frightening, though, was the |oud bellow that pierced the night
sky. It was like the predatory battle cry of some giant dinosaur. It tore at
Paul's eardrums, making himroll up and hold his ears. Three tinmes the
bel | owi ng sounded, and then silence returned, with just echoes bouncing
terrifyingly anong the ruins.

40. New Wrld -- Year 3300

When he recovered from expl osion and the noi se, Paul stared at the
haunt ed eveni ng park. He saw spots before his eyes. The statues shinmered
mesnerically in a red flickering light. Two of them had beards. Had they been
here before? They smiled enigmatically, |ooking toward the star port with
blind marbl e eyes. Paul suddenly becane frantic to rush out of here, back to
the wi de, w nd-bl own avenues with their bowed grass.

He ran aimessly. It was good to run. The night was |ike cobwebs, warm
to brush through. Back to the sack, his mnd said, back to the pack, to the
back pack ... and his feet pounded on crunbling concrete. There was only one
place left to run to, and that was the tent city.

Several tinmes the bell owi ng sounded, and each time he staggered, holding
his ears. The noise was so loud that he was blinded for a few seconds, seeing
shapes |ike black marble sliding before his tortured senses.

A second expl osion: the ground shook behind himand |ights flashed,
briefly teasing daylight back into the night.

Anot her expl osi on rocked the ground as he ran up the hill. At last he
presented hinmself in the native canp. Breathl essly bent over with his hands
resting on his knees, he half expected to be killed. To his surprise, he was
i gnor ed.

Cel ebrants thronged the post road. The great festival had begun. Paul
joined them not knowi ng what woul d happen next. Hands were laid on his
shoul ders and he found hinself swept along. It was good to be anbng people
again, good to eat kiln food. An answer was shaping in his mnd, but stil
full of holes, holes that nust be filled with information

There was a flash of light dowmn in the city. It came fromthe | aunch
center. The ground trenbled as a huge fiery object lifted off into the
at nosphere.

The natives screaned with delight and terror. Countless arns waved in
the night tracing the rocket's course as it rose up over the city and the sea.
It di sappeared into the heavens, high up, anong sone cl ouds.

Each time the bell owi ng sounded, the natives would cheer and raise their
bottl es.

Paul started to run down into the city. He ran through the crowds of
natives, pushing themgently out of the way. He nust know about Avani sh, now
or never. Behind himhe heard warning shouts. He saw dozens of torches flare
up in all directions. Then, hearing screanms, and both feeling a runbling
sensation, he junped out of the way just in tinme as a dozen drunken



j ug- hol di ng men weaved down the steep incline sitting in a wooden wagon. In

t hei r unconprehendi ng way, they were trying to reenact the daily life of the
ancient city! He heard the scraping of stone brakes. The cart runbling past
pi cked up speed. Paul's hair stood on end as he realized they were getting
nore wagons ready to race down the hill. In each wagon were nmen hol ding a
torch in one hand and wine in the other. One of the wagons caught fire and
crashed into sone boulders and |ay snoldering while its occupants dragged

t hensel ves to safety. Men and woren wavi ng torches chased the wagons on foot.
They cheered loudly -- a foot race, as it turned out, to see who would be
first in towing the carts back up for the next run

No time for this, Paul thought. He hurried down the hillside away from
the road. He stunbled and slithered over piles of round objects that bl anketed
the hillsides. At first he thought they were skulls. Then he realized that
they were enpty anphorae. Many were old and nossy. Some |lay burst open I|ike
stone flowers; grass grewin their guts. "My God," Paul thought with a flash
of insight: "How many ages and ages have they been doing this?"

He ran breathlessly through side street after side street until he could
see the outlines of the space center clearly in double noonlight.

The ground shook again. A blast of heat hit his face. Thunder foll owed
i mediately afterward, penetrating his ears with deafening force.

He heard the bellowing, and this tine was too amazed to sense the pain
in his ears. As the bell ow ng smashed through the air, a colum of steam
i ssued up, thousands of feet high, fromthe center of the space port. It
wasn't a dinosaur, wasn't sonme beast, but an artifact of Avami shan
manuf acture. A siren, calling the natives fromall over the planet. Telling
themit was tine for the festival. Mniam bestibo, he pictured Auska's sweet,
wry mout h sayi ng.

Behind himon the hillside he heard frantic cheering.

Anot her spaceship rose out of the rolling snoke, hovered for severa
seconds, then streaked away to di sappear over the sea.

Not good to be here. Snoke filled the air, and he coughed. Hi s |ungs
hurt as he forced hinself to get closer

The siren bell owed again, no doubt stirring up birds hundreds of miles
away and scaring the whales in the deep sea.

Behind himon the hillside he heard frantic cheering.

Anot her space ship rose out of the rolling snmoke, hovering for severa
seconds, then streaking away, disappearing over the sea.

Paul's lungs hurt as he forded hinself to get closer.

A third rocket went up as he approached the star center. The ground
rolled in waves. He fell to his knees but got up and continued running. He
snel l ed acrid snmoke. A nunber of outlying bushes and trees had begun to burn
brightly. The air was hot and searing. There was a runbling in the earth as
yet anot her space craft was made ready for flight. Paul shielded his eyes,
striving toward a nest of tiny lights he sawtwinkling in the interior of the
lizard-infested | aunch buil dings.

The sprawl of grass-covered | aunch pads flickered with flames falling
fromthe | aunches. As he got closer, he passed the building that seened to
stand on its fingers. The water in its pools was |it fromdeep within, kind of
a murky bottle green, but bright enough to see the hamrerhead sharks circling
frantically, their twin catamaran bodi es whipping this way and that in terror
Paul saw agai n the sunken rocket bodies, only in this light it was clear they
were covered with barnacles and weren't really nmade of metal, but of stone.

He cane to a narrow stairway. At the bottom was a hal f-open door, and
light spilled out. Down he went, where it was cooler and the air clearer. He
found himself in a long dry corridor lit by rows of tiny gas lights along the
wal | s.

Hi s feet echoed on the floor as he ran, closer to the heart of the
nystery.

He cane to a door of stone bars -- open. And anot her door, also open. He
heard a t humpi ng sound, a steady rhythmlike that of a roomfull of washing



machi nes. The light here was a weak pinkish-yellow that he renenbered fromthe
deep Aerie -- fungals, that could last virtually forever. He ran one finger
along the purple wall, leaving a wavering snear. He snelled his fingertip and
gagged; dry smell of mushroomearth. The corridor turned into stairs again,

sl opi ng downward, curving to the left and then the right. The machi ne noi se
grew | ouder, the air warmer, thicker, so that he alnost wanted to hold his
ears.

As he continued descendi ng, there was a sudden change. The |ight nerged
fromsickly pink into insect anber and then into iodine blue. The walls turned
mauve, then reddish blue. The light-giving fungus becanme patchy, and the
surfaces around himwere not stone but nmetal. He touched the ancient brassy
surfaces, running his fingertips through the pits and corrosions that had
occurred over the ages. The surfaces curved gently enmerging fromrock and

| osing thensel ves again in rock. He snelled sonething -- food, he thought. The
kil ns. How honey. How human. But there were other whiffs and smells and stinks
inthe air -- sulfur, iodine, methane. A factory, Paul thought, listening to

the relentl ess machi nery that sounded al nost |ike a human heart beat .

He heard the piercing cry of an aninmal |arger than the zeppelin whales.

It was a whistle froman organ pipe throat, a bellow at the stars.

Down here in these prinordial corridors, he saw the images of the
| ong- dead spacefarers. They had | oved to make pictures of thenselves. They
| ooked not quite like Earth people, and not quite |ike Avam shans. Sone | ooked
a bit like H ndu gods, with red faces and extra arns; others |ooked nore
Chi nese, perhaps, round and smothered in their wappings, with happy | aughter
at some enigmatic situation of 10,000 or 100,000 years ago. \Woever they had
been, they were so |l ong ago that they made the ancientness of this dead city a
matter of yesterday, of an hour ago, by conparison

Paul ran on. Free, a citizen of the gal axy, he jogged wi thout fear down
the stone and netal corridors. The fungal lighting gently guided him Its
viol et glow made the snooth stone floors seem carpeted with photons. Firefly
i nsects swarmed |ike passing stars, and he brushed through their hunm ng
nebul as. The spattered his face coolly, like fresh water. He caught a whiff of
ani se. On a hunch, he touched the wall and tasted what was on his fingertip.
It was the sane thing he'd drunk that first day in the village. Not an herb
pi cked fromtheir gardens, but a substance that grew here in the heart of
Avani sh. He | aughed, wi ping the condensation fromhis face, feeling clockwork
know edge boiling up omipotently in the unused chanbers of his brain.

He foll owed the snmells of cooking and the thunmping grew cl oser and
| ouder. The light changed again, nore into amber, and then into sall ow yell ow
like the cooler part of a burning sulfur match. The corridor was crossed by
other corridors, and they all ran to a nezzanine of stone and netal
overl ooking a great gallery. He arrived at the parapet (a wought iron thing,
made, not begotten, full of chaos, no two hoops or squares repeating the sane
pattern) and | eaned on it, catching his breath, trying to make sense of what
he saw.

First he was confounded by nachines that hung in the air. They were the
source of the |unpa-thunpa sound. Brittle old wheezi ng gadgets, weeping steam
shaki ng as they punped air down to the factory floor through |eaky |eather
hoses.

Fi gures noved everywhere down there, conpletely covered in |light,
| oose-fitting suits. They were natives, Paul felt sure, each also wearing a
ki nd of glass helnmet. The hel nets were opaque, colored al nost |ike tarnished
copper, but with clear face areas. Each hose ran down to the top of a hel net;
no hel met without its hose. What could it nean?

Though the ceiling above was pitch-black, fading upward and lost in
stone vaults, the light in the gallery itself was a pleasant citron, |ike
flower petals glinpsed through a wet shower door of wavy gl ass. As Paul
| earned to ignore the noisy machines that hung in the air before him he was
able to make nore sense of the scene bel ow

The floor of the gallery was regul ar, manufactured, not natural



Probably metal, blackened with age, but shiny, coppery, where generations of
feet trod in ritual notions. The fl oor was roughly oval, about 500 feet from
long end to long end, maybe half as w de, just big enough not to be

cl austrophobic. Scattered across the floor were tables, work benches, shelves,
machi nes, conveyor belts, stone rollers. Mving down the rollers were big

conposite tubes, paper-thin netal/stone alloy, |like the sunken rocket body
that was hone to catamaran sharks. Men and wonmen m xed the fuel together --
ni trogen di oxi de probably, fertilizer, cousin of nitroglycerin -- and sew ng

it in menbranes. The sausage shapes noved down their own conveyors, joining

t he rocket bodi es, packed, |oaded, sealed, and ready for the next step. Paul
gazed toward the far end of this strange cathedral and saw men without hel nets
-- they were about 20 feet higher than floor level, and about 20 feet bel ow
Paul's eye level -- hoist a finished rocket into a standing position atop a
shal low platform a kind of triangular recess or corner

Al ready, the fierce bellowi ng of the siren cut through the atnosphere.
He understood now -- it was a rel ease of volcanic steam the sane steamt hat
had powered factories |like the foundry they'd found near the river gorge. The
anci ent Avani shans of a thousand years ago had unlimnmited power.

The rocket on its pedestal was a slimcylinder about thirty feet high
with a cone shaped nose, and small fins at the bottom end. The men junped down
fromthe platform Paul watched at the platformbegan to turn. It was a kiosk,
sort of like those revolving doors he'd heard of in ancient hotels. The
platformturned slowy, and the rocket rotated out of sight around a corner
whil e a new enpty niche appeared. Already a new rocket was al nost ready to
l[ift onto this platform Production was in high gear, evidently; Paul wondered
how many days the festival -- moniam bestibo, he fondly recall ed Auska sayi ng
-- lasted; probably until they ran out of rocket fuel. O rockets.

There was a tremendous grow fromthe other side of the nmountain as the
rocket caught fire. The chanmber was sealed tight, and no exhaust gases | eaked
in. It had taken thousands of years to get this production |ine perfected,

Paul thought. He could picture the rocket, sitting in its launch tube, at
first immobile, then bathed in an increasingly intense plasma of burning fuel
and finally propelled screaming into the atnosphere -- to where? Mon |? Mon
I1? The whal es across the horizon? Fromthe night city into the day sea on the
ot her side of the world?

Probably nitrogen atmosphere down there, he figured. Mninize corrosion
expl osi on danger. They had these old machi nes that punped a constant supply of
breathable air into their helnets, expelling the old air, which then fl oated
away in the bath of nitrogen gas. Had to keep refreshing the air, not just to
breathe, but to prevent nitrogen sickness.

Paul became aware of the figures surrounding him H's head swamw th the
ani se drug as he turned, arnms swayi ng drunkenly, to survey the circle of dark
figures wearing round copper disks. He tried to talk, but no words came out.
Wrds were not necessary. He could feel themgathering their thoughts, for
they were about to think with him

As he sank to his knees, arns grasped himat the elbows to steady him
He recogni zed Anda, Ongka, the shaman from Shka, but there were many others he
did not know. They |led himdown a | ong narrow corridor of brightly tw nkling
tile walls lit by gas lights like the ones they had found in the way station
on their way to Shka. The tiles were white, the lights strangely match-1i ke,
blue at their hottest, then yellow, fading into tall red cones.

They took himto a dark room contai ni ng what | ooked |ike a doctor's
exam ni ng couch and a table. On the table lay several itenms he recognized,

i ncluding the control panel the hunters had brought home to Akha that early
ni ght. They hel ped himonto the | eather surface of the exam ning table and
draped a sheet over himfor warnth. Still, he shivered. The drug nmade you
sick. He thought he nust be feverish. Then he felt sweat break out on his
forehead. He felt femal e hands, gentle, with a sponge. Warm cl ear water. He
| ooked up. Auska. She gazed into his eyes with concern. She wore a copper

di sk.



The nedi cus nen gathered around the table. Each laid a hand on Paul
They all stared into his face, and he involuntarily found hinself rel axing,
opening up like a pool of water, fromopaque to translucent to transparent. He
became a rocket body and his struggling thoughts were catamaran sharks as they
dove into the pools of who he was.

He felt again the spell of Ongka's mind, only this time it was magnified
by the power of several ninds acting upon his own. He managed to croak in a
dry voice: "Why?" Now, at last, the time had cone for a nmeeting between Earth
and Avanmish. It was time to find out why. Why all this? Wiy the Senders, when
their city stood enpty. What future for the people of both worlds?

The magic of the eight or nmore glittering netal disks drove away al
shane, all privacy, all secretes, even the nysteries he kept from hinself. The
di sks were ranged in a circle over him Faces peered at himfromover the
di sks.

A mnd reached down to touch his, gently; it was Ongka. "Hello,
friend.”

Fearl essly, Paul stared back. Al the walls were gone and Ongka probed
Paul's mind while Paul found hinmself, for the first tine, at liberty to
expl ore the shaman's thoughts. He found power, but nore, he found fear and
confusion and he could not say why. But there were al so warnth, concern; nore
than anyt hing, a desperate hope. He recogni zed the yearni ng of nurmur and
singing fromhis balloon flight in the octagonal chanber in the park. "Ch

Avami sh!" cried a young girl. "Avam sh, our Avam sh," sang a choir of robust
mal e voice rising anmid organ mnusic.
Paul was surrounded by a wall of mnds. Each mind was a cell. Each was

separate territory but interlocked with all of the others. Their conbi ned
power mastered himconpletely and yet it was a delicate, gentle power,
surgical inits skill to dissect wi thout destroying. And Paul felt a new power
of his own. He could not master his own tel epathic process, but stern,
friendly mnds hel ped himto project: what? "what is the nature of you?"

The greatest of themwas a nedicus from Avam sh itself, named Dauli and
now Dauli took charge. The other m nds stepped back and Dauli's sinple
clear, razor-sharp thoughts entered Paul. In Dauli, Paul read the terrible
truth, and he wanted to cry. He felt an overwhel ming horror at his own
nortality. He felt the horror of man's vertigo on the brink of the eternity of
time and space. He saw the neani ng, the summ ng-up, of Avam sh now that nearly
everyt hing possible was said and done and after three thousand years since the
founding of the city the end of Avam sh was near. No, that had al ready
happened | ong ago. Another thousand years had passed. Tine nmeant nothing to
Avani sh.

Dauli let out a great, ironic nental |laugh. He inmprinted on Paul a sense
of what it was to be Avami shan: he denonstrated the power and glory of his
birthright. Wth deadly playful ness he took Paul conpletely into his power.
Paul's soul was lifted kicking and scream ng out of its physical context.

Dauli laughingly threw himinto free fall spinning and glittering with wet
reds and grays and whites. Dauli's mental power was |ike that of a master of
the martial arts, smooth and practiced and undef eat abl e.

Paul's entire nervous systemwas |ike one exposed nerve. He was tossed
and tunbled terrifyingly through caverns and passages while Dauli exani ned
mnutely the very essence of what Terran Man was all about. Not a m serable
detail of Paul's racial menory was |eft untouched everything cane into play:
Gregory, Sheuxe, Aeries, New York, Suner, Akkad, Egypt, Rone, NASA, UNASA
CANUSAMEX, the clouds. .

Fear raised its slithering saurian tongues. Terror clashed its foany
teeth. Horror's glazed, w de eyes stared. Hatred' s insane eyes bored down on
Paul with a sound like that of a pin slowy grinding its way through a
struggling beetle. Paul soared howl ing and thrashing through a black Iightless
void at the pit of which Death's putrescent worns squirmed and tangled |ike
tripe.

He stood hel plessly atop a ruined wall overgrown with grass and weeds.



Besi de hi m stood Dauli and Ongka and Anda. They pointed toward the post road
| eadi ng away from Avani sh. Two figures wal ked there, Tynan and Licia. Tynan
slid his armdown her back and caressed the curve of her rear. She reached up
with both arms and pulled his head close to hers for a passionate kiss. The
truth, Dauli lasered into Paul's soul, the truthl!

Paul energed in a place even nore terrible: Loneliness. H s nonentum
left himsliding over a plain of ice where frozen stalactites jutted up
t hrough gravel y-abrasive snow crystals. He stared at a starless, noonl ess
bl ue- bl ack sky in which the last stars had died of cold. He saw the, the enpty

shell, of a ruined Aerie inprisoned for eternity in an icy cobweb; its enpty
bl ack wi ndows stared upon himlike skull eyes, asking, accusing:
But then...

J+O+tY+O+rWH+S WHA+R+M+T+H showered himwith relief. Mre than an expl orer,
Daul i made things he found wong right and good again with the delicate hands
of a master technician. Paul rejoiced reaching for a warm breast and its mlk
was sweet as hay, fresh as beach towels in nother's closet for going to the
sandy | ake under glass ceilings in the Aerie. Blood rained through Paul in a
yel l ow and red shower that fed every cranny and every corpuscle and was ful
of light, X-rayed with Mediterranean sunshine (oh gone Earth! Ch Earth, ny
Earth!), each droplet of blood becom ng a rai nbow wheel of stained glass...and
toget her all the rai nbow wheels made a nosaic of infinite dazzling choruses of
light...

"Avam sh," said a man fromone or two thousand years ago. "Ch Avam sh,"
a wonan answered. Paul heard lute nusic, the tinkle of cynbals, the rubbing
clatter of a sistrum as a boy's reedy voice recited poetry in sussurant
cl assi cal Avam shan. Crystal goblets tinkled around a table and Paul felt
hi nsel f toasting a new bride, who bore one nipple exposed and was beautiful as
a Pol ynesi an sunset. She was the young girl fromthe tonb of the ascendi ng
rockets. He heard the thunder of rockets as a space ship thundered and bl azed
up into the night sky. Paul could not renenber if that would be the troop ship
to Orion or the botanic barge for Eridani or the evening |uxury passenger
liner to Formal haut or the mail run to Altair..

Dauli tore the fabric of illusions away from Paul's dazzl ed eyes like a
conj urer unconjuring. Paul |ooked at Dauli hurt and resentful. Twelve m nds
caressed himslowy back to the white-noise | evel of consciousness. Slowy the
opiate of illusion yielded the truth, the bittersweet truth of what Avam sh
and Earth night both have been but were never able to becone.

Just as Earth had perished in its clouds, so Avami sh was a dream of what
never had been. Every year, the natives still cane to revel in a fool's
religion, an inpossible dream They came because their ancestors had al so cone
each year to marvel at the city of dreans.

There had, in truth, never been a city of the stars. There had never
been an enpire or space flight or a single noon base. Al of Avanish had been
a wonderful story, a celebration, a continuous drana whose actors were the
entire popul ation of the world. The planet |acked netals and there was no
escape fromits gravity. No need for a city or a star port. The I and and
climate were good and society was agrarian. But the spirit was not satisfied
wi th peace and plenty. Over the centuries, a technol ogy of stone devel oped and
was refined to untold heights. Science, philosophy, art, these had no physica
boundari es. Avami sh had its own Newton, its Aristotle, its Gauss, its
Ei nstein, its Sheuxe. The phil osophers and engineers built a great city and

called it Avam sh, which meant Qur Journey. Still not satisfied (why be?)
Avani sh had | ooked to the stars. But it could not reach them Especially
tantalizing was the fact that Moon Il was practically made of iron. Just out

of reach, sorry.

At the height of its splendor, Avam sh was an industrialized society
conparable in many ways to Europe in the late 1800's. Stone and wooden shi ps
patrolled the seas, fishing and trading. Zeppelins plied the air.

St eam power ed trucks and buses traversed a network of post roads covering both
continents of the planet. Al roads |led to Avani sh



Wher e physical progress left off due to the lack of netals, spiritua
| ongi ng kept on. The thirst for star flight was unquenchable. On Earth, the
dreans of fantasists led to technological realities. On N60A, the dreans
conti nued and were never nore than dreans.

A pseudo space technol ogy conpl ete with woul d-be engi neers, astronauts,
bureaucrats, politicians, clerks, and manual |aborers cane into existence. Al
the world cane to see and be part of the dream the drama, of what could have
been. O what was prom sed woul d one day be reality. It became a religion. But
the seeds of undoing existed in a false dawn, the flowering of unreality as
reality. Avam sh was a hope without substance or fulfillnent. Convol ution and
i nvol uti on brought disease to her arts and sciences. Light, gracefu
architecture yielded to buildings and statues of gargantuan proportion and
clumsy bal ance. El ephantinismset in. Exhaustion followed soon after

The city becane a tired dreamthat taxed the entire planet. Eventually
the country nice rebelled against the city mce. A coalition of farnmers and
slaves storned the city and burned it, killing all its inhabitants except a
few who hid in secret underground passages. These kept the dreamalive. The
wonder of Avam sh remmined as a sort of afterglow Technol ogy was sealed into
nmounds, put back into the enbrace of the earth, forbidden. In tine, ennities
were forgotten. The taller, lighter Avami shans with silvery hair, |ike Auska,
reconciled with the darker, shorter ones of the spinal manes and bal d heads.
The warriors who had sacked and burned Avami sh had borne, painted on their
faces and over their heads, a white stripe synbolizing the sinple village gods
of the wheat, the kiln, the orchards that brought forth apples and heady
[iquor.

Still today, having long forgotten the nature of the city, the natives
made a regul ar pilgrinage of neat and wi ne. Each tinme, Dauli and his native
techni ci ans put on a great show for them Anda and his yout hful conpanions
were the next generation of nedicuses in training.

Paul, floating in this bath of information, this white nowhere, felt
Dauli nudging him nmnd to mnd. There was nore. To really understand the
nature of Earth, of Avam sh, he had to | ook deeply again. Deeper than before.
Deeper .

There he saw it. The ancient spaceship. Crashed. Dauli showed him a
picture: Black outer space spattered with stars. Ships. Ancient ships. They
had been to Earth, to Avamish, to a mllion other points. Time meant nothing
to them these ancient people who had left settlers on a mllion primtive
but | ovely gardens of Eden. They were indirectly, by default, in a sense the
real Senders. They had conquered time and space. They had only not conquered
t hensel ves, for that was a fundamental |aw of the universe. Al things that
are born nust grow old and die. Stars, planets, living things, all are bound
by the natural processes. The ship, Dauli said, stayed behind when the Ancient
Ones di sappeared. (Wiere are they now?) We do not know. They may have died
out. They may come again tonorrow. They travel through time as readily as they
travel through space. They visited earth during your |Ice Ages. (How do you
know t hi s?). The nmetal of the ship conducts thought. W nake our disks from
it.

Paul got a picture of woolly mammoths crossing an ice sheet, pursued by
bearded hunters with pale skin and head hair. He recogni zed the constellations
undi storted not by distance from Earth but by di stance backward in tine.

You see, Po-wul, we are of the sanme people.

(I had begun to think so). Paul wondered how nuch of this Sheuxe had
known or guessed, that sly old fox with his master plan

The genetic material is plastic. It drifts in the soup of its own

stochastic processes. It reacts to outside influences -- radiation, starlight,
heat, anything that can alter the genome. | amtired now, Powul. W have mnuch
to do together. You cone, you bring hope. You will be a great medicus here.
You will bring your people --

-- Paul had a picture of Tynan and Licia wal king away, he fondling her
she reaching up to kiss him--



-- together because you have nore wi sdomthan the rest of them We wll
protect you, because you are like us. You are we. W are you. We have failed
here and you have failed there, but the very fact that you reached us here
means there is hope. You have brought us a great news and a great joy, Po-wl.
Thank you.

Dauli held up a shiny copper disk on a |l eather thong and, wth great
dignity, laid it on Paul's chest. Then Dauli w thdrew. Paul began to feel the
hypnotic spell lift. He longed to sit up and put the di sk around his neck. No
| onger al one. No | onger despoused. No | onger nothing. And still a citizen of
t he gal axy. For they'd owned the stars once, and they would do so again.

Ongka approached. "Now you understand, Po-wul. Touch mny di sk and | ook
once nmore into ny mnd." Paul did so; saw again the cl ockwork. Ongka smil ed.
H s range was fractional conpared with the vastness of Dauli's. Ongka was no
nore than a technician. Paul saw an i nage of Ongka sweating as he worked on
the innards of a thousand-year-old stone rocket guidance system by gaslight in
t he underground roons of the space center. After the rockets were | aunched,
they briefly-illumnated the entire city and eclipsed the night. Then they
flew out to sea, to a very specific region where Ongka directed them A year
| ater, when the celebration was to begin anew, the tides would bring back the
spent, green-garlanded, barnacl e-crusted rocket bodies. Then, feverishly, the
techni ci ans worked to restore the rockets for the celebration

As the hypnosis faded, Paul realized sadly that Dauli hinself
conpr ehended al nost nothing of the city's vast blueprint of titanic stone
machi nery powered by the wind, the sun, and the hydraulic forces of the tides.
The vision contained in Dauli came fromtel epathic sources buried within the
anci ent spaceshi p, whose floor now served as the assenbly point for fantasy
rockets. Each technician had a nmetal disk on which were inprinted tel epathic
i nstructions on how to acconplish a specific job. No wonder that a stone age
man |i ke Ongka could know the order of the heavens or how to repair a rocket
gui dance system without actually understandi ng astronony or physics or
engi neering. No wonder they had not really bothered to dig out the nmounds or
to redi scover the wheel. The nmounds were their collective bad menory of the
| ast days of Avani sh. To open them would be to confront the dead buried there,
but chered during the worst of the rioting and warfare, when science had becone
reviled and feared.

The ground thundered as Paul drifted off to sleep, and another of
Dauli's rockets sought its target in the gray, churning, fishy night sea

41. New Wrld -- Year 3300

Paul was alone in a plain roomhalf filled with sunlight, half with
shadow. It did not matter where he was -- Avami sh, Aerie, Venice by a canal
alien city under alien sky -- as he gazed lazily under the shade, through the
wi ndow, at an odd assortnent of walls outside, with vines growing in circles
and softening harsh nmannade |lines. He felt whol e and heal thy again, cleansed
of all bad menories. Dauli had healed his soul. The pain of Krings and Licia
and Gregory and Nancy was only a dull know edge now, truth, then a w nk of
sadness and acceptance and movi ng on

A door opened and closed. He took his gaze fromtrying to puzzle the
angl es and vines outside, and | ooked toward the door. Auska stepped cl ose,
carrying a bucket and a sponge. "Alo, you," she said brightly. She pointed to
a wooden stool in the mddle of the room "Sit, you."

He | aughed, and she smiled at him Pert, fearless, tender, |oving.

He stripped his filthy junpsuit off and sat bare-ass on the stool. He
wore only his copper disk. She winkled her nose. "Mniambilthy. Moniam
besti bo." Hunor tw nkled around her eyes.

He groaned luxuriantly as she ran the hot sponge slowy and sensuously
over his skin. He relaxed his el bows on his knees and stared down between his
legs at the floor. A silvery puddle grew on the stone tiles. It didn't matter
The afternoon wore on as she humred to hersel f, sponging himdown. They stared



into one another's eyes, and kept staring, evidently not able to see enough of
each ot her.

He tried to recognize in her facial beauty sonmehow a composite of earth
phenot ypes, now that the thought made sense, and thought she m ght wal k
unnoti ced sonewhere in one of the ancient cities -- either in the Oient,
because of the al nondness of her eyes, or anpng tall and sl ender Africans
because of her dusky skin, or in northern Europe because of the squareness of
her features and because of the short silvery hair that | ooked platinum
bl onde. He recalled the bizarre and life-threatening ritual of the
pal e- ski nned Europeans, before people had known better, to stew in deadly
sunlight for days at a tine to activate their nelanin and make their skin as
dark as possible.

She finished bat hing himand peel ed off her clothes. Her skirt dropped
to the floor, and her sling top. She was slender and | ovely, with snmooth skin

the color of plums. Paul noted details -- the innie belly button, the
flax-white hair in the Y of her pudenda, the glistening blue nipples with
their swollen aureoles -- as he drank her in with his eyes. Her gaze was were

full of hunger for him

She sat on the stool and he knelt beside her. In slow notions, savoring
every second, he alternately dunked the sponge in the warmwater and then ran
it down her sides. He stared as the water gleamed on her young skin, then ran
down in a trickle into her fine waist and over her bottom She raised her arns
as he reached around to sponge her belly, her breasts, from behind, and

enbraced her. She turned, taking himinto her arms. Together, still wet, they
fell upon the bed and nade passionate | ove. They were one and the sane peopl e,
separated by fifty thousand years, the sane amount of genetic drift -- people

on Earth had cone from somewhere, fromthe stars, perhaps froma crashed ship
as on N60OA. They were faster, snarter, better, naybe neaner and nore ruthless
t han Neanderthal. They spread out quickly over the planet during a 100, 000
year period. They began to nutate due to genetic drift. Then came the age of
expl oration, of enpire, when quick travel and instant comruni cation fused t hem
back together in a final amal gam

He was now a great nedicus of her people. No nore spousing here. They
woul d be husband and wife. By her ardor, she showed how desirabl e he was. He,
in turn, had been hungry for a long time and now he had found a wonderful
food. They rocked together, slapped agai nst each other, shook the old wooden
bed until it creaked in rhythmwi th his thrusting, her long | egs sprawl ed over
hi s shoul ders as his body became a machi ne and sl amed rapidly and repeatedly
agai nst her, and she withed, she held her arnms behind her head and cl osed her
eyes and noaned in ecstasy.

He renenbered a dream he'd had, of a girl riding by on a horse. It was
Auska. How coul d he have known back then? Ch, but he had secretly wanted her
all along. The girl rode through the forest w thout saying a word. Birds could
be heard twittering brightly in all of their mating calls. Paul followed the
girl and the horse. For a nonent he |ost sight of them around a bend. He
hurried and came to a river. The horse was riderless, slowy wal king away on
the other side of the river. The girl's cloak lay on this side, half in the
mud, half in water. He knelt by the water and | ooked inside. There she was,
spreading her arms and legs for him Sunlight ran around her features in
sparkles. He thrust hinself head-first into the water and enbraced her. She
cl osed her eyes, rolled her eyes up, snmiled in ecstasy as he clainmed her for
hinsel f. R ver water streaned over her features as her snile nerged with the
bri ghtness of the reflected sun. They breathed under the water, which was one
of the many invincible strengths of their Iove. He planted his legs apart to
steady hinself in the stream She let herself float as he pulled her to him
Her ankles, her calves, slid around his waist. She bent her legs to pin
herself to himwi th her knees around his hips. He pulled her close to him
felt the satisfaction as his hardness slipped into her soft place, and they
made | ove, again and again. Like the twin noons over Avanish, they had found
each other, and for all eternity they would never |et each other go.



42. New Wrld -- Year 3300

They sat in the kitchen of Dauli's house: Dauli, his old wife, Auska,
Paul , Ongka, Ping Weng, Meiling Weng, Anda. The Wengs had arrived fromthe
north with a caravan of natives who were late for the festival. They were just
intinme for the last night of it.

The kitchen was al nost an urban room It had a small kiln built sonmewhat
like a stove. There was a sink, with running water that could be turned on or
off with a stone tap. They all sat around the kitchen table and ate froma
pl atter of wapped | eaves. They had either spring water or watered down w ne
to drink.

First it was Paul's turn to tell of all that had happened, while the
natives and the Wengs listened. Then the Wengs told their story. They were a
cl ose couple, and spoke in turns, each conpleting the other's thought:

"W had a good landing -- "

" -- but far north of here. CQur l|ifeboat -- "

" -- is intact. Yes, maybe we could use it one day to reach Mon Il --
-- then we could figure out a mass accelerator to shoot bits of netal
toward the planet."

" -- we did sone tests and found out that the people here are

genetically identical to us. W are the sane race. W can --
" -- we can interbreed and have children."
To which Paul said: "We've already taken the first step.”
"\What about Tynan and Licia?" Meiling asked delicately, show ng
sensibility toward his feelings.

"They will be safe at Akha," Paul said. "In time we'll get everything
sorted out. Where we'll live."

"That's right," Ping said with a laugh, "it's just details fromhere on
in "

"Details," Meiling agreed. "W made it."
43. New Wrld -- Year 3300

That night was the last night of the festival. Nearby was the building
of giant statues. Ongka and Paul and Auska stood with Dauli on the top
remai ning floor of Dauli's apartnent building. A broken wall forned a parapet
over which they could lean to watch as fiery snmoky rockets thundered up toward
the stars.

Daul i put his hand on Paul's shoul der and fingered his own disk. No
doubt he wondered how many nore years he would live to see this festival
Moni am besti bo. Dauli's eyes | ooked wet. Probably he was sad that he woul d not
live to see what the two ki nds of humans together could acconplish.

Then city's rocket show was over. The |ast of the rocket flaned up
expl odi ng over the horizon. Dauli nade a gesture with his hand, back and
forth, then down. Auska translated: "Kfinish," she said in Avan shan-accented
angl onex, "all obah."

"Al'l obah,"” Paul imtated, squeezing her. "You' re inventing a new
| anguage. Angl omi sh."

The festival shifted to the hillside, as the villagers released their
own stored rockets. Paul and Auska held each other as the little inmtation
rockets rattled nore like fireworks over the skyline. Unperturbed stars
flickered in the i mense bl ack universe.

On the distant hillside, hundreds of torches danced anmi d the night.
Carts roared down the post road | oaded with w ne-drunk nen | aughi ng and
yelling. The faint piping and drumm ng of the acconmpanyi ng dance breat hed
upward to the watchers on the parapet. Dauli w ped another tear away. The air
rattl ed with explosions, and the ground shook every tinme a | arge one bl ew

Paul studied the darkness where the | aunch pads were. He said softly to
nobody in particular: "W're not here to conquer. And we've survived. We have



acconpl i shed our m ssion. The people who sent us would be proud if they knew
all this." As another explosion shook the city, and Auska squeal ed with shock
Paul held her tightly to him He added with grimsatisfaction: "God, how
terrified the lizards nmust be tonight!"

- -end- -
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