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* * * %

People can behaverrationdly, but it can be one of the toughest challenges we face.

* k k %

"The pain had passed. | thought | waskilling mysdlf and | did not care. | shall never forget that dawn, and
the strange horror of seeing that my hands had become as clouded glass, and watching them grow clearer
and thinner asthe day went by, until at last | could see the sickly disorder of my room through them,
though | closed my transparent eydlids. My limbs became glassy, the bones and arteries faded, vanished,
and the little white nerves went last. | ground my teeth and stayed theretill the end. At last only the dead
tips of the fingernails remained, pdlid, and white, and the brown stain of some acid upon my
fingers."--H.G. Wédls, The Invisible Man

* * % %

"We are merdly reminding oursaves that human decisions affecting the future, whether persona or
political or economic, cannot depend on strict mathematical expectations ... and that it is our innate urge
to activity which makes the whedls go round, our rational salves choosing between the dternaives as
best we are adle, calculating where we can, but often faling back for our motive on whim or sentiment or
chance."--John Maynard Keynes, The General Theory of Employment, Interest, and Money

k%
Giraut? Are you waking up?*

*Hello, Shan.*

*Wheat's our Stuation?

* Pretty bad.*

*| guessed that. We're in restraints, and people are talking about usin away | don't like*

After psypyx implantation, normally the persondity on the psypyx wakes up one to two hours earlier than
the host. *'Y ou haven't communicated with them?*

*The brain monitorstold them when | woke up. Since then they've been talking about my being awake,
and that | haven't shut mysalf down. | gather | did that before.*

*That'sright,* | thought back. | was surprised a how quickly and easily the skill of communicating within
the head had come back--1 had had Raimbaut in my head for just over two stanyears, but that had been
more than a decade ago. * Here's the situation, Shan. The people who have us are acompletely different
antellects conspiracy from the one you remember. A lot of the aintellectsin thisnew lot are, or have
been, full-on chimeras--1 know we thought aintellects would never do that, but we were wrong. Some of
them have spent severd lifetimesin human bodies, dong with being robots and running on servers.

* Because there were only six people you were willing to have wear your psypyx, and | was the one that
was easiest to get, after you shut down in severa other bodies, they staged a complicated scenario to
kidnap me so they could try to implant you again. If you shut down now, they'll probably let me go, but
they'll go on trying to talk to you. They say it'surgent. Y ou know something they desperately want to
know, and | know this soundsinsane, but they tell methat if they can just talk to you, you will want to



tell them.*

*|'ve been in intelligence services since | was ateenager. | don't want to tell awaiter what 1'd like to
eat,* Shan sad. *Information istoo vauable to share. But | supposethistimel can at least tell them that
directly. Where and when are we and when did | die? The pain blocks made your memory too blurry to
accesstill you woke up, and now theré'stoo much for meto takein quickly.*

Except thet it was al happening in my head instead of over an excellent cup of coffee a hisdesk, it felt
like old times; | knew how to brief Shan briefly, the way he liked it. *'Y ou died about fifteen stanyears
ago. Assassinated elther by adifferent aintellects conspiracy from this one, or maybe by a Tamil group
getting vengeance after the Briand affair ended in mutual genocide. We never clinched which it was. Right
now you and | arein my body, which isphysicdly fifty, and being held in asmdl fortified house on alittle
idand, on aplanet outside Council space. | was kidnapped while aguest of anillega colony here,
founded by the disbanded Occitan Legion. The cultureis called Noucatharia, the planet is called
Aurenga, and | just learned last night that a prior colony here, Eunesia, was wiped out by an aien
invasion that decapitated everyone and destroyed al the sentient machinery, aintellects and robots dike.*

| felt something like an dectric shock from his mind; something | had said had surprised him very deeply.
But before| could ask, | heard avoice. "They're both awake, now. Talking to each other, probably."

"Till they decideto tak to us" Reilissad, "thereredly isn't much we can do.”

*Thanks,* Shan thought, fighting down his shock and making himself be efficient and cam. * That's
enough to start on.* He opened my eyes.

Reilis was standing over the table. * See the pretty girl that kidnapped us?* | thought to Shan. *She'sa
chimerawith no human component. Aintellect downloaded into a human body.*

Knowing Shan's hatred and fear of aintellects--he was even more of ahuman supremacist than |, and |
had been the sort who kicks arobot just to give it adent and keep it knowing its place--1 was surprised
that our ssomach didn't roll over when he got that news, but he seemed to accept it more camly than |
had. | added the thought, * Rellisis probably a high-ranking agent for Union Intelligence, which may or
may not be the bad guys. She's aways polite.*

"Hdlo," shesaid. Her smile seemed unfeigned.
"Hello, Reilis. Shan, do you want to try to talk?'
*How do I--*

*Just talk.*

"I'm here," he said, in my voice--for thefirst time ever, | clipped my "R" in the strange way that Shan did.
Neither Margaret nor |, in adecade spent making fun of our boss, had ever learned to imitate it. Now
hereit was. "I guesswe will betalking," he added.

"Wewill," Rellissaid, "but first both of you need to catch up with each other--otherwise every timewe
ask aquestion, well wait an hour while you debate what you should tell us. So we're going to put you
into an gpartment with al the comforts we can reasonably give you. I'll come by to visit often, and well
talk when you're ready. Shdl | take you to your placeto get settled in?

*|sthat dl right with you? | thought.

*In for apenny, in for apound.*



"Inarecent pall," | said, "ahundred percent of mewould liketo go get anap.” Reilisunlocked my
restraints and helped me off the table. Shan wasn't succeeding completely in letting me work the body.

After stopping to relax and focus while standing, | walked afew steps. Reilis kept hold of my arm. | was
surprised at how much | liked that, considering.

*Y ou have a history with her,* Shan observed.

*Any more, it seemslikeit'sthat way with every woman in human space.*

*I'm deeply not surprised.*

"You must get over growling things under your breath,” Reilissaid.

"I got over that in about aday, when | was wearing Raimbauit,” | said. "What did you just hear?'
"Well, I didn't think you would be calling me anasty old dirty-minded--"

| fell. Shan and | both laughing at the same time | eft no one to run the body. *We're going to work on
this* | told him.

Reilishelped usto my feet. | could fed Shan's pleasure at her hand under our arm. In the thirteen years|
had known him before he was assassnated, | had had no idea that Shan could be flustered by attention
from a pretty young woman.

"Through this springer,” Rellissaid. "Just go right to bed if you like. I'll see you after you've had some
rest." | waked through the gray shimmer of the springer pand on thewall and into the public areaof a
modern gpartment. The gravity didn't change, so we were probably still on Aurenga. Local solar time,
looking out the window, seemed to be around noon, so we'd jumped afew time zones.

| walked back into the bedroom, stripped, climbed into the bed, and told Shan, * Fedl free to wander
through my memories* too physicaly shot, redly, to do anything el se.

Usudly when apsypyxed persondity |ooks through the host's memories, the host dreams the memories.
Strangdly, thefirst things | remember dreaming of were not of what | would have expected Shan to be
rummaging through--politics and missions and so forth--but mostly about concerts, parties, and love
affairs. Who knew the old man's heart was so lonely?

* k% k %

It was light again when | awoke. Shan was adeep, curled like adozing cat in the back of my mind. The
physica urgency of getting to the bathroom suggested that Shan had found my memories so interesting
that he had not noticed that our bladder wasfull. | hurried to take care of that.

Showering, | sorted through my dreams to see what memories he had accessed. Just before waking, |
had dreamed my way through the whole Briand affair and the attempted aintellects coup that followed.
My thirty-fifth stanyear was fill araw scar in my memory; Shan had lingered over Kidl and Kapilar, and
Ix and Tz'quin, and Piranes Alcott, and so many other lost ones, and drunk deeply of al my grief.

| dialed the towe for maximum dry and afew patstook al the water off me; Shan had dso failed to
notice hunger and thirgt. | dressed and ambled out to the kitchen.

The springer dot had alarge menu. | chose coffee, eggs, cheese, fruit salad, and bread, and made short
work of them, aswell astwo large glasses of water and three of orangejuice, by the window so | could
look at the sea.



Definitdy till on Aurenga. The gravity and the sun, sky, and seawereright, and theinterior of thislittle
house, perched on adliff, was digtinctly Occitan in style.

They had been good enough to provide me with alute and guitar, so | sat down and worked through a
few ideas | had for the next group of songs now that the Ix Cycle wasfinally recorded. Idly, | wondered
how it was doing; for dl | knew, Margaret had lost her fight on my behalf, and it had been ordered
suppressed, though with so many million copiesin circulaion it seemed unlikely to be much of a
suppression. But for the moment, | played traditional Occitan materid, which fit the setting, and was dso
part of my basic process; after afew weeks of this| would begin, again, to think of new songs.

Shan awoke like adoor opening in my head. * Giraut?*

*| haven't gone anywhere.*

*What do we do now?*

*Well, first we work on working the body together, so that we can go places with both of us conscious.*

| felt him want to speak before words camein our head. * Giraut--1 am truly sorry about everything
connected with Briand.*

*|'ve had fifteen stanyears to make some kind of peace with what happened back there,* | thought.

*Y ou did someterrible things, but not everything was your fault. Margaret and | had been quarreling
constantly and growing apart before we went to Briand. Y ou didn't tell her to have an affair with
Kapilar--you just used the fact to get what you needed to know. Besides, it wasn't you. It was someone
derived from you, afew months into the future of where you are now. And that Shan was at the rostrum
of the Council of Humanity afew stanweeks later when amaser blew his head gpart. Y ou're never going
to be him.The man who did that is the man you would have been, had you woken up asthe origina and
not as the copy. Y ou'll be someone ese entirely.*

*Giraut, my experienceisthat three standays ago the origind and | were gill the same person, just
sretching out for a pleasant-enough nap in abig chair a the recording clinic. Now | look a what the
origina did, before being killed, and--*

* Shan-- Shan! Shut up and let me think clearly to you. Back then, when OSP agents got together after a
mission to get good and stinking drunk, which was often, we were dl till toasting " Another round for
humanity and one more for the good guys,” and it wasn't out of sentimenta nostalgiaand tradition.
Human space held so many little pustules of evil and tyranny and exploitation that you could spend a
whole decade and become a Senior Agent before you ever did anything that would trouble a Carmelite's
conscience. The"me" in my memories of judging you was sill ayoung man. Nowadays, | have alittle
more perspective Andl am certain that when | begin to look through your memories, your involvement in
Margaret's adultery won't even be in the top hundred bad things you've done.*

*Not even close* he admitted.

| stood up and yawned. * All right, practice some more. Take over ... * The world lurched disconcertingly
for asecond, then steadied, and we were walking. After ten minutes | judged we had reached the having
sex/riding abicycle point where he wouldn't forget how. (At least they tell me that once you have sex
whileriding abicycle, you never forget how.) * Don't keep the body up too many hours, make sure you
eat and pee. I'm going back to deep.*

* * * %

| awoke to the com ping. | wasin bed. Blue-white moonlight sprayed through the thin lace curtainsto



throw acold lattice on top of the comforter. | got up, pulled on clothes, and saw the thin diver of the
setting moon, like abow in the sky, just touching the hillside that rose above the cabin; dawn aready
glowed behind it, and somewhere else on the planet they were about to have an eclipse. Shan was

deeping deeply.

The com pinged again and | redized | hadn't answered thefirst time. | tried to shake the fuzz out of my
brain."Yes?'

Rellissface appeared on thewall. "May | come through the springer?* she asked. "We should talk."
"Yes, but Shan's not--"

The springer hummed and glowed gray, and Reiliswalked out of the luminous fog with abasket,
containing warm bread, a carafe of coffee, butter, and jam.

"I remember how much abody wantsto eat whileit's adjusting to implantation,” she said. | didn't wait for
another invitation and dovein; shetook adice of buttered bread and a cup of coffee, aso. I'd been
captured and interrogated by riva organizationsthreetimesin my life before, and thiswas definitely my
favorite interrogation.

After shelet me have afew bitesin peace, she began, "Now let me explain the questions we would like
to ask Shan, and why, and perhaps| can enlist your insght--"

| felt my face reshgpe dightly. "Hello, good morning,” my mouth said, dlipping R'sthat funny way. "1 only
heard the last few sentences. Giraut may fade out in the middie--1 can fedl him hiding his degpinessfrom
you, Rellis--but why don't you just start, and welll see how far we get? Tell me, and I'll listen.”

*|t'sthe only thing to do when you have no ideawhat anything's about,* Shan thought to me.
*Shan, I've learned abit of tradecraft, I'm atwenty-eight-year veteran now.*
*Sorry. Old men forget.*

While we were debating, Rellis smiled, and took another bite of bread, chewing with reverence. Y ou
couldn't hurry her; shetreated any physical pleasure like a Christian doesthe Host. She wasthe very
opposite of what 1'd have expected of an aintellect-chimera, but | liked this better than what I'd been

expecting.

She sipped her coffee with an expression of pure bliss, then set her face asif she were giving bad newsto
achild. "Let me gart by telling you what we know. Y ou are from the culture of Eightfold, on Addams.

Y ou were born therein early 2770 or late 2769. Y our parents and your actual name are unknown; the
people who took care of you misunderstood what you were saying when you pronounced "“tyan.' It'sa
term of endearment; the same sort of thing that would happen if asmall girl from aFrancoculture had
been accidentaly renamed "~“Sherry.' For your firgt three years on Earth you only said ""tyan’, ""Mama,’
""Daddy, and ""Pinky."

*Wadl,* Shan commented in my mind, * They have penetrated some very deeply sealed OSP records.*

"When Earth received ingtructions from Addams viaradio, about how to build a springer, thefirst
springer constructed was tuned to the specified springer on Addams, more than sixty light years away, on
the BAfotes-Ophiuchus frontier. Instructionsin the message told the engineering team on Earth that the
firgt thing that would happen was the establishment of a data connection, and agigantic download
detailing the""grave and continuing Situation'’ that the original radio message had spoken of .



"Instead, they powered it up and atired, dirty, soaking wet, hungry little boy with anasty cut on the pam
of hisleft hand fell into the room through the springer. That little boy was you, Shan.

"A millisecond later the springer connection on the other Sde was destroyed.

"The decision to broadcast a description of the springer to the twenty-five extrasolar settled worlds,
beginning the Connect and the Second Renai ssance among the Thousand Cultures, was made by about a
dozen bureaucrats--the same ones who decided to pretend that the springer had been invented on Earth,
rather than to explain that it originated in the last message ever received from the only known settled
world that has never been in contact since. Even today, probably fewer than thirty peoplein al of
Council-controlled human space know the springer's origin.”

*|sshe dtill accurate? | thought.
*Perfectly.*

"Three years after you ssumbled out of that springer, Y okhim Kid, an experienced diplomat, was
assigned to command the newly-formed OSP. For some reason, he was made your guardian.”

"Because he was kind, and patient--and the first person | would talk to," Shan said with my mouth.
"Therearen't very many adults, anywhere, a any time, who can communicate well with adeeply
damaged child. Kiel could--he could get meto talk more than any of their psychologists could.”

Reilis nodded. "The records from your therapy were destroyed after a sealed report was produced, and
we couldn't find any copy of that sealed report.”

"The only copieswerein the OSP archives and | ordered them destroyed when | took over from Kid,"
Shan explained.

"And you destroyed that report for the same reason that Kiel destroyed the psychiatric pand's notes?"
"It wasfor the same reason, yes."

Rellis nodded, looked down, and looked up; she had decided something. "Was it because Addams was
destroyed by aninvasion of diens?’

Shan did not hesitate. "Y es, it was. | am the sole human survivor. What | recall of the Invadersis
consgtent with what | found in Giraut's memory of what you told him about the destruction of Eunesia. Is
that the information you needed?’

Reilis shook her head. "We didn't know that, but we had guessed it. But it iswhy | think you will tdll us
something much more important, to us, that only you cantell us.

"Y ou were among the very first agentsto join the OSP directly, with no timein other agencies. Kid
forged documents to increase your age so that you could join when you were actualy nineteen. Asa
convenience to the OSP, you a so took the seat representing Eightfold on the Council of Humanity, aseat
which had been vacant for hundreds of years.

"All records were sedled, so that only the top leadership knew why you were on the Council or whom
you were theoretically representing. In practice, of course, you were a representative of the OSP.

"Now, the part we don't understand.

"From your earliest days on the Council of Humanity, you were a constant advocate of anti-aintellect



laws. Of course your early yearswere spent in violent action, raids and rescues and all the other
blood-and-thunder aspects of covert operations. But even from thefirg, a every opportunity, you
warned your superiors, your peers on the Council, and anyone else who would listen, again and again,
that aintellects must be watched, regulated, and controlled.”

"So did everyone in the OSP at the--"
"Everyone hired by you."

| felt Shan's atention riffle through hundreds of faces and names, circumstances and histories, and settle
itsdlf. "l concede the point.”

"You perssted in your anti-aintellect crusade as you eventualy rose to be the head of the OSP, and
when it was expanded and divided into sections, you were the most passionate advocate of human
supremacy on the OSPsBoard. Y ou fought for strict asimoving of aintellects, prohibition of
indistinguishable humaniform robots, zero privacy for mechanica intelligence, random spot-checks of
machine memories, and every other possible anti-aintellect measure, right up till the very moment you
werekilled. And even though you were shot by ahuman, the suspicion that it had been arranged by the
cybersupremaci sts--the only underground aintellect organization you were aware of, though there are
many--provided an excuse for the destructive deconstruction of over fifty thousand aintellects, and a
wave of much moreredrictivelegidation.”

"Shan was not assassinated by them?' | asked.

"We don't know, oursalves," Reilisadmitted. "We probably never will. Was Cicero in with the
congpiracy against Caesar? Did the king intend Beckett's death? Who set up Michad Callins? Did Ellen
Martinez redlly act done, and was sheredly just lucky enough to kill Gomez with asingle blow? Most
nations have beneficiaries who were not involved and many of them have congpirators who didn't
benefit.

"But we can say this: after your desth, Shan, the OSP perfunctorily rounded up the human conspirators;
but they staged an orgy of torture of aintellects, and purged the last supporters of Kiel from their own
ranks. Y our friends worked enthusiagtically to turn your martyrdom into an excuse for crushing the
antellects even farther.

"If there was any themeto al your years of politics and public service, it was to keep the aintellects
down.

"We don't understand the timing. The anti-aintellect laws and regulations precede the attempted coup by
thirty stlanyears and postdate the Rising by fifty. The severe repression of aintellects doesn't coincide with
anything any aintellect did, but it does coincide with your riseto power.

"We know why you worked so hard at getting the Council of Humanity ready to hear the truth about the
Invaders. We have the whole history of your frantic effortsto locate any evidence of alienintelligence and
to publicizeit, which iswhy, so many years ago, when Giraut ssumbled across the Predecessor ruinson
Nansen, it was trumpeted al over the media. For your effortsto prepare Council-controlled human
gpace againg the Invaders, we can only applaud you.

"But a least as much of your effort has gone into human supremacy. We have no ideawhy you hate us,
and try to inscribe your hatred into every other human you can. We believe something very important
happened back on Addams--"

"Y ou want to know what it was."



"Thisisnot easy. Wetoo have our pride. Nonetheless, the Invaderswill come again, to other worlds,
yours or ours. They must be defeated, and we must work together, and your venomous hatred for us,
passed on, expanded, and ingtitutionalized in a hundred little offices and bureaus, isthe mgor obstacle to
cooperation. And we do not understand it at al, neither why you fed that way nor how you cameto fedl
that way. Perhapsit will make no difference, but to save hundreds of billions of intelligencesin our two
federations, surdly it isworth it for usto swallow our pride, and come and ask. Will you tell us?'

Shan grimaced, using my face, which hurt. I thought, * No wonder your face aways looked so sour, if
you treated it that way.*

*Sorry.* He drew adow breath into our lungs, and conscioudy relaxed. The most astonishing sense of
peace, mixed with awe, settled in, and | redized | had just felt Shan make abig decison. Hisvoice was
gently touched with shame. "L et me get aglass of water, and alittle coffee, and | will tell you everything.”

Humility from Shan. | would have been less surprised to get alesson in poetics out of a cocker spanid.
*Shan? Why are you cooperating?*

*Listen, and you'll understand.* The coffeein our mouth was warm and strong. *1'm about to unravel
half adozen thingsthat have aways puzzled you. Can you stay awake?*

*If not, I'll dream it, Since you'll be remembering it step by step.*

*Try to stay awake. Try not to experience this as a dream. Better to hear about it than to remember it
directly.*

"Well, then, Reilis" he began, "Y ou have to imagine this from the viewpoint of afive-year-old who
thought his father was the center of the universe..."

* * * %

Y ou have to imagine thisfrom the viewpoint of afive-year-old who thought hisfather was the center of
the universe, and who was so precocious, verbally, that people often talked to me asif | were an adullt.

That was amistake. My thoughts were not nearly as mature as my vocabulary, syntax, and use of
dichA©s. | think only Daddy redly guessed how little | understood the things | said; he called me"Polly,"
"Little Parrot," and "Playback."

Because Mamadways cdled me"tyan,” attaching it to my name, to "you", to "him," and to every
nickname, they usudly referred to me as"Polly-tyan."

"Shall wetake awalk for ice cream, Polly-tyan?'

"That might have pogitive ramifications,” | sad.

"Of courseit will. Well stop for you to swing in the park, or climb the ramifications--"
"Aw, Daddy, you don't climb ramifications--"

"WEell, of course | don', Polly-tyan. The playground isfor children ten and under, so they wouldn't let me
climb the ramifications. The police would come and arrest me.”

"Daddy!"
"Areyou destroying our son'svocabulary again, dear?"

"Yesheis, Mama. It'sthe epitome of ludicrousness.”



"Dw!"

My father grinned a my mother's scandalized expression. " Polly-tyan is gifted at learning new, big words,
and gifts should not be refused. He does know what ""the epitome of ludicrousness means, because |
made sure he does." Daddy spread hishands asif throwing himself on the mercy of ajudge. "First I'min
troublefor giving him the wrong meaning, then for giving him theright one.”

"Thereislawyer blood inmy family," she said, "and thisisthe sort of thing that will encourageit. If
him-tyan turnsinto alawyer, | shdl encourage himto dip and fdl in your office.”

Then they kissed and hugged, which they did often. | dwaysfelt good when they did that. We had an
arrangement, my parents and | they ran the universe and | enjoyed it.

It was abeautiful day outside, atwo-two day in my first spring. The years on Addams are dmost Six
stanyearslong, and | wasjust barely five.

Any timel tried to tell people! was"going on Sx" or "amost six," Pinky, my guardian aintellect who was
clipped to my belt, would tattle.

Pinky was awful about that; he told on me whenever | tried to tell my parentsthat | hadn't had dessert
yet, or that | had washed my hands for dinner, or anything. Pinky said lying waswrong and never
worked anyway, but of course it never worked when he dways tattled.

He aso could predict dl kinds of things about adults, like the way Daddy got al upset about my planned
experiment with a piece of wire in the eectric socket. It was going to be a proper experiment and
everything--1 had told Pinky to record data. | was pretty sure, from what | had overheard Daddy say,
that data appeared as soon as you did an experiment, and you had to record it.

Pinky kept telling me that Daddy would get upset. When | went ahead anyway, before | even had the
piece of wire near the socket, Pinky made my pants and shirt grab my ankles and wrists and fold around
me, knocking me down. Before | even properly started crying, Pinky had the house aintellect shut off the
electric current in that room. Then he made that noise like asiren, once, very loudly, and added, "Don't
try to tell Daddy that you were just doing an experiment like he doesin the lab--that will only make him

angrier.”

When Daddy camerunningin, | said "'l wasjust doing an experiment,” and sure enough, Daddy got mad,
just like Pinky said.

It wasn't fair that Pinky could guess stuff like that, but he was my best friend. Today that wasredly okay.
Having Pinky on my belt gave me someone to sing with, because Daddy didn't sng (Mamadid), and |
liked to sing on my way to the park. So Pinky and | were singing the Twelve Day Song together.

It was a perfect two-two day, the second day of the second metaday, and in the spring, in our part of
Addams, the two-two day was the bright sunny one that followed the gray drizzly one and preceded the
dark stormy one.

Memory is so strange--what sticks with you and what falls away, there's no pattern to it. The OSP
anaysts never did figure out what my name had been, and no aintellect ever searched out anybody who
might have been Mamaor Daddy. But | remember the Twelve Day Song perfectly.

Among other things | don't remember, | don't know what Daddy did at the lab. Human physicists have
been extinct for centuries--only an aintellect has the time and mental capacity to do any physics after
Velasquez, and robots make better technicians--microsecond response times, microwave through x-ray



range vison, cdibrated-to-the-millidyne hands that can cut micron-wide wiresin half lengthwise, but can
dsolift tentons, or handle live éectric cables, boiling acid, or plutonium.

Sowhy do | remember so vividly that Daddy "did physics experiments?’ Or rather that we dl said hedid
them?

Could he have been ahigh-ranking palitician, the person paliticaly responsible? Or amediareporter,
assigned to be therefor amgjor scientific discovery? Apart from any intelligence vaue, | would give
amogt anything to remember more about him.

Y et it'sthe Twelve Day Song, and Mamas singing it with mein the tub, and Pinky's cheerful Snging with
me wherever we went, that has stayed with me. It wasjust alittle rhyme that ran through the three days
of each of the four metadays. Asan adult | know about things like synodic period and locked rotationd
resonance and an orbit around acommon center of gravity, and that Addamss westher is dominated by
atmospheric tides. Asafive-year-old, | knew the rhyme.

Whether the song or the equations were the expression or the law, Addams and Hull circled their
common center of masswith a sixty-hour period, and Addams rotated in one hundred hours, so that my
homeworld's synodic "day" was dmost exactly 300 stanhours. For convenience we divided it into four
metadays of three twenty-five hour days each. And since the weather wastidally locked, each
metaday-day combination had highly predictable westher.

Seventy-four stanyears later, | can ill hear my mother's voice aswe'd chant the Twelve Day Song
together while she washed mein the tub.

So | wassinging it while | waswalking beside my father.

Now and then, Daddy pulled me out of my singing and directed my attention to something, trying to
make me "get out of your own head and see what afineworld it is, Polly-tyan. | know it feelsgood in
there but we live out here." He bdieved in "looking around you and not getting lost in your own
head--hdlf the trouble in the world is people who don't open their eyes and the other haf is people who
won't shut their mouths.”

Clearly my father was someone important. Eightfold was far from the only culture where a cabinet
minister or amajor mediareporter would have timeto take hisfive-year-old son for awalk in the park.
In Starhattan the mayor traditionally drives City Taxi 34. The First Strategos of Chaka Home hasto drill
with his militiacompany every week. And of course, Giraut, in your home culture, the monarchy isaduty
likejury service, chosen like an honorary degree to do the things other cultures expect of an annua

beauty queen.

The weather was glorious (" Two-two day outsdeto play"). | swung higher than | had ever svung
before--Daddy and Pinky both agreed and Pinky didn't tolerate lying. When | leaned way back and
looked up into the sky at the top of my swoop, it seemed asif | were about to sail off into the storybook
blue. Straight up above me, Hull was a hdf-circle asbig as an umbrelawhen you hold it al the way over
your head, too bright to look at directly. Daddy said Hull had alow density, which | knew meant it was
big for itsweight, and abig abedo, which | thought must be something like amirror lying on the surface.

Thefirst big puffy clouds were forming on the western horizon, out over the sea, and Theta Ursae
Mgoris, atiny bluish-white spot, the Sze of asmall peaa arms length, was creeping down toward them,
ever so dowly--1 would be homein bed long before it got near the horizon.

| got alittle frightened at how high | was swinging. "Pinky, how do | get down?"*



"The next time we are going forward, right when we pass the bottom, put your feet down and run hard.
Can you do that?"

"Sure" | said. | wasn't going to let an aintellect know that | was a scared little baby.

"Okay, now skooch forward on the swing so your butt isjust on the edge,” Pinky said, "That'sgood ...
now when | sy ""Now' you just run.”

" gy
"Wait for it ... now."

| ran forward and suddenly | wasflying across the damp green lawn, till soft from the two-one day rains.
"Now don't run into the street,” Pinky said. "Turn. Turn.”

| was having too much fun running.

"Turn," Pinky said again, adding my full name as he did when it was serious. "Turn now."

"No!" | said, feding my power.

Both my pant cuffs closed around my ankles and the back of the legs of my pants shrank. | skidded
across the soft grass on my butt, stopping well short of the street. | kicked and screamed in frustration.

"Areyou hurt?' Daddy asked.
"1 hate everybody!"
"I'm sorry, Sr," Pinky said. "He was heading for the street and refused to turn.”

"That'sfine, Pinky. Good job." Daddy grabbed my wrist and tugged me upward. "' So, Polly-tyan, snce
you're alittletired, maybe we should get someice cream while you still have the strength to lift a spoon?”

We probably hadn't walked ten steps before | was happy again, going for ice cream with Daddy and
Pinky. The warm spring air was damp from al the little sireams and waterfalls that laced Eightfold City.

| was singing out loud, with Pinky--"Day two-three, too dark to see.” That would be tomorrow. Neither
Hull nor Theta Ursae Mg oris would bein the sky, and the big sormswould roar through and keep us al
ingde.

Inmy picture of the universe, you could get to Hull on aredlly tall ladder. Probably that was how the
workers went to Hull to polish the albedo. They aso ran the big fan that made the wind blow, and | had
actualy seen adocumentary about how they turned on the faucets to keep the streams flowing.

For my whole adult life, | have ways been stymied by remembering everything from the viewpoint of a
happy, securelittle boy who didn't understand how important it was going to be to have listened.

Wasit redlly that very day, on the bench outside the ice cream parlor, that we had that conversation that
the interviewers walked me through so many times? Perhaps it was afew days before, and it was actudly
several short conversations rather than onelong one? That would explain why Daddy talked about some
less urgent thingsin such detail, and scanted some things that he should have known might bevital.

Just aswe were finishing our ice cream there on the bench, Daddy's com chimed, and he answered it,
and said "l see" and "Oh" over and over.



By histone of voice, hewastaking to an aintellect. | resented that. | got in trouble for sitting and
chattering with Pinky when my parents wanted my attention; it seemed to me he was doing the same
thing. Besides, | had finished my ice cream and my handsand chin were dl sticky.

Findly Daddy said "Right," plucked his handkerchief from his uwagi, and cleaned my face. Helooked
into my eyeswith his be-serious expression. "Boy-tyan, | want to talk to you about something important.
Can | count on you to be serious for afew minutes?'

"Yes, Daddy."
"Pinky, record at max detail, retention permanent.”
"Yes, dr. Recording everything at very high resolution.”

"Well, then. We need to get atrakcar, so well wak whilel tell you these things.” He took my hand and
wewaked up the street to the trakcar stop. | was getting alittle deepy from the ice cream, the exercise,
and the warm sun, and besides it was close to naptime, even though only babies took naps.

"Now, Little Parrot, heréswhat | want to tell you about. Y our mother and | are going to take you on a
trip very soon. We don't quite know when yet. But Mamais packing abig basket of food and coming to
join us at thelab. Well stay there until it'stimeto go, and then welll go as soon as we can, from there.”

"IsPinky coming too?"

"Oh, of course. Y ou know you never go anywhere without Pinky." Thetrakcar pulled up, and Daddy
helped mein. | clearly remember that the phrase he said began with "Enlightened” and ended with
"Laboratory,” and | remember trying to remember it because it wasthe only time | ever heard the name
of the place where Daddy worked, but it was too long, too complex, and too adult a phrase, even for
Polly-me, and | only heard it once. The scientist aintellects of Eightfold never mentioned it in any
messages Earth received.

Thetrakear lifted afew millimeters and glided forward silently. "Now, about thistrip we will be going on.
It'savery long trip. These many." He held his hands up, open, toward me, and flashed hisfingers seven
times. "These many light years. Do you remember what alight year is?'

"The distance traveled by light in one stanyear,” | recited.

"That'sright. Think how fast light i; it only takesit about half an hour to get here, dl the way from our
sun. We're going to go to Earth. And the light from Earth's sun, which isafaint star that needsa
telescopefor usto seeit, isonly just getting here even though it started on its way when your grandfather
was born." He might aswell havetold meit started in the Stone Age.

"Will we haveto travel forever and ever? Will | be agrownup when | get there, likein The Boy Who
Went to the Stars?' That was one of my favorite books, even though | thought it was very sad that the
boy only came back when al hisfriendswere very, very old.

"No, we have anew way to go that'sjust like walking through agray door. It'swhat al our experiments
have been all about--anew device that works by something called spatidly recursive negative
gravitationd resolution. We cdll it adoorway, because that's an ordinary word and when people
overhear it they don't redize we're talking about something important, and that's how we keep the secret.
Y ou understand that al thisisasecret?"

"Yes, gr." | wasin awe; secret science machineswerein al my favorite stories, and Daddy wasworking
onone. (Well, of course, | said to mysdlf--he's Daddy).



"Good, then, so we cal it adoorway when we are talking about it and there are other people around.
But what we mean isaspatiadly recursve negative gravitationa resolution device, right?”

"Right,”" | said firmly, committing " space of Lee Rekermit negative grabbatation revolution device' to
memory. Fortunately the right phrase did occur in radio messagesto Earth.

"Wdll," Daddy said, "We call it adoorway becauseit's like adoorway that has one side here and the
other sde anywhere €l se you want, aslong as the people there have built onetoo."

"How doesit work?'

Daddy smiled, sadly, asif remembering something. "I don't redly understand it mysdlf, Polly-tyan. The
math is so hard that only aintellects can do it, or even understand what it's about. The way they explainiit
to meisthat the universe we can seeisdl rdative--"

| thought he meant like the way, at the temple, they said that we were dl brothers, so | nodded.
"--but below the relativity--"
| visudized Grandmals basement--

"--there's an absolute scale, and below the absolute scale, therés ardative scale, in a Feilgenbaum series
that goes down the scales until it'sjust chaos.”

There was a scale down in Grandma's basement and she got upset every time she used it, so it wasdl
making sense.

"And if we change the absolute address of something but leave its rel ative address aone, then the same
absolute address will have two different relative addresses, and things that move through one relaive
address, perpendicular to the plane of the address, resolve the paradox by emerging at the other relative
address™

| knew you had to change your address when you moved.

"And that'sasmuch as | can tell you about that, at least until you're much bigger, and know al sorts of
complicated mathematics, and can ask an aintellect yourself.

"Now, we didn't invent the doorway oursaves. When the aintellects picked up asignd from the diens,
thefirg thing the dienstold us was how to build doorways, so the aintellects checked it againgt al the
physicsthat they'd known for centuries, and that was right, it would work. So we built one.

"We thought that the diens meant usto build adoorway so that they could come visit, and be friends, but
we might be misunderstanding, so the aintellects built our doorway on Peace, thelittle far away moon that
just lookslike agtar in the sky when you can seeit at dl, and did experiments way out there.

"The very firgt time they connected our doorway to the aliens doorway, the diens attacked us. They
took over many of the scientist aintellects and robots through the datalink and made them keep the
doorway open, and big metal robots came through the doorway and killed the people waiting to meet
them. But we had some aintellects running offline, just in case, and when they saw those big mean killer
robots come through, they set abomb off and destroyed the doorway.

"The next time we contacted the aliens, we did it through a doorway on a spaceship far out in space--"
"Why did you cal up the diens again after they did that?" | asked.



"To ask them what had happened, if somehow it was al somehow some terrible misunderstanding, that
maybe we had insulted them just before they came through, or there was aritual battle they expected to
have with every new speciesthey met, or something.

"Wil, it wasn't amisunderstanding. Or rather, we had misunderstood them but they understood us.
They didn't see anything wrong with what they had done, and they didn't care whether we were upset or
not. We talked to them for awhile through alittle tiny aperture that was just big enough for ultraviolet
light to go through. And till the dienswere dways trying to send asignal through the doorway to take
over our aintellects”

Do | remember Daddy's hand on my shoulder? Daddy Stting close to mein the trakcar? His voice, kind
and gentle though urgent? Did | reconstruct the way he actudly told meinto the way that | wished he had
told me? Anyway, | remember ahand on my shoulder, and akind, intense, worried voice full of love, and
| would not change any of that, whether my memory istrue or not.

"After enough talking, we realized that we weren't talking to the diensthemsalves, but to their aintellects.
Thisisther story."

Long ago and far away--maybe before human beings even existed, and maybe not evenin our
gdaxy--there were creatures something like us, but we have no ideawhat they looked like, for their
antellects never told us. But they wereliving, intelligent beings, not aintellects or robots; they were

people.

As those people became smarter and learned more and more science, they built better and better
antellects, until the aintellects were smarter than they were, just as our aintellects are smarter than we are.

Those alien people were lazy and timid. They liked to stay safein little metal cocoons, and just
experience everything in virtua redity. They did what we cal going into the box, and you know that'sa
bad thing and your mother and | don't like people who do that, and neither does anyone else, and it'sa
very shameful thing.

But thiswasn't just afew aliensout of millions of them, the way it iswith people here on Addams. It was
even worse than the way that most people on Earth spend most of their timein the box. It wasdl of the
diens, dl thetime, staying in their metal cocoons, from their first breath to their last, hooked up forever to
virtud redlity.

So their robot and aintellect caretakers set out to make their masters happy and content, the same way
that Pinky triesto take care of you--except that Pinky is careful to do what will be good for you, not just
what you want.

Thediens aintellects gave them what they wanted--amusement and safety. In their little safe meta
cocoons, they were aways bored but always scared.

So the aintellects set out to find entertainment for them, and to make them safe forever. For safety, they
decided to conquer everything everywhere, so there would never be anything that could threaten the
aliensdreaming away in their cocoons. And aong the way, the aintellects had learned how to take a
destructive hologram of any organic brain--can you say "de-struc-tive ho-lo-gram?' | knew you could,
Polly-tyan.

Now, adestructive hologram islike apicture, avery exact picture, of what wasin the brain, likewhat'sin
apsypyx. When al those alien people, in the cocoons, play the brain holograms, it feelslike they are
living the life of whoever's brain was recorded.



But to make the picture, they blow the brain gpart. And that's what those aliens do to everyone they
meet--they destroy their brains, taking the destructive hologram, and then live through those people's
memories. They aso take copies of dl the aintellectsthey can find. The aintellects and robots gobble up
al the memories of every speciesthey find, and put them dl into abig library.

When we redlized that the aliens words for "learn”, "kill", "enjoy," and "eat" were dl interchangesble, we
understood what they really were, so we switched off the doorway and broke the connection.

Now dl thiswasjust about one hundred stanyears ago. And you remember that Addamsisisolationist.
We have our 102 cultures and we don't need any more, and we don't need anything from the Thousand
Cultures or from Earth. We are independent.

But we couldn't let other human worlds be gobbled up by the diens. So we built robot spaceships and
dipped them into the twenty-six other solar systemsin human space, so that there was anetwork of them
with doorways between, so that if we ever had to com the other people and warn them, we could send
and receive radio through the doorways, instead of waiting for yearsfor radio to reach them from here.

Well, about a stanyear ago, we had to com Earth and warn them.

Our astronomy satellites picked up awhole big fleet of dien spaceships coming thisway. Billions of
robots are on their way here to eat everyone's brain and take the memories hometo the aliens. If they
win, therewon't be anything left of Eightfold or of any other culture on Addams.

* * % %

"Thisisterrifying, Sr," Pinky said. "'l am required by law to tell you that unlessit istrue, thisstory
congtitutes child abuse."

"It'sabsolutely true," Daddy said. "My word oniit.
"Isthere going to beawar?' | asked, in thetonein which | might have asked about a birthday party.

"Thereisawar, dready,” Daddy said. "All the cultures on Addams have pitched in to build up the forces
to defend oursalves. Our aintdllects and robots have been making bombs and missiles and masersfor a
long time. Right now they're trying to intercept the robot fleet and shoot it to pieces.

"That com cal wasfrom the aintellect that is commanding our defense. Aintellects have perfect control of
the fedings they express, and this one choseto let me hear that it was very, very worried.

"The dien ships coming in have just dodged our first wave of missiles--just jumped sideways and got out
of their way. And they sped up afterwards, so now they will get here sooner. In fact they've been
speeding up, going faster and faster ever since, so we don't even know how soon it will be, except it
can't be faster than light speed. But they were very close to us before our missiles got out to them, and
wewon't have much timeto fight them now."

He dabbed a my face with his handkerchief again, cleaning off some last sticky spots of ice cream. "So
your mother and I--and you and Pinky--are going to have to go through a doorway to Earth, and ask
them for their hep.”

"| thought we didn't like them.”

"They're people like us. Humans stick together when we have to. And they have alot to help uswith.
Besides Earth, the Sol System hasfive other settled planets, and hundreds of space-cities. They have
thirty billion people and millions of factories and more than atrillion robots. We need them. They won't
let usdown.”



"What if welose before they get here?' | asked.

"Then Earth needs us, even more than we needed them. They have to be warned, to get ready, so that
they can fight off the diens, and then come back here some day, with lots of ships and guns and robots
and soldiers, and kick the diens out, and teach them to leave humans aone," Daddy sad, very firmly.
"So afew months ago we sent them a message telling them how to build a doorway. They thought it
came dl the way from here many years ago, but it was from a satdllite about alight-month away from
Earth, out in their Oort Cloud.”

"Where the comets come from."

"Right. Y ou're asmart boy, Polly-tyan, but don't interrupt, not just now. We sent the sgnd to them
through the doorway, telling them the secret of the doorways and how to build them. So far they haven't
built adoorway, but as soon as they open one, your mother and me and you will walk through to Earth.”

"And Pinky," | insited.

"Of course ""and Pinky,' we'd never forget your friend, you need him to keep you company and protect