Praise for Nebula Awar ds Showcase 2007...

“Resnick has done acommendable job of choosing representative new work. ... The vast mgority of the
storiesincluded are smply wonderful and absolutely deserve recognition. ... Bottom line: Thisyear’s
Nebula Showcase actualy succeeds in showcasing agrest variety of truly good work. Read it now.”

—InterGaactic Medicine Show

“The annua Nebula Awards Showcase anthol ogies aways have something interesting to offer up....
There are plenty of solid, entertaining piecesin thisanthology.”

—Subterranean

“Asdways, afine anthology.”

—Alternative Worlds

...and for the previous volumes

“Would serve well asaone-volumetext for a coursein contemporary sciencefiction.”
—TheNew York Review of Science Fiction

“Reading al of Nebula Awards Showcase 2002 isaway of reading abunch of good stories. Itisasoa
very good way to explore the writing of tomorrow.”

—John Clute, scifi.com

“Conveysasense of the vitaity and excitement that have characterized the field' sinternd dialogues and
debate over the last few years. One of the most entertaining Nebulavolumesin years.”

—L ocus

“Stdlar.... Thisisnot only amust-read for anyone with an interest in the field, but a pleasureto read. ...
That' s more reassuring than surprising, of course, given that this collection haslittle if any agendabesides
quaity writing, but it is reassuring to see that so many fresh voices are o much fun.... Worth picking up.”

—SF Revu

“While the essays offer one answer to the question of where does SF go now, the stories show that
science fiction writers continue to reexamine their vison of the future. It’sa continuing dialogue, and by
including critical essays dong with the stories, the Nebula Awards Showcase 2002 does more to present
the SFfield as an ongoing conversation and discussion of ideas than any of the other best of the year
anthologies. It'saworthy contribution and agood volume to have on your shelf.”

—SF Site

“Every fan will have ther favorites, there' s pretty much something for everyone.... Overdl, Nebula
Awards Showcase 2006 getsit right. | judgeit a keeper.”

—Saifi Dimensons
“[A] qudity mix of literary SF and fantasy with critical essays.”
—Publishers Weekly



“An essentia index of oneyear in SF and fantasy.”

—Booklist

“The variety of taste shown by the SFWA continues to be striking and heartening.”
—Publishers Weekly

“Invauable, not just for the splendid fiction and lively nonfiction, but as another annua snapshot,
complete with grins and scowls”

—Kirkus Reviews
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INTRODUCTION

BEN BOVA

I” ve had alove affair with sciencefiction sncel first learned to read. In fact, one of my incentivesfor
learning to read was Action Comics, featuring Superman.

| can Hill seethat dazzling illustration showing arocket ship fleeing from the exploding planet Krypton.
Tak about “ sense of wonder”! 1t knocked me on my five-year-old butt. And started alifelong fascination
with astronomy, rocketry, and (of course) sciencefiction.

That one image taught me an important lesson: The universe changes, sometimes aoruptly, dramatically,
catastrophicaly. And the literature of change isthe aforementioned genre of sciencefiction.

It was aghetto literature then. Respectable peopl e disdained science fiction, branding it astrashy pulp
fiction, not worthy of serious congideration.

But | loved it. From swashbuckling John Carter on Edgar Rice Burroughs s Barsoom to Issac ASmov’s
“The Ugly Little Boy,” | saw much morein science fiction than in most of the contemporary literature
being published then. | devoured the pages of Astounding Science Fiction and, later, Galaxy and The
Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction.

Y et even by thetime | began working on thefirst American artificia satdllite program, Vanguard, | found
that even professona rocket engineers till hid their copies of Astounding Science Fiction magazinein the
bottom drawer of their desks.

Then came SFWA. Origindly cdled Science Fiction Writers of America, the organization broadened its



scope eventudly to become Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of America (athough it officidly
retained the acronym SFWA), in recognition of the true breadth of thefield.

SFWA began in thefertile mind of Damon Knight. He and hiswife, Kate Wilhelm, hosted the annua
Milford Science Fiction Writers Conference in their Pennsylvaniahome each summer. One year, Damon
proposed that we create a professional organization, by, of, and for the writersin our field.

Therest, asthey say, ishistory. It may be coincidence, but as SFWA began to establish the professiona
integrity of sciencefiction and fantasy, universities began taking the field serioudy and teaching coursesin
it. And book publishers started to redlize that sciencefiction and fantasy appealsto avery wide audience,
thanksin no smal measure to publishers and editors such as lan Balantine and Judy-Lynn del Rey.

It didn’t hurt, of course, that TV's Star Trek and Hollywood blockbusters such as 2001: A Space
Odyssey and Star Wars opened the eyes of hundreds of millions of viewersto the same “ sense of
wonder” that smacked mewhen | first saw the planet Krypton explode.

Today science fiction and fantasy have infiltrated (conquered, I’ m tempted to say) just about every facet
of popular culture, from romance novelsto Broadway musicas, from televison seriesto university sudies
of “dternate futures”

Science fiction and fantasy have matured. And so has SFWA. The organization isthriving, and has been
agtrong advocate for writersin their never-ending struggles with publishers and producers who would
liketo take the fruit of awriter’ sgenius and |labor without paying fairly for it.

Since 1966 the members of SFWA have given Nebula Awards to the stories and screenplays they
congder the best of the year. Thisisthe most coveted award in the field, bestowed on writers by their
fellow writers.

Each year the Nebula Award winners are showcased in an anthology. Y ou hold in your handsthe
Nebula Showcase 2008, which features the award winners of 2006. Within the covers of this book you
can seewhat SFWA’s members considered the best work of that year: the awvard winnersin each
category, the Grand Masters and Authors Emeriti, plusatrio of essays discussing the past, present, and
future of the sciencefiction and fantasy field.

Y ou will seethe Rhyding Award-winning poems, essays on the Best Script Nebulaand the André
Norton Award for young adult fiction, aswell asabroad variety of story types, themes, and treatments.
Whichisonly naturd, sncethefied of sciencefiction and fantasy encompassesdl of time, dl of space,
al of the universe within the human soul—and then some.

Have an exciting journey!

Ben Bova
Naples, Forida
June 2007

ABOUT THE SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY
WRITERS OF AMERICA

T he Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of America, Incorporated (SFWA), includes among its
members most of the active writers of sciencefiction and fantasy. According to the bylaws of the
organization, its purposeis “to promote the furtherance of the writing of sciencefiction, fantasy, and
related genres as aprofession.” SFWA informswriters on professional matters, protectsther interests,



and helpsthem in dealings with agents, editors, anthologists, and producers of nonprint media. It also
strivesto encourage public interest in and appreciation of sciencefiction and fantasy.

Anyone may become an active member of SFWA after the acceptance of payment for one professonaly
published nove, one professionally produced dramatic script, or three professiondly published pieces of
short fiction. Only science fiction, fantasy, horror, and other prose fiction of ardated genre, in English,
shal be consdered as quaifying for active membership. Beginning writerswho do not yet qudify for
active membership may join as associate members, other classes of membership includeillustrator
members (artists), affiliate members (editors, agents, reviewers, and anthologists), estate members
(representatives of the estate of active members who have died), and ingtitutional members (high schools,
colleges, universities, libraries, broadcasters, film producers, futurist groups, and individuas associated
with such aninditution).

Anyonewho is not amember of SFWA may subscribe to The Bulletin of the Science Fiction and
Fantasy Writers of America. The magazineis published quarterly and contains articles by well-known
writers on all aspects of their profession. Subscriptions are twenty-one dollars per year or thirty dollars
for two years. For information on how to subscribe to the Bulletin, or for more information about SFWA,
writeto:

SFWA, Inc.
P.O. Box 877
Chestertown, MD 21620

USA

Readers are dso invited to visit the SFWA site on the World Wide Web a www.sfwa.org.

NEBULA AWARD, BEST SHORT STORY
ECHO

ELIZABETH HAND

Elizabeth Hand is the multiple-award-winning author of nine noves, including Generation Loss, Morta
Love, and lllyria, aswdll asthree collections of short fiction, the most recent of which is Saffron and
Brimstone: Strange Stories. Sheis alongtime contributor to the Washington Post Book World, the
Village Voice, and Down East magazine, among numerous others, and writes aregular column for
Fantasy & Science Fiction magazine. She lives on the coast of Maine with her two teenage children and
her partner, British critic John Clute. Sheis currently working on anove about Arthur Rimbaud, titled
Wonderwall.

About “ Echo’ shewrites:

“Echo” grew from my long epistolary friendship with journdist David Streitfeld. We' ve only met a handful
of times since 1988, but have corresponded regularly since then. My novels Morta Love and Generation
Loss are dedicated to David, dong with the four post-9/11 stories that comprise“ The Lost Domain”
sequence, published separately but collected in toto in Saffron and Brimstone,



The phrase “thelost domain” comes from Alain-Fournier’s 1913 novel The Wanderer (Le Grand
Meaulnes). The nature of ingpiration and desire, the relationship of the muse to an artist—these were the
things David and | talked about endlessy, and most of the work I’ ve done in the new millennium has
been informed by these discussions. “ The Lost Domain” was a protracted effort on my part to shape
theseideasinto fiction, and “ Echo” wasthefirst sory in the sequence.

In September 2002, David went on assignment to Baghdad to write about what was then euphemistically
termed “the rebuilding effort.” We were out of touch during his stint there, though, unlike other journdists
and far too many soldiers, he returned safely home to write about the experience. “ Echo” grew out of the
dread | felt during that time, along with the surreal sense of horror and isolation that continuesto shade
our post-9/11 world.

ECHO
ELIZABETH HAND

T hisisnot thefirgt time this has happened. I’ ve been here every timeit has. Always| learn about it the
same way, amessage from someone five hundred miles away, athousand, comesflickering across my
screen. Thereé sno TV here on theidand, and the radio reception is potty: the signal comes across
Penobscot Bay from atower atop Mars Hill, and any kind of weather—thunderstorms, high winds,
blizzards—brings the tower down. Sometimes|’ m listening to the radio when it happens, music playing,
Nick Drake, apromo for the Common Ground Country Fair; then a sudden soft explosive hisslike damp
hay faling onto abonfire. Then slence.

Sometimes | hear about it from you. Or, well, | don’t actudly hear anything: | read your messages,
imagine your voice, for amoment neither sardonic nor world-weary, just exhausted, too fraught to be
expressive. Words like feathersfaling from the sky, black specks on blue.

The Space Needle. Sears Tower. LaGuardia Airport. Golden Gate Bridge. The Millennium Eye. The
Bahrain Hilton. Sydney, Singapore, Jerusaem.

Y ears gpart a first; then months; now years again. How long hasiit been since thefirst tower fell? When
did I last hear from you?

| can’t remember.

Thismorning | took the dog for awalk acrossthe idand. We often go in search of birds, me for my
work, the wolfhound to chase for joy. He ran across the ridge, rushing at a partridge that burst into the
arinaroar of copper feathers and beech leaves. The dog dashed after her fruitlessly, long jaw diced
open to show red gums, white teeth, a panting unfurled tongue.

“Finn!” | called and he circled round the fern brake, snapping at bracken and crickets, black splinters
that legpt wildly from hisjaws. “Finn, get back here.”

He came. Mineisthe only voice he knows now.

There was awhile when | worried about things like food and water, whether | might need to get to a
doctor. But the dug well isgood. I’ d put up enough dried beans and canned goodsto last for years, and
the garden does wdll these days. The warming means longer summers here on theidand, more sun; | can



grow tomatoes now, and basil, scotch bonnet peppers, plantsthat | never could grow when | first
arrived. Theroot cdllar under the cottage is dry enough and cool enough that | keep al my medications
there, things | stockpiled back when | could get over to Ellsworth and the mainland—albuterol inhalers,
dprazolam, amoxicillin, Tylenol and codeine, ibuprofen, aspirin; cases of food for the wolfhound. When |
first put the solar cdlls up, vistors shook their heads: not enough sunny daysthisfar north, not enough
light. But that changed too asthe days got warmer.

Now it' sthewirdesssignd that’ s difficult to capture, not sunlight. There will be months on end of silence
and then it will flare up again, for days or even weeks, | never know when.

If I'mlucky, | patchinto it, then St there, waiting, holding my breeth until the messages begin to scroll
across the screen, looking for your name. | go downstairsto my office every day, like an angler going to
shore, casting my line though | know the weather’ swrong, the currents too strong, not enough wind or
too much, the power grid like the Grand Banks scraped barren by decades of trawlers dragging the
bottom. Sometimes my line would latch onto you: sometimes, in the middle of the night, it would be the
middle of the night where you were, too, and we d write back and forth. | used to joke about these
letters going out like messagesin bottles, not knowing if they would reach you, or where you' d be when
they did.

London, Paris, Petra, Oahu, Moscow. Y ou were aways too far away. Now you're like everyone else,
unimaginably distant. Who would ever have thought it could dl be gone, just likethat? Thelast time | saw
you was in the hotel in Toronto, we looked out and saw the spire of the CN Tower like Cupid’ sarrow
aimed at us. Y ou stood by the window and the sun was behind you and you looked like acorngtalk 1'd
seen once, burning, your gray hair turned to gold and your face smoke.

| can't seeyou again, you said. Deirdreissick and | need to be with her.

| didn’t believe you. We made plansto meet in Montredl, in Halifax, Seeitle. Grey places; after Deirdre’'s
treatment ended. After she got better.

But that didn’t happen. Nobody got better. Everything got worse.

Inthefirst days| would climb to the highest point on the idand, agranite dome ringed by tamaracks and
hemlock, the grey stone covered with lichen, celadon, bone-white, brilliant orange: asthough armfuls of
dried flowers had been tossed from an airplane high overhead. When evening came the aurora boredis
would streak the sky, crimson, emerad, amber, as though the sun were rising in the west, in the middle of
the night, rising for hours on end. | lay on my back wrapped in an old Pendleton blanket and watched,
the dog Finn stretched out dongside me. One night the spectra display continued into dawn, faling
arrows of green and scarlet, Slver threads like rain or sheet lightning racing through them. Theair
hummed, | pulled up the deeve of my flannd shirt and watched as the hairs on my arm rose and remained
erect; looked down at the dog, awake now, growling steadily as he stared at the trees edging the granite,
hishair on end like acat’ s. There was nothing in the woods, nothing in the sky above us. After perhaps
thirty minutes | heard amuffled sound to the west, like afar-off sonic boom; nothing more.

After Toronto we spoke only once ayear; you would make your annua pilgrimage to mutua friendsin
Parisand cal mefrom there. It was ajoke, that we could only spesk like this.

I’m never closer to you than when I’ m in the seventh arrondissement at the Bowlses', you said.

But even before then we' d seldom talked on the phone. Y ou said it would destroy the purity of our
correspondence, and refused to give me your number in Seattle. We had never seen that much of each



other anyway, a handful of times over the decades. Glasgow once, San Francisco, along weekend in
Liverpool, another in New Y ork. Everything wasin theletters; only of course they weren't actud letters
but bits of information, code, eectrica sparks; like neurotransmitters leaping the chasm between
synapses. When | dreamed of you, | dreamed of your name shining in the middle of acomputer screen
likearipplein till water. Evenin dreams| couldn’t touch you: my fingerswould hover above your face
and you' d fragment into jots of grey and black and slver. When you werein Basral didn’t hear from
you for months. Afterward you said you were glad; that my silence had been like a gift.

For awhile, thefirst four or five years, | would go down to where | kept the dinghy moored on the
shingleat Amonsic Cove. It had alittle two-horsepower enginethat | kept filled with gasoline, in casel
ever needed to get to the mainland.

But the tides are tricky here, they race high and treacheroudy fast in the Reach; the Ellsworth American
used to run stories every year about lobstermen who went out after a snagged line and never came up, or
people from away who migudged the time to come back from their picnic on Egg Idand, and never
made it back. Then one day | went down to check on the dinghy and found the engine gone. | walked
the length of the beach two days running at low tide, searching for it, went out asfar as| could on foot,
hopping between rocks and tidal pools and startling the cormorants where they sat on high boulders,
wings held out to dry like black angelsin the thin sunlight. I never found the motor. A year after that the
dinghy cameloosein astorm and was lost aswdll, though for months | recognized bits of itsweathered
red planking when they washed up onshore.

The book | was working on last time was atrandation of Ovid's Metamorphosis. The manuscript
remains on my desk beside my computer, with my notes on the nymph “whaose tongue did not still when
others spoke,” the girl cursed by Herato fall in love with beautiful, brutal Narkissos. He hears her
pleading voicein the woods and calsto her, mistaking her for hisfriends.

But it isthe nymph who emerges from the forest. And when he sees her Narkissos strikes her, repul sed;
then flees. Emoriar quam st tibi copianostri! he cries; and with those words condemns himself.

Better to die than be possessed by you.

And see, hereis Narkissos dead beside the woodland pool, his hand trailing in the water as he gazes at
his own reflection. Of the nymph,

Sheisvanished, savefor these:

her bones and avoice that

cdlsout amongs the trees.

Her bones are scattered in the rocks.

She moves now in the laurels and beeches,

she moves unseen across the mountaintops.

Y ou will hear her in the mountains and wild places,

but nothing of her remains save her voice,



her voice done, aone upon the mountaintop.

Several months ago, midsummer, | began to print out your letters. | was afraid something would happen
to the computer and | would lose them forever. 1t took aweek, working off and on. The printer usesa
lot of power and the idand had become locked in by fog; the rows of solar cdlls, for thefirst time, failed
to give me enough light to read by during the endless grey days, let done run the computer and printer for
more than fifteen minutes at a stretch. Still, | managed, and at the end of aweek held a sheaf of pages.
Hundreds of them, maybe more; they made alarger stack than the piles of notes for Ovid.

| love the purity of our relationship, you wrote from Singapore. Trust me, it’ s better thisway. You'll have
me forever!

There were poems, quotes from Cavafy, Sappho, Robert Lowell, W. S. Merwin. It'shard for meto
admit this, but the sad truth is that the more intimate we become here, the lesslikely it iswe |l ever meet
aganinred life. Some of the letters had my responses copied at the beginning or end—imploring,
fractious—linesfrom other poems, songs.

Swept with confused darms of

| long and seek after

Y ou can't put your arms around amemory.

Thefirst time, air traffic stopped. That was the eeriest thing, eerier than the absence of lightswhen | stood
upon the granite dome and looked westward to the mainland. | was used to the dow constant flow
overhead, planes taking the Great Circle Route between New Y ork, Boston, London, Stockholm,
passing above the idands, Labrador, Greenland, grey space, white. Now, day after day after day the sky
was empty. Thetower on MarsHill fell slent. The dog and | would crisscrosstheidand, me throwing
gticksfor him to chase across the rocky shingle, the wolfhound racing after them and returning tirdesdy,
over and over.

After aweek the planesreturned. The sound of the first one was like an explosion after that silence, but
othersfollowed, and soon enough | grew accustomed to them again. Until once more they stopped.

| wonder sometimes, How do | know thisisal truly happening? Y our letters come to me, blue sparks
channeled through sunlight; you and your words are more red to me than anything else. Yet how red is
that? How red isall of this?When | lie upon the granite | can fed stone pressing down against my skull,
the trgjectory of satellites across the sky above me adow steady pulsein time with the firing of chemical
sgndsinmy head. It'sthe only thing | hear, now: it has been ayear at least sSince the tower at Mars Hill
went dead, seemingly for good.

One afternoon, along time ago now, the wolfhound began barking frantically and | looked out to seea
skiff making itsway acrossthe water. | went down to meet it: Rick Osgood, the part-time constable and
volunteer fire chief from MarsHill.

“We hadn’t seen you for awhile,” he called. He drew the skiff up to the dock but didn’t get out.



“Wanted to make sure you were okay.”

| told him | was, asked him up for coffee but he said no. “ Just checking, that’ sdl. Making around of the
idandsto make sure everyone' s okay.”

He asked after the children. | told him they’ d gone to stay with their father. | stood waving, as he turned
the skiff around and it churned back out across the dark water, a spume of black smoketrailing it. | have
Seen no one since.

Three weeks ago | turned on the computer and, for thefirst time in months, was able to patch into a
sgna and search for you. The news from outside was scattered and dl bad. Pictures, mostly; they seem
to have lost the urge for language, or perhapsit isjust easier thisway, with o many people so far gpart.
Some things take us to a place where words have no meaning. | was readying mysdlf for bed when
suddenly there was aspurt of sound from the monitor. | turned and saw the screen filled with strings of
words. Your name: they were al messages from you. | sat down dated and trembling, waiting asfor a
quarter-hour they cascaded from the sky and moved beneath my fingertips, silver and black and grey and
blue. | thought that at last you had found me; that these were years of words and yearning, that you
would be back. Then, as abruptly asit had begun, the stream ceased; and | began to read.

They were not new letters; they were al your old ones, decades-old, some of them. 2009, 2007, 2004,
2001, 1999, 1998, 1997, 1996. | scrolled backwardsin time, askein of years, words; your name
popping up again and again like abright bead upon astring. | read them all, | read them until my eyes
ached and the floor was pooled with candle wax and broken light bulbs. When morning came | tried to
tap into the signal again but it was gone. | go outside each night and stare at the sky, straining my eyesas
| look for some sign that something moves up there, that there is something between myself and the stars.
But the satdllites too are gone now, and it has been years upon years since | have heard an airplane.

Infal and winter | watch those birds that do not migrate. Chickadees, nuthatches, ravens, kinglets. This
last autumn | took Finn down to the deep place where in another century they quarried granite to build
the Cathedrd of Saint John the Divine. The quarry isfilled with water, still and black and bone-cold. We
saw aflock of wild turkeys, young ones, but the dog is so old now he can no longer chase them, only
watch as| set my snares. | walked to the water’ s edge and gazed into the dark pool, saw my face
reflected there but there is no change upon it, nothing to show how many years have passed for me here,
aone. | have burned dl the empty crates and cartons from the root cellar, though it is not empty yet. |
burn for kindling the leavings from my wood bench, the hoops that did not curve properly after soaking in
willow-weter, the broken dowels and circlets. Only the wolfhound' s grizzled muzzle tellsme how long it's
been since I’ ve seen ahuman face. When | dream of you now | see a smooth stretch of water with only a
few red leaves upon its surface.

We returned from the cottage, and the old dog fell adeep in the late afternoon sun. | sat outside and
watched as a downy woodpecker, Picus pubescens, crept up one of the red oaks, poking beneath its
soft bark for insects. They arefriendly birds, easy to entice, sociable; unlike the solitary wrynecks they
somewhat resemble. The wrynecks do not climb trees but scratch upon the ground for the antsthey love
to eat. “Its body isamost bent backward,” Thomas Bewick wrote over two hundred years ago in his
Higtory of British Birds, “whilgt it writhesits head and neck by adow and dmaost involuntary motion, not
unlike the waving wreaths of a serpent. It isavery solitary bird, never being seen with any other society
but that of itsfemale, and thisisonly trangitory, for as soon as the domestic union isdissolved, whichisin
the month of September, they retire and migrate separately.”



It wasthis strange involuntary motion, perhaps, that so fascinated the ancient Greeks. In Pindar’ sfourth
Pythian Ode, Aphrodite gives the wryneck to Jason as the magica meansto seduce Medea, and with it
he binds the princess to him through her obsessve love. Aphrodite of many arrows: she bearsthe
brown-and-white bird to him, “the bird of madness,” itswings and legs nailed to a four-spoked whed .

And she shared with Jason

the means by which aspell

might blaze and burn Medea,

burning away dl love she had for her family
afirethat would ignite her mind, aready aflame
so that al her passion turned to him aone.

The same bird was used by the nymph Simaitha, abandoned by her lover in Theokritos s1dyll: pinned to
the wooden whed , the feathered spokes spin above afire as the nymph invokes Hecate. Theideisfull of
voices. they ared| mine,

Y esterday the wolfhound died, collgpsing as he followed me to the top of the granite dome. He did not
get up again, and | sat beside him, stroking hislong grey muzzle as his dark eyes stared into mine and, at
last, closed. | wept then as| didn’t weep al those times when terrible news came, and held his great
body until it grew cold and giff between my arms. It was astruggle to lift and carry him, but | did,
stumbling across the lichen-rough floor to the shadow of the thin birches and tamaracks overl ooking the
Reach. | buried him there with the others, and afterward lit afire.

Thisisnot the first time this has happened. Thereisan endless history of forgotten empires, men gifted by
agoddess who bears arrows, thingsin flight that fal in flames. Always, somewhere, awoman waitsadone
for news. At night | climb aoneto the highest point of theidand. There | make alittlefire and burn things
that | find on the beach and in the woods. L eaves, bark, small bones, clumps of feathers, abook.
Sometimes | think of you and stand upon the rock and shout asthe wind comes at me, cold and smelling
of snow. A name, over and over and over again.

Farewdll, Narkissos said, and again Echo sighed and whispered, Farewell.
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launched James Patrick Kelly's StoryPod on Audible, a podcast that will feature him reading fifty-two
dories.

Here swhat he hasto say about the genesis of “Burn’”:

| can’'t dlam that it wasinevitablethat | would write“Burn.” Many years ago my little novel beganto
accrete around agrudge | had against one of our literary Founding Fathers, Henry David Thoreau. But
Thoreau wasn't why | wrote “Burn.” As| contemplated this project, one of its principd attractions was
the lure of doing research into forest firefighting, asubject thet isat onceintringcaly fascinating and way
obscure. Lalling around libraries paging through books that haven't been checked out since 1975 isone
of my principa joysasawriter. In addition, | could find very littlefiction about forest firefighting, and
nonein genre, which meant that I’ d have the territory pretty much to myself. But firewasn't thereason |
wrote“Burn.” Of course, like so many of my felow skiffy writers, I’ d been wrestling with the problem of
the singularity, and writing about a human enclave in a posthuman galaxy seemed like achdlenge that was
within my range. But once again, that wasn’t why | wrote“Burn.”

Thefact isthat Jacob Weisman of Tachyon Publications cgoled meinto signing acontract for a
thirty-thousand-word novelaby teling me | could write pretty much whatever | wanted. If it hadn’t been
for him, | probably would' ve spent the end of 2004 and early 2005 on short fiction, as had been my
habit for amost adecade. | signed on thinking how pleasant it would be to have anew book that wasn't
ashort story collection. However, | wasn't at dl surethat | could sustain anarrative over thirty thousand
words, after too many years away from thelong form. At thetime| told mysdlf that if worse cameto
worg, | could churn out twenty-two to twenty-five thousand words and hand in amanuscript with alarge
font and wide margins. And o, by giving mysdlf permissontofail, | wasableto begin.

Y ears ago | had made a note about the curious incident of the forest fire that Henry David Thoreau
started. Y ou can read some of Thoreau’ s account of what happened at the beginning of chapter 14 in
“Burn,” but sufficeit to say that after accidently setting the Wal den woods ablaze—some estimates hold
that more than three hundred acres were consumed—our First Naturalist repaired to the top of Fair
Haven Hill to admire his own private conflagration. | thought folks ought to know about this. Y ou see, as
astudent | was force-fed Waden and much of it disagreed with me. | will admit that never hasthe
Luddite point of view been advanced quite so e oquently. And while |l agreethat amplicity can beavirtue
and that cultivation of one’ sinner resourcesis necessary for the good life, it seems clear to methat the
habit of thought which Thoreau urges on usis antithetical to the enterprise of sciencefiction. Thoreau had
little use for the technology of his own time, dismissing both the telegraph and therailroad. | canimagine
his horror at the spread of our own asphat and information superhighways. Hey, I'm dl for spiritudity,
but not if it means | can’t check my e-mall.

| know more about the Thousand Worldsthan | havetold in“Burn.” | was surprised that oncel got into
the book, | had no troubl e reaching twenty-five thousand words, then thirty thousand, then thirty-five
thousand. As my deadline loomed, | had to make some strategic decisions about the shape of the book. |
decided to leave out stuff, in order to keep atight focus on my main character and his problems, some of
which open out into the larger concerns of hisworld and the galactic culture, but some of which are as
persona aswho will pick the applesor play the outfield. | think thisreflectsthe kind of lifethat I'm living.
I’m concerned about globa warming and the pointlesswar in Irag, but the dishes till haveto go into the
dishwasher and the grassis growing. Maybeit’ stime to strap on the headphones and load Walden into
my MP3 player. | can listen to Thoreau lecture me about men leading lives of quiet desperation whilel
mow the lawn.

BURN
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We might try our lives by athousand smpletests; as, for ingance, that the same sun which ripensmy
beansillumines at once a system of earthslike ours. If | had remembered thisit would have prevented
some mistakes. Thiswas not the light in which | hoed them. The stars are the apexes of what wonderful
triangles What distant and different beingsin the various mansions of the universe are contemplating the
same one at the same moment! Nature and human life are as various as our several congtitutions. Who
shall say what prospect life offersto another?

—WALDEN

ONE

For the hero is commonly the smplest and obscurest of men.
—WALDEN

Spur wasin the nightmare again. It dways began in the burn. The front of the burn took on aliquid
quaity and oozed like lavatoward him. It licked at boulders and scorched the treesin the forest he had
sworn to protect. There was nothing he could do to fight it; in the nightmare, he wasn't wearing his splash
pack. Or hisfireproof field jacket. Fear pinned him againgt an oak until he could fedl the skin on hisface
gtart to cook. Then hetore himself away and ran. But now the burn leapt after him, following like afiery
shadow. It chased him through a stand of pine; trees exploded like firecrackers. Sparks bit through his
civwies and stung him. He could smell burning hair. His hair. In a panic he dodged into a stream choked
with dead fish and poached frogs. But the water scalded hislegs. He scrambled up the bank of the
stream, weeping. He knew he shouldn’t be afraid; he was a veteran of the firefight. Still hefelt asif
something were squeezing him. A whimpering gosdog bolted across his path, its feathers snged, eyes
wide. He could fed the burn dive under the forest and burrow ahead of him in every direction. The
ground was hot beneath hisfeet and the dark humus smoked and stank. I1n the nightmare there was just
oneway out, but his brother-in-law Vic was blocking it. Only in the nightmare Vic was a pukpuk, one of
the human torches who had started the burn. Vic had not yet set himsdf on fire, dthough his basebal
jersey was smoking in the heat. He beckoned and for amoment Spur thought it might not be Vic after all
asthe anguished face shimmered in the heet of the burn. Vic wouldn't betray them, would he? But by
then Spur had to dance to keep his shoes from catching fire, and he had no escape, no choice, no time.
Thetorch spread his arms wide and Spur stumbled into his embrace and with an angry whoosh they
exploded together into flame. Spur felt hisskin crackle....

“That’ senough for now.” A sharp voice cut through the nightmare. Spur gasped with relief when he
realized that there was no burn. Not here anyway. He felt acold hand brush against hisforehead like a
blessing and knew that he was in the hospital. He had just been in the sm that the upsiders were using to
hedl hissoul.

“Y ou've got to stop thrashing around like that,” said the docbot. “Unless you want meto nail the leadsto
your head.”

Spur opened hiseyesbut al he could see was mist and shimmer. He tried to answer the docbot but he
could bardly find histongue in hisown mouth. A brightnessto hisleft gradudly resolved into the sunny
window of the hospital room. Spur could fedl the firm and not unpleasant pressure of the restraints, which
bound him to the bed: broad straps across his ankles, thighs, wrists and torso. The docbot peeled the
leads off histemples and then lifted Spur’ s head to get the one at the base of his skull.



“So do you remember your name?” it said.

Spur gretched his head against the pillow, trying to loosen the stiffnessin his neck.
“I’'m over here, son. Thisway.”

Heturned and stared into aglowing blue eye, which strobed briefly.

“Pupil dilatation normal,” the docbot muttered, probably not to Spur. It paused for amoment and then
spoke again. “ So about that name?’

“Spur”

The docbot stroked Spur’ s palm with its med finger, collecting some of his swest. It stuck the sample
into itsmouth. “That may be what your friendscal you,” it said, “but what I’ m asking is the name on your
ID.”

The words chased each other acrossthe ceiling for amoment before they sank in. Spur wouldn't have
had such a problem understanding if the docbot were a person, with lips and area mouth instead of the
oblong intake. The doctor controlling this bot was somewhere e se. Dr. Nisswas an upsider whom Spur
had never actualy met. “ Prosper Gregory Leung,” he said.

“A fine Waden name,” said the docbot, and then muttered, “ Salf ID 27.4 secondsfrom initid request.”
“Isthat good?’

It hummed to itsdf, ignoring his question. “ The eectrolytesin your sweat have settled down nicdly,” it
sad a lagt. “ So tdl me about thesm.”

“I wasin the burn and the fire was after me. All around, Dr. Niss. There was a pukpuk, one of the
torches, he grabbed me. | couldn’t get away.”

“Y ou remembered my name, son.” The docbot’ stop plate glowed with an approving amber light. “So
didyou die?

Spur shook his head. “But | wason fire.”

“Experience fear vectors unrdated to the burn? Monsters, for instance? Y our mom? Dad?’
“No.”

“Lost loves? Dead friends? Childhood pets?’

“No.” He had afleeting image of the twisted grimace on Vic' sface at that last moment, but how could he
tell thisupsider that hiswife s brother had been atraitor to the Transcendent State? “Nothing.” Spur was
getting used to lying to Dr. Niss, dthough he worried what it was doing to his soul.

“Check and double check. It samogt asif | knew what | was doing, eh?’ The dochbot began releasing
the straps that held Spur down. “1’d say your soul ison the mend, Citizen Leung. You'll have some
psychic scarring, but if you steer clear of complex mora dilemmas and women, you should befine.” It
paused, then snapped itsfingers. “Just for the record, son, that was ajoke.”

“Yes, dar.” Spur forced asmile. “ Sorry, Sr.” Was getting the jokes part of the cure? The way this upsider
talked at once baffled and fascinated Spur.



“So let’ shave alook at those burns,” said the dochot.

Spur rolled onto his omach and folded his arms under his chin. The docbot pulled the hospital gown up.
Spur could fed its medfinger pricking the derma graftsthat covered most of his back and his buttocks.
“Dr. Niss?’ said Spur.

“Speak up,” said the dochot. “That doesn’t hurt, doesit?’

“No, sr.” Spur lifted his head and tried to look back over his shoulder. “But it’ sredly itchy.”
“Dermal regeneration eighty-three percent,” it muttered. “Itchy isalive, son. Itchy isgrowing.”
“Sr, | wasjust wondering, where are you exactly?’

“Right here.” The docbot began to flow warm dermdix to the grafts from its medfinger. “Where else
would | be?

Spur chuckled, hoping that was ajoke. He could remember atime when he used to tell jokes. “No, |
mean your body.”

“The shell? Why?" The docbot paused. “Y ou don't redly want to be asking about gics and the
cognisphere, do you? The less you know about the upside, the better, son.”

Spur felt aprickle of resentment. What stories were upsiderstelling each other about Waden? That the
citizens of the Transcendent State were backward fanatics who had smplified themselvesinto savagery?
“I wasn't asking about the upside, exactly. | was asking about you. | mean...you saved me, Dr. Niss.” It
wasn't a al what Spur had expected to say, athough it was certainly true. “If it wasn't for you, it...I was
burned dl over, probably going crazy. And | thought...” Histhroat was suddenly so tight that he could
hardly speak. “I wanted to...you know, thank you.”

“Quite unnecessary,” said the docbot. “ After al, the Chairman is paying meto take care of dl of you,
bless his pockets.” It tugged at Spur’ s hospital gown with its gripper arm. “1 prefer the kind of thanksl
can bank, son. Everything seisjust used air.”

“Yes, but...”

“Yes, but?’ It finished pulling the gown back into place. “* Yes, but’ are dangerous words. Don't forget
that you people lead a privileged life here—courtesy of Jack Winter’s bounty and your parents’ luck.”

Spur had never heard anyone call the Chairman Jack. “It was my grandparents who won the lottery, Sir,”
hesaid. “But yes, | know I’m lucky to live on Walden.”

“So why do you want to know what kind of creature would puree his mind into a smear of quantum foam
and entangle it with abot brain a hundred and thirty—some light-years away? Sit up, son.”

Spur didn’t know what to say. He had imagined that Dr. Niss must be posted nearby, somewhere here
at the upsiders’ compound at Concord, or perhapsin orbit.

“You do redizethat the darsare very far away?’

“We re not smple here, Dr. Niss.” He could feel the blood rushing in his cheeks. “We practice
amplicity.”

“Which complicatesthings.” The docbot twisted off its medfinger and popped it into the Sexilizer. “ Say
you greet your girlfriend onthetell. Y ou have agirlfriend?



“I'm married,” said Spur, athough he and Comfort had separated months before he left for the firefight
and, now that Vic was dead, he couldn’t imagine how they would ever get back together.

“So you' re away with your squad and your wifeishomein your village mowing the goats or whatever
she doeswith her time. But when you talk on thetell it’slike you' re Sitting next to each other. Where are
you then? At home with her? Inddethetell?”’

“Of course not.”

“For you, of course not. That’swhy you live on Walden, protected from life on the upside. But where |
comefrom, it sameatter of perspective. | blieve I’'mright here, even though the shdll I'm savediniis
elsawhere” The sterilizer twittered. “I’ m inhabiting this bot in this room with you.” The docbot opened
thelid of the Serilizer, retrieved the medfinger with its gripper and pressed it into place on the bulkhead
with the other instruments. “We' re done here,” it said abruptly. “Busy, busy, other soulsto hedl, don't
you know? Which reminds me: We need your bed, son, so we re moving your release date up. You'll be
leaving usthe day after tomorrow. I’'m authorizing aweek of rehabilitation before you have to go back to
your squad. What' s rehab called on thisworld again?’

“Civic refreshment.”

“Right.” The dochot parked itself at its station beside the door to the examining room. “ Refresh yoursdlf.”
Its headplate dimmed and went dark.

Spur did off the examination table, wriggled out of the hospital gown and pulled his uniform pants off the
hanger in the closet. As he was buttoning his shirt, the docbot lit itseye. “Y ou’ re welcome, son.” Itslaugh
waslike adoor damming. “ Took me amoment to understand what you were trying to say. | keep
forgetting what it' s like to be anchored.”

“Anchored?” said Spur.

“Don’t be asking so many questions.” The dochot tapped its dome. “Not good for the soul.” The blue
light inits eyewinked out.

TWO

Most of the luxuries and many of the so-called comforts of life are not only not indispensable, but positive
hindrances to the devation of mankind.

—WALDEN

Spur wasin no hurry to be discharged from the hospitd, even if it wasto go home for aweek. He knew
al too well what waswaiting for him. He' d find hisfather trying to do the work of two menin his
absence. Gandy Joy would bring him communion and then drag him into every parlor in Littleton. HE d
be wined and dined and honored and possibly seduced and be acclaimed by al ahero. Hedidn't fed
like ahero and he surdly didn’t want to be trapped into telling the grandmas and ten-year-old boys
stories about the horrors of the firefight.

But what he dreaded most was seeing his estranged wife. It was bad enough that he had let her little
brother die after she had made Spur promise to take care of him. Worse yet wasthat Vic had died a
torch. No doubt he had been in secret contact with the pukpuks, had probably passed adong information
about the Corps of Firefighters—and Spur hadn’t suspected athing. It didn’t matter that Vic had pushed
him away during their time serving together in Gold Squad—at one time they had been best friends. He
should have known; he might have been ableto save Vic. Spur had dready decided that he would have



to lieto Comfort and his neighborsin Littleton about what had happened, just as he had lied to Dr. Niss.
What was the point in smearing his dead friend now? And Spur couldn’t help the Cooperative root out
other pukpuk sympathizersin the Corps, he had no ideawho Vic's contacts had been.

However, Spur had other reasons for wanting to stay right where he was. Even though he could scarcely
draw breath without violating smplicity, heloved the comforts of the hospital. For example, the
temperature never varied from a scandal ous twenty-three degrees Celsus. No matter that outdoors the
sun was blistering the rooftops of the upsiders' Benevolence Park Number 5, indoors was a paradise
where neither swesat nor sweaters held sway. And then there was the food. Even though Spur’ sfather,
Capability Roger Leung, wastherichest man in Littleton, he had practiced stricter smplicity than most.
Spur had grown up on meat, bread, squash and scruff, washed down with cider and appleack pressed
from the Leungs own gpples and the occasiona root beer. More recently, he and Rosie would indulge
themsalves when they had the money, but he was still used to gorging on the fruits of the family orchard
during harvest and suffering through preserves and root cellar produce the rest of the year. But here the
patients enjoyed the abundance of the Thousand Worlds, prepared in extravagant style. Depending on
his appetite, he could order lablabis, dumplings, goulash, sdlmagundi, soufflés, quiche, phillge, curry,
paella, pasta, mousses, meringues or tarts. And that wasjust the lunch menu.

But of dl the hospital’ s quilty pleasures, thetell was hisfavorite. At home Spur could accessthe latest
bazzat bands and town-tunes from al over Waden plus six hundred years of opera. And on asow
Tueday night, he and Comfort might play one of the smplified chronicles on thetiny screen in Diligence
Cottage or watch aspiritua produced by the Ingtitute of Didactic Artsor just read to each other. But the
screens of the hospitd tells sprawled across entire walls and, despite the Cooperative' s censors, opened
like windows onto the universe. What mattered to people on other worlds astonished Spur. Their
chroniclesmade him fed ignorant for thefirst timein hislife and their spirituals were so wickedly
materidigtic that he felt compelled to close the door to his hospital room when he watched them.

The search engine in particular excited Spur. At home, he could greet anyone in the Transcendent
State—as|ong as he knew their number. But the hospitdl tell could seemingly find anyone, not only on
Wa den but anywhere on dl the Thousand Worlds of the upside. He put the tell in hisroom to immediate
use, beginning by greeting hisfather and Gandy Joy, who was the village virtuator. Gandy had dways
understood him so much better than Comfort ever had. He should have greeted Comfort aswell, but he
didn’t.

Hedid greet his pasin the Gold Squad, who were surprised that he had been able to track them down
while they were on active duty. They told him that the entire Ninth Regiment had been pulled back from
the Motu River burn for two weeks of CR in Progpect. Word was that they were being reassigned to the
Cloyce Memorid Forest for some easy fire watch duty. No doubt the Cooperative was yanking the
regiment off the front line because Gold Squad had taken amost 40 percent casualties when the burn had
flanked their position a Motu. Iron and Bronze Squads had taken a hit aswell, fighting their way through
the burn to rescue Gold.

To keep from brooding about Vic and the Motu burn and the firefight, Spur looked up friends who had
fdlen out of hislife. He surprised his cousin Land, who wasliving in Slide Knot in Southeast and working
as atithe assessor. He connected with his childhood friend Handy, whom he hadn’t seen since the
Alcazars had moved to Freeport, where Handy' s mom was going to teach pastoral philosophy. Shewas
gtill a the university and Handy was an dectrician. He tracked down his self-reliance school sweetheart,
Leaf Benkleman, only to discover that she had emigrated from Walden to Kolo in the Alumar system.
Their attempt to catch up was frustrating, however, because the Cooperative' s censors seemed to buzz
every fifthword Leaf said. Also, thelook on her face whenever he spoke rattled Spur. Wasit pity? He
was actudly relieved when she cut their conversation short.



Despite the censors, talking to Leaf whetted Spur’ s gppetite for making contact with the upside. He
certainly wouldn't get the chance once he lft the hospital. He didn't care that everyone was so
preposteroudy far away that he would never meet them in person. Dr. Niss had been wrong: Spur
understood perfectly the astonishing distances between stars. What he did not comprehend was exactly
how he could chat with someone who lived hundreds of trillions of kilometers awvay, or how someone
could beam themsalves from Moy to Walden in a heartbegt. Of course, he had learned the smplified
explanation of gics—quantum information channels—in school. Qics worked because many
infinitesmally small nothings were part of a something, which could exist in two places a the sametime.
This of course made no sense, but then so much of upsider physics made no sense after the censors were
donewithit.

Spur paused in the doorway of hisroom and looked up and down the hall. None of the patients at his
end of the ward were stirring; alone maintenance bot dusted aong the floor at the far end by the
examining rooms. It was hislast full day at the hospital. Now or never. He eased the door shut and
turned thetell on.

He began by checking for relatives on the upside. But when he searched on the surname Leung, he got
2.3 x 106 hits. Which, if any, of them might be his people? Spur had no way of knowing. Spur’'s
grandparents had expunged al records of their former lives when they had cometo Waden, a
requirement for immigrantsto the Transcendent State. Like everyone esein hisfamily, he had known the
gern old folks only as GiGo and GiGa. The names on their desth certificates were Jade Fey Leung and
Chap Man-Leung, but Spur thought that they had probably been changed when they had first arrived at

Freeport.

He was tempted to greet hisfather and ask if he knew GiGo' s upside name, but then he would ask
questions. Too many questions, his father was used to getting the answers he wanted. Spur went back to
thetel. A refined search showed that millions of Leungslived on Blimminey, Eridani Foxtrot, Fortunate
Child, Moy, and No Turning Back, but there also appeared to be a scattering of Leungs on many of the
Thousand Worlds. There was no help for it; Spur began to send greetings at random.

Hewasn't sure exactly who he expected to answer, but it certainly was't bots. When Chairman Winter
had bought Wa den from ComExplore | C, he decreed that neither machine intelligences nor enhanced
upsiders would be dlowed in the refuge he was founding. The Transcendent State was to be the last and
best home of the true humans. While the pukpuks used bots to manufacture goods that they sold to the
Transcendent State, Spur had never actually seen one until he had arrived a the hospital.

Now he discovered that the upside swarmed with them. Everyone hetried to greet had bot receptionists,
Secretaries, housekeepers or companions screening their messages. Some were virtual and presented
themselvesin outlandish Sms; others were corpored and stared at him from the homes or workplaces of
their owners. Spur relished these voyeuristic glimpses of life on the upside, but glimpseswere dl he got.
None of the bots wanted to talk to him, no doubt because of the caution he could see scrolling across his
screen. It warned that his greeting originated from “the Transcendent State of Walden, ajurisdiction
under aconsensud culturd quarantine.”

Mogt of the bots were polite but firm. No, they couldn’t connect him to their owners, yes, they would
pass adong his greeting; and no, they couldn’t say when he might expect agreeting in return. Some were
annoyed. They invited him to read his own Covenant and then snapped the connection. A couple of
virtua bots were actualy rude to him. Among other things, they called him amud hugger, aleechand a
pathetic waste of consciousness. One particularly abusive bot started screaming that he was “astinking
usgessfossl.”



Spur wasn't quite sure what afossi| was, so he queried thetell. It returned two definitions: 1. an artifact
of an organism, typically extinct, that existed in a previous geologic era; 2. something outdated or
superseded. The ideathat, as atrue human, he might be outdated, superseded or possibly even bound
for extinction so disturbed Spur that he got up and paced the room. He told himsdlf that thiswasthe
price of curiogity. There were sound reasons why the Covenant of Simplicity placed limits on the use of
technology. Complexity bred anxiety. The smplelife wasthe good life.

Y et even as he wrestled with his conscience, he settled back in front of thetell. On awhim he entered his
own name. He got just two results:

Comfort Rose Joerly and Prosper Gregory Leung
Orchardigts

Diligence Cottage

Jane Powder Street

Littleton, Hamilton County,
Northeast Territory, TS
Waden

and

Prosper Gregory Leung

c/o Niss (remotely—see note)
Sdvation Hospita
Benevolence Park #5
Concord, Jefferson County,
Southwest Territory, TS
Waden

Spur tried to access the note attached to Dr. Niss' s name, but it was blocked. That wasn't asurprise.
What was odd was that he had received results just from Walden. Was heredlly the only Prosper
Gregory Leung in the known universe?

While he was trying to decide whether being unique was good or bad, thetell inquired if he might have
meant to search for Proper Gregory Leung or Phosphor Gregory L’ ung or Procter Gregoire Lyon? He
hadn’t but there was no reason not to look them up. Proper Leung, it turned out, raised gosdogs for meat
on aranch out in Hopedde, which was in the Southwest Territory. Spur thought that eating gosdogs was
barbaric and he had no interest in chatting with the rancher. Gregory L’ ung lived on Kenning in the Theta
Persai system. On animpulse, Spur sent his greeting. As he expected, it wasimmediately diverted to a
bot. L’ung'svirtua companion was ashining green turtle resting on arock in amuddy river.

“The High Gregory of Kenning regretsthat he is otherwise occupied at the moment,” it said, raising its



shell up off the rock. It stood on four human feet. 1 note with interest that your greeting originates from a
jurisdiction under aconsensud...”

Theturtle didn’t get the chance to finish. The screen shimmered and went dark. A moment later, it lit up
again with theimage of aboy, perched at the edge of an elaborate chair.

He was wesaring a purple fabric wrap that covered the lower part of his body from waist to ankles. He
was bare-chested except for the skin of some elongated, dun-colored animal draped around histhin
shoulders. Spur couldn’t have said for sure how old the boy was, but despite an assured bearing and
intelligent yellow eyes, he seemed not yet aman. The chair caught Spur’ s eye again: it |looked to be of
some dark wood, athough much of it was gilded. Each of the legs ended in a stylized human foot. The
back pand rose high above the boy’ s head and was carved with leaves and branches that bore

trand ucent purplefruit.

That sparkled like jewels.

Spur reminded himsdlf to breathe. It looked very much like athrone.

THREE

It takes two to speak the truth—one to speak and another to hear.

—A WEEK ON THE CONCORD AND MERRIMACK RIVERS

“Hello, hello,” said the boy. “Who isdoing histak, please?’

Spur struggled to keep his voice from squesking. “My nameis Prosper Gregory Leung.”

The boy frowned and pointed at the bottom of the screen. “Waden, it tdls? | have less than any idea of
Waden.”

“It' saplanet.”
“Andtdlsthat it swrongful to think too hard on planet Waden? Why? Isyour brain dry?’

“I think.” Spur was taken aback. “Weall think.” Even though he thought he was being insulted, Spur
didn’t want to snap the connection—not yet anyway. “I’'m sorry, | didn’t get your name.”

The words coming out of the speakers did not seem to match what the boy was saying. Hislips barely
moved, yet what Spur heard was, “I'm the High Gregory, Phosphorescence of Kenning, energized by
the Tortoise of Eterna Radiation.” Spur realized that the boy was probably speaking another language
and that what he was hearing was atrand ation. Spur had been expecting the censors built into the tell to
buzz this conversation like they had buzzed so much of his chat with Leaf Benkleman, but maybe bad
trandation wasjust as effective.

“That’ sinteresting,” said Spur cautioudy. “And what isit that you do there on Kenning?’
“Do?’ TheHigh Gregory rubbed his nose absently. “Oh, do! | make luck.”

“Really? People can do that on the upside?’

“What isthe upsde?’

“Space, you know.” Spur waved an arm over his head and glanced upward.



The High Gregory frowned. “Prosper Gregory Leung breathes space?’

“No, | breatheair.” Herealized that the tell might easily be garbling hisend of the conversation aswell.
“Only air.” He spoke dowly and with exaggerated precison. “We cal the Thousand Worlds the upside.
Here. On my world.”

The High Gregory ill appeared to be confused.

“Onthisplanet.” He gestured at the hospital room. “Planet Walden. Welook up at the stars.” He raised
his hand to hisbrow, asif sghting on some distant landmark. “ At night.” Listening to himsdlf babble, Spur
was certain that the High Gregory must think him an idiot. He had to change the subject, so he tapped his
chest. “My friends cal me Spur.”

The High Gregory shook his head with arueful amile. “Y ou give me warmth, Spur, but | turn away with
regret from the kind offer to enjoy sex with you. Memsen watchesto seethat | don’t ticklelife until |
have enough of age.”

Aghast, Spur sputtered that he had made no such offer, but the High Gregory, appearing not to hesr,
continued to spesk.

“Y ou have afullness of age, friend Spur. Have you found ajob of work on planet Waden?’
“You'reaskingwhet | do for aliving?’
“All on planet Waden areliving, | hope. Not saved?’

“Yes, weare.” Spur grimaced. He rose from the tell and retrieved hiswallet from the nightstand beside
the bed. Maybe pix would help. Heflipped through ahandful in hiswallet until he came to the one of
Comfort on aladder picking apples. “Normaly | tend my orchards.” He held the pix up to thetell to
show the High Gregory. “1 grow many kinds of fruit on my farm. Apples, peaches, apricots, pears,
cherries. Do you have these kinds of fruit on Kenning?’

“Grapetrees, yes.” The High Gregory leaned forward in histhrone and smiled. “And al of apples: apple
pie and apple squeeze and melt gpples.” He seemed pleased that they had finaly understood one
another. “But you are not norma?’

“No. | meanyes, I'mfine” He closed the wallet and pocketed it. “But...how do | say this? Thereis
fighting on my world.” Spur had no idea how to explain the complicated grievances of the pukpuks and
the fanaticism that led some of them to burn themselves dive to stop the spread of the forest and the
Transcendent State. “ There are other people on Walden who are very angry. They don’t want my
peopleto live here. They wish theland could be returned to how it was before we came. So they set fires
to hurt us. Many of us have been cdled to stop them. Now instead of growing my trees, | help to put
firesout.”

“Very angry?’ The High Gregory rosefrom histhrone, hisface flushed. “Fighting?’ He punched &t the
ar. “Hit-hit-hit?’

“Not exactly fighting with fists,” said Spur. “Morelikeawar.”

The High Gregory took three quick stepstoward thetell at hisend. His face loomed large on Spur’'s
screen. “War fighting?’ He was clearly agitated; his cheeks flushed and the yellow eyeswerefierce.
“Making degath to the other?” Spur had no ideawhy the High Gregory was reacting thisway. He didn’t
think the boy was angry exactly, but then neither of them had proved particularly adept &t reading the
other. He certainly didn’t want to cause some interstellar incident.



“I"'ve said something wrong. I'm sorry.” Spur bent his head in apology. “I’ m spesking to you from a
hospital. | waswounded. . .fighting afire. Haven't quite been mysdf lately.” He gave the High Gregory a
self-deprecating smile. “I hope | haven't given offense.”

The High Gregory made no reply. Instead he swept from histhrone, down a short flight of stepsinto
what Spur could now seewas avast hall. The boy strode past rows of carved wooden chairs, each of
them aunique marve, athough none was quite as exquisite as the throne that they faced. The intricate
beaded mosaic on the floor depicted turtlesin jade and chartreuse and olive. Phosphorescent sculptures
sretched like spider webs from the upper reaches of the walls to the barrel-vaulted ceiling, casting
ghogtly slver-green traceries of light on empty chairs beneath. The High Gregory was muttering as he
passed down the central aide but whatever he was saying clearly overwhelmed the tdll’ slimited capacity.
All Spur heard was, “War <crackle> Memsen witness there <crackle> our luck <crackle> <crackle>
cdl theL’ung....”

At that, Spur found himsdlf looking once again at a shining green turtle resting on arock on amuddy
river. “The High Gregory of Kenning regretsthat heis otherwise occupied a the moment,” it said. “I note
with interest that your greeting originates from ajurisdiction under aconsensua cultural quarantine. Y ou
should understand that it is unlikely that the High Gregory, asluck maker of the L’ ung, would risk
violating your covenants by having any communication with you.”

“Except | just got donetaking to him,” said Spur.

“I doubt that very much.” Theturtle drew itself up on four human feet and stared coldly through the
screen a him. “ This conversation is concluded,” it said. “1 would ask that you not annoy usagain.”

“Wait, |I—" said Spur, but he was talking to a dead screen.
FOUR

But if we stay a home and mind our business, who will want railroads? \We do not ride on therailroad; it
rides upon us.

—WALDEN

Spur spent the rest of that day expecting trouble. He had no doubt that he' d be summoned into Dr.

Niss sexamining room for alecture about how hisbody couldn’t hedl if his soul was sick. Or some
virtuator from Concord would be brought in to light communion and deliver areproachful sermon on the
true meaning of smplicity. Or Cary Millisap, his squad leader, would cal from Prospect and scorch him
for shirking his duty to Gold, which was, after dl, to get better asfast as he could and rejoin the unit. He
had not been sent to the hospitd to bother the High Gregory of Kenning, luck maker of the

L’ ung—whoever they were.

But trouble never arrived. He stayed as far away from hisroom and the tell as he could get. He played
cardswith Va Montilly and Slegpy Thorn from the Sixth Engineers, who were recovering from smoke
inhalation they had suffered in the Coldstep burn. They were undergoing aveolar recongtruction to
restore full lung function. Their voices were like ripsaws but they were otherwise in good spirits. Spur
won enough from Sleepy on asingle round of Fool All to pay for the new apple press he' d been wanting
for the orchard. Of course, he would never be ableto tdll hisfather or Comfort where the money had
comefrom.

Spur savored amemorable last supper: an onion tart with aba samic reduction, steamed duck leg with a
fig dressing on slver thread noodles and avanilla panna cotta. After dinner he went with severa other
patients to hear a professor from Alcott University explain why citizenswho sympathized with the



pukpuks were misguided. When he findly returned to hisroom, there was alone greeting in his queue. A
bored dispatcher from the Cooperative informed him that he needed to pick up histrain ticket at Celena
Station before eleven am. No video of this citizen appeared on the screen; al he' d left was a scratchy
audio message like one Spur might get on hishometell. Spur took this as areminder that his holiday from
amplicity would end the moment he left the hospitd.

The breeze that blew through the open windows of thetrain was hot, providing little relief for the
passengersin the firgt-class compartment. Spur shifted uncomfortably on his seet, his uniform shirt stuck
to hisback. He glanced away from the blur of treesracing past hiswindow. He hated Sitting in seats that
faced backward; they either gave him motion sickness or a stiff neck. And if he thought about it—which
he couldn’t help but doing, at least for amoment—the metaphor aways depressed him. He didn’t want
to be looking back at hislife just now.

A backward seat—but it wasin first class. The Cooperative's dispatcher probably thought he was doing
him afavor. Give him some extralegroom, a softer seat. And why not? Hadn't he survived the infamous
Motu River burn? Hadn’t he been badly scorched in the line of duty? Of course he should ridein first
class. If only the windows opened wider.

It had been easy not to worry about his problems while he was lounging around the hospital. Now that he
was headed back home, life had begun to push him again. He knew he should try to stop thinking, maybe
take anap. He closed hiseyes, but didn’t deep. Without warning he was back in the nightmare sm
again...and could smell burning hair. Hishair. In a panic he dodged into a stream choked with dead fish
and poached frogs. But the water was practicaly boiling and scalded hislegs...only Spur wasn't
completely in the nightmare because he knew he was aso sitting on acomfortable sest in afirst-class
compartment in atrain that was taking him...the only way out was blocked by atorch, who stood
waiting for Spur. Vic had not yet set himsdlf on fire, although his baseball jersey was smoking in the
heet...I’mnot afraid, Spur told himself, | don't believe any of this.. .the anguished face shimmered in the
heat of the burn and then Spur was dancing to keep his shoes from catching fire, and he had no escape,
no choice, no time...with his eyes shut, Spur heard the clatter of the stedl whedls on thetrack as: no time
notimenotimenotime.

He knew then for certain what he had only feared: Dr. Niss had not healed his soul. How could he, when
Spur had congistently lied about what had happened in the burn? Spur didn’t mean to groan, but he did.
When he opened his eyes, the gandy in the blue flowered dresswas staring a him.

“Areyou dl right?” Shelooked to bein her late sixties or maybe seventy, with slver hair so thin that he
could see the freckles on her scalp.

“Yes, fing” Spur sad. “I just thought of something.”

“Something you forgot?’ She nodded. “Oh, I'm dways remembering thingsjust like that. Especialy on
trains.” She had aburbling laugh, like a stream running over smooth stones. “| was supposed to have
lunch with my friend Connie day after tomorrow, but here | am on my way to Little Bend for aweek. |
have anew grandson.”

“That’snice” Spur said absently. There was one other passenger in the compartment. Hewas avery fa,
moist man looking at a comic book about gosdogs playing basebdl; whenever he turned a page, he took
asuffling bregth.

“I see by your uniform that you' re one of our firefighters,” said the gandy. “ Do you know my nephew
Frank Kaspar?1 think heiswith the Third Engineers.”



Spur explained that there were over deven thousand volunteersin the Corps of Firefightersand that if her
nephew was an engineer he was most probably aregular with the Home Guard. Spur couldn’t keep
track of al the brigades and platoonsin the volunteer Corps, much lessin the professona Guard. He
said that he was just alowly smokechaser in Gold Squad, Ninth Regiment. His squad worked with the
Eighth Engineers, who supplied transportation and field construction support. He told her that thesefine
men and women were the very mode s of spiritual smplicity and civic rectitude, no doubt like her
nephew. Spur was hoping that this was what she wanted to hear and that she would leave him done. But
then she asked if the rumors of pukpuk collaborators infiltrating the Corps were true and started nattering
about how she couldn’t understand how acitizen of the Transcendent State could betray the Covenant
by helping terrorigts. All the pukpuks wanted was to torch Chairman Winter’ sforests, wasn't that awful ?
Spur redlized that he would have to play to her sympathy. He coughed and said he had been wounded in
aburn and was just out of the hospital, and then coughed again.

“If youdon't mind,” hesaid, crinkling hisbrow asif hewerefighting pain, “I’m feding alittlewoozy. I'm
just going to shut my eyesagain and try to rest.”

Although he didn’'t deep, neither was he fully awake. But the nightmare did not return. Instead he drifted
through clouds of dreamy remembrance and unfocused regret. So he didn’t notice that the train was
dowing down until the hissof the air brakes startled him to full dertness.

He glanced at hiswatch. They were still an hour out of Heart's Wall, where Spur would change for the
locd to Littleton.

“Arewe stopping?’ Spur asked.

“Whedwright fireground.” The fat man pulled alimp handkerchief out of his shirt pocket and dabbed at
his hairline. * Five minutes of mandatory respect.”

Now Spur noticed that the underbrush had been cleared aong the track and that there were scorch
marks on most of the trees. Spur had studied the Whedwright in training. The forest north of the village
of Whedlwright had been one of the first to be attacked by the torches. It was estimated that there must
have been a least twenty of them, given the scope of the damage. The Whedwright burn was dso the
firgt inwhich afirefighter died, dthough the torches never targeted citizens, only trees. The firesthey
darted were dwayswell away from villages and towns; that’ swhy they were so hard to fight. But the
Whedwright had been whipped by strong winds until it cut the trunk line between Concord and Heart's
Wall for dmost two weeks. The Cooperative had begun recruiting for the Corps shortly after.

Asthe squealing brakes dowed the train to acrawl, the view out of Spur’ swindow changed radicaly.
Here the forest had yet to revive from the ravages of fire. Blackened skeletons of trees pointed at the sky
and the charred floor of the forest baked under the sun. The sun seemed cruelly bright without the
canopy of leavesto provide shade. In every direction, al Spur could see was the nightmarish devastation
he had seen all too often. No plant grew, no bird sang. There were no ants or needlebugs or wild
gosdogs. Then he noticed something odd: the bitter burned-coffee scent of fresh fireground. And he
could taste the ash, like shredded paper on histongue. That made no sense; the Wheelwright was over
threeyearsold.

When thetrain finaly stopped, Spur was facing one of the many monuments built along the tracksto
honor falen firefighters. A grouping of three huge statues set on apad of stone cast their bronze gazeson
him. Two of the firefighters were stlanding; one leaned heavily on the other. A third had dropped to one
knee, from exhaustion perhaps. All ill carried their gear, but the kneeling figure was about to shed her



gplash pack and one of the standing figures was using his jacksmith as a crutch. Although the sculptor had
chosen to depict them in the hour of their doom, their implacable meta faces revealed neither distress nor
regret. The fearsome smplicity of their courage chilled Spur. He was certain that he was't of their

qudity.

The engine blew itswhigtlein tribute to the dead: three long blasts and three short. The gandy stirred and
gretched. “Whedwright?’ she muttered.

“Yeah,” sad thefat man.

She started to yawn but caught herself and peered out the open window. “Who' sthat?’ she said,
pointing.

A maninablueflair suit was waking aong the tracks, peering up at the passenger cars. He looked very
hot and not very happy. His face was as flushed as a peach and his blond hair was plastered to his

forehead. Every few meters he paused, cupped his hands to his mouth and called, “Leung? Prosper
Gregory Leung?’

HVE

Fireiswithout doubt an advantage on the whole. It sweeps and ventilates the forest floor and makesit
clear and clean. | have often remarked with how much more comfort & pleasure| could walk in wood
through which afire had been run the previous year. It isinspiriting to walk amid the fresh green sprouts
of grass and shrubbery pushing upward through the charred surface with more vigorous growth.

—JOURNAL, 1850

The man waited impatiently as Spur descended from the train, kit dung over his shoulder. Although he
did not turn back to look, Spur knew every passenger on the train was watching them. Washein
trouble? The man’ s expression gave away nothing more than annoyance. He looked to be younger than
Spur, possibly in hislate twenties. He had a pinched face and a nose as stubby as aradish. Hewas
wearing a prissy white shirt buttoned to the neck. There were dark circles under the armpits of hisflair
jacket.

“Prosper Gregory Leung of Littleton, Hamilton County, Northeast?” The man pulled adip of paper from
his pocket and read from it. “Y ou are currently on medical leave from the Ninth Regiment, Corps of
Firefighters, and were issued afirst-classticket on this day—"

“I know who | am.” Spur fdlt asif aneedlebug were caught in histhroat. “What isthis about? Who are
you?’

Heintroduced himself as Constant Ngonda, a deputy with the Cooperative s Office of Diplomacy. When
they shook hands, he noticed that Ngonda' s palm was soft and sweaty. Spur could guess why he had
been pulled off thetrain, but he decided to act surprised.

“What does the Office of Diplomacy want with me?’

Just then the engineer blew three short blasts and couplings of thetrain clattered and jerked as, one by
one, they took the weight of the passenger cars. With the groan of metal on metal, the train pulled avay
from the Whedwright Memorid.

Spur’ s grip on the strap of hiskit tightened. “Don’t we want to get back on?’

Constant Ngonda shrugged. “1 was never aboard.”



The answer made no sense to Spur, who tensed as he caculated his chances of sprinting to catch the
train. Ngonda rested a hand on hisarm.

“We go thisway, Prosper.” He nodded west, away from the tracks.

“I don't understand.” Spur’s chances of making the train were fading asit gained momentum. “What's
out there?’

“A clearing. A hover full of upsiders.” He sighed. “ Some important people have come along way to see
you.” He pushed alock of damp hair off hisforehead. “ The sooner we start, the sooner we get out of this
heat.” Helet go of Spur and started picking hisway across the fireground.

Spur glanced over his shoulder one last time at the departing train. He fdlt asif hislife were pulling away.
“Updders? From where?’

Ngonda held up an open hand to cam him. “ Some questions will be answered soon enough. Othersit's
better not to ask.”

“What do you mean, better?”’

Ngondawaked with an awkward gait, asif he expected the ground to give way benesth him. 1 beg
your pardon.” He was wearing the wrong shoes for crossing rough terrain. “1 misspoke.” They were
thin-soled, low-cut, and had no laces—little more than dippers. “I meant Smpler, not better.”

Just then Spur got a particularly intense whiff of something that was acrid and sooty, but not quite smoke.
It was what he had first smelled asthetrain had pulled into the Memorid. Heturned in acompletecircle,
al senses heightened, trying to pinpoint the source. After fire ran through the litter of leaves and twigsthat
covered the forest floor, it often sank into the duff, the layer of decomposing organic matter that lay just
above the soil level. Since duff was like a sponge, most of the year it was too wet to burn. But in the heat
of summer it could dry out and became tinder. Spur had seen a smoldering fire burrow through the layer
of duff and emerge dozens of meters avay. He sniffed, following his nose to a charred stump.

“Prosper!” said Ngonda. “What are you doing?’

Spur heard a soft hiss as he crouched beside the stump. It wasn't any fire sound that he knew, but he
ingtinctively ran his bare hand across the sump, feding for hotspots. Something cool and wet sprayed
onto hisfingers and he jerked them back asif he had been burned. He rubbed a smutty liquid between
thumb and forefinger and then smdlediit.

It had an evil, manmade odor of extinguished fire. Spur sat back on his hedls, puzzled. Why would
anyone want to mimic that particular stink? Then he redlized that his hand was clean when it ought to
have been smudged with soot from the ssump. He rubbed hard against the burned wood, but the black
refused to come off. He could see now that the stump had a clear finish, asif it had been coated with a
preservative.

Spur could sense Ngonda' s shadow loom over him but then he heard the hissing again and was able to
pick out the tiny nozzle embedded in the stump. He pressed hisfinger to it and the noise stopped. Then,
on animpulse, he sank his hand into the burned forest litter, lifted it and let the coarse mixture Sft dowly
through hisfingers.

“It'shot out, Progper,” Ngonda said. “ Do you really need to be playing in the dirt?’
Thelitter looked real enough: charred and broken twigs, clumps of leaf mold, wood cindersand a



delicate ruined hemlock cone. But it didn’t fedl right. He squeezed a scrap of burned bark, expecting it to
crumble. Instead it compacted into an irregular pellet, like day-old bread. When he released it, the pellet
dowly resumed itsorigina shape.

“It'snot red,” said Spur. “Noneof it.”

“It' samemorid, Prosper.” The deputy offered Spur ahand and pulled him to hisfeet. “People need to
remember.” He bent over to brush at the fake pine needles stuck to Spur’ s knees. “We need to go.”

Spur had never seen ahover so close. Before the burns, hovers had been banned atogether from the
Transcendent State. But after the pukpuks had begun their terrorist campaign to halt the spread of forest
into their barrens, Chairman Winter had given the Cooperative permission to relax the ban. Generous
people from the upside had donated money to build the benevolence parks and provided hoversto assst
the Corpsin fighting fires. However, Chairman Winter had inssted that only botswereto fly the hovers
and that citizen access to them would be closaly monitored.

Whilein thefidd with Gold Squad, Spur had watched hovers swoop overhead, spraying loads of
fire-retardant splash onto burns. And he had studied them for hours through the windows of the hospital,
parked in front of their hangars at Benevolence Park Number 5. But even though this one was dmost as
big as Diligence Cottage and hovered a couple of meters above the ground, it wasn't quite asimpressive
as Spur had imagined it.

He decided that this must be because it was so thoroughly camouflaged. The hover’ s smooth skin had
taken on the discoloration of the fireground, an ugly mottle of gray and brown and black. 1t looked like
the shdll of an enormous clam. The hover was dliptical, about five meterstal in front, sweeping
backward to atapered edge, but otherwise featureless. If it had windows or doors, Spur couldn’t make
them out.

Asthey approached, the hover rose several meters. They passed into its shadow and Ngonda looked up
expectantly. A hatch opened on the underside. A ramp extended to the ground below with a high-pitched
warble like birdsong, and aman appeared at the hatch. He was hard to see against the light of the interior
of the hover; dl Spur could tell for sure wasthat he was very tall and very skinny. Not someone he
would expect to bump into on Jane Powder Street in Littleton. The man turned to speak to someonejust
ingdethe hatch. That’swhen Spur redlized his mistake.

“No,” shesaid, her voice airy and swest. “We need to speak to him first.”

As she teetered down the ramp, Spur could tell immediately that she was not from Walden. It wasthe
caculation with which she carried hersdlf, asif each step were arisk, although one she was disposed to
take. She wore loose-fitting pants of a sheer fabric that might have been spun from clouds. Over them
was a blue deeveless dress that hung to midthigh. Her upper arms were decorated with flourishes of
phosphorescent body paint and she wore silver and copper rings on each of her fingers.

“Y ou're the Prosper Gregory of Waden?’

Shehad full lips and midnight hair and her skin was smooth and dark asaplum. Shewasahead taler
than he was and half hisweight. He was speechless until Ngonda nudged him.

“ YS”

“We reMemsen.”



SIX
It requires nothing lessthan a chivaric feding to sustain a conversation with alady.
—JOURNAL, 1851

Although it was cooler in the shade of the hover, Spur was far from comfortable. He couldn’t help
thinking of what would happen if the engine failed. He would have felt more confident if the hover had
been making some kind of noise; the silent, preternaturd effortlessness of the ship unnerved him.
Meanwhile, he was fast redizing that Memsen had not wanted to meet him in order to make friends.

“Let’ sunderstand one another,” she said. “We re here very much against our will. Y ou should know, that
by summoning usto this place, you ve put the politica stability of dozens of worlds at risk. Wevery
much regret that the High Gregory has decided to follow hisluck to thisplace.”

Shewas an upsider so Spur had no idea how to read her. The set of her shoulders flustered him, asdid
the way her knees bent as she stooped to hisleve. She showed him too many teeth and it was clear that
shewasn't amiling. And why did she pinch the air? With agreat effort Spur tore his gaze away from her
and looked to Ngondato seeif he knew what she was talking about. The deputy gave him nothing.

“I'm not sure that | summoned the High Gregory, exactly,” Spur said. “1 did talk to him.”
“About your war.”

Constant Ngonda looked nervous. “ Allworthy Memsen, I’'m sure that Prosper didn’t understand the
implications of contacting you. The Transcendent State is under acultura—"

“We grant that you have your shabby deniability.” She redirected her displeasure toward the deputy.
“Nevertheless, we suspect that your government instructed this person to contact the High Gregory,
knowing that he'd come. There s more going on here than you careto say, isn't there?’

“Excuseme,” said Spur, “but thisredly was an accident.” Both Memsen and Ngonda stared a him asif
he had corncobs stuck in his ears. “What happened wasthat | searched on my name but couldn’t find
anyone but me and then the tell at the hospital suggested the High Gregory as an aternative because our
namesare so Smilar.” He spoke rapidly, worried that they’ d start talking again before he could explain
everything. “So | sent him agreseting. It was totally random—I didn’t know who hewas, | swear it. And
| wasn't redlly expecting to make contact, snce I’ d been talking to bots al morning and not one was
willing to connect me. In fact, your bot was about to cut me off when he came on thetell. The High
Gregory, | mean.”

“So.” Memsen clicked the rings on her fingers together. “He mentioned none of thisto us.”

“He probably didn't know.” Spur edged just a centimeter away from her toward the sunlight. The more
he thought about it, the more he really wanted to get out from under the hover.

Ngonda spoke with calm assurance. “ There, you see that Prosper’ s so-called request is based on
nothing more than coincidence and misunderstanding.” He batted at afat orange needlebug that was
buzzing his head. “ The Cooperative regrets that you have come al thisway to no good purpose.”

Memsen reared suddenly to her full height and gazed down on the two of them. “There are no
coincidences,” she said, “only destiny. The High Gregory makes the luck he was meant to have. HE's
here, and he has brought the L’ ung to serve as witnesses. Our reason for being on thisworld has yet to
be discovered.” She closed her eyesfor severad moments. While she considered Spur’ s story she made a
low, repetitive plosive sound: pa-pa-paptt. “ But thisis degper than we first suspected,” she mused.



Spur caught aglimpse of ahead peeking out of the hatch above him. 1t ducked back into the hover
immediadly.

“S0,” Memsen said at last, “let’ s choose to believe you, Prosper Gregory of Walden.” She eyed him
briefly; whatever she saw in hisface seemed to satisfy her. “You'll have to show usthe way from here.
Y our way. The High Gregory’ sluck has chosen you to lead us until we seefor ourselvesthedirectionin
which we must go.”

“Lead you? Where?”

“Wherever you' regoing.”

“But I’'m just on my way home. To Littleton.”
Sheclicked her rings. “So.”

“I beg your pardon, Allworthy Memsen,” said Ngonda, tugging at the collar of his shirt, “but you must
redize that’ simpossible under our Covenant....”

“It isthe nature of luck to Sdestep theimpossible,” she said. “We speak for the High Gregory when we
express our confidencethat you'll find away.”

She had so mastered the idiom of command that Spur wasn't sure whether thiswas athreat or a
promise. Either way, it gave Ngonda pause.

“Allworthy, I"d like nothing better than to accommodate you in this,” he said. “Walden is perhapsthe
least of the Thousand Worlds, but even here we' ve heard of your effortsto help preserve the onetrue
species.” A bead of swest dribbled down hisforehead. “But my ingtructions are to accommodate your
requests within reason. Within reason, Allworthy. It isnot reasonable to land a hover in the commons of
avillagelike Littleton. Y ou must understand that these are country people.”

She pointed a Spur. “Hereisone of your country people.”

“Memsen!” shouted avoice from the top of the ramp. “Memsen, | am so bored. Either bring him up right
now or I’'m coming down.”

Her tongue flicked to the corner of her mouth. *Y ou wouldn’t likeit,” she caled back, “it’ svery hot.”
Which was definitely true, dthough asfar as Spur could tell, the weather had no effect on her. “Thereare

bugs”

“That’sit!” The High Gregory of Kenning, Phosphorescence of the Eternal Radiation and luck maker of
the L’ ung, scampered down the ramp of the hover.

“There” hesad, “I did it, so now don’t tell meto go back.” He was wearing green sneakers with black
socks, khaki shortsand a T-shirt with apix of adancing turtle, which had ahuman head. “ Spur! You
look sadder than you did before.” He had knobby knees and fair skin and curly brown hair. If he had
been born in Littleton, Spur would' ve guessed that he was ten years old. “ Did something bad happen to
you? Say something. Do you il talk funny likeyou did on thetell?”

Spur had a hundred questions but he was so surprised that al he could manage was, “Why are you doing
this?’

“Why?’ The boy’syellow eyes opened wide. “Why, why, why?’ He stooped to pick up ahandful of the
blackened litter and examined it with interest, shifting it around on his open pam. “Because | got one of



my luck feglings when we were talking. They’ re not like ideas or dreams or anything so | can't explain
them very wdll. They'rejust specid. Memsen saysthey’ re not like the fedings that other people get, but
that it'sdl right to havethem and | guessitis” Hetwirled in atight circle then, flinging the debrisina
wide scatter. “ And that’ swhy.” He rubbed his hands on the front of his shorts and approached Spur.
“Am | supposed to shake hands or kissyou? | can’'t remember.”

Ngonda stepped between Spur and the High Gregory asif to protect him. “The custom isto shake
hands.”

“But | shook with you aready.” Hetugged at Ngonda' s deeve to move him aside. “Y ou have hardly any
luck left, friend Congtant. I'm afraid it’ sdl pretty much decided with you.” When the deputy failed to
giveway, the High Gregory dropped to al fours and scooted through hislegs. “Hello, Spur,” said the
boy as he scrambled to hisfeet. The High Gregory held out his hand and Spur took it.

Spur was at once aware that he was swesaty from the heat of the day, while the boy’ s hand was cool as
river rock. He could fed the differencein their sze: the High Gregory’ s entire hand fit in his palm and
weighed practicaly nothing.

“Friend Spur, you have more than enough luck,” the boy murmured, low enough so that only Spur could
hear. “| can see we' re going to have an adventure.”

“Stay up there,” cried Memsen. “No!” She was glowering up the ramp at the hatch, which had
inexplicably filled with kidswho were shouting at her. Spur couldn’t tell which of them said what.

“When do we get our turn?’

“You let the Greg off.”

“Wecamedl thisway.”

“He sbored? I’m more bored.”

“Hey, move, you'rein my way!”

“But | want to seetoo.”

Severd in the back started to chant. “Not fair, not fair!”

Memsen ground her toes into the fake forest floor. “We have to go now,” she said. “If we let them off the
hover, it'll take hoursto round them up.”

“I'll talk to them.” High Gregory bounded up the ramp, making sweeping motionswith his hands. “Back,
get back, thisisn'tit.” Thekidsfedl slent. “We re not there yet. We're just iopping to pick someone
up.” He paused halfway up and turned to the adults. “ Spur is coming, right?’

Ngondawas blotting sweat from around his eyes with ahandkerchief. “1f he chooses.” He snapped it
with aquick flick of thewrist and then stuffed it into his pocket, deliberately avoiding eye contact with

Spur.

Spur could fed his heart pounding. He d wanted to fly ever since he' d redized that it was possible and
didn't careif smplicity counseled otherwise. But he wasn't sure he wanted to be responsible for bringing
al these upsidersto Littleton.

“S0.” Memsen must have mistaken his hesitation for fear. “Y ou have never been in ahover, Prosper



Gregory of Waden?’
“Cdl him Spur,” said the High Gregory. “It doesn’t mean you have to have sex with him.”
Memsen bowed to Spur. “He has not yet invited usto take that familiarity.”

“Yes, please call me Spur.” Hetried not to think about having sex with Memsen. “ And yes’—he picked
up hiskit—*I’ll comewith you.”

“Lead then.” Sheindicated that he should be first up the ramp. Ngonda followed him. Memsen came la,
climbing dowly with her smal and paingtakingly accurate steps.

As he approached the top of the ramp, the coolness of the hover’ sinterior washed over him. It waslike
wading into Mercy’s Creek. He could see that the kids had gathered around the High Gregory. There
were about adozen of them in abay that was about six by ten meters. Boxes and containers were
strapped to the far bulkhead.

“Now where arewe going?’
“When do we get to seethefire?’
“Hey, who'sthat?’

Mogt of the kids turned to see him step onto the deck. Although well lit, the inside of the hover was not
asbright asit had been outside. Spur blinked as his eyes adjusted to the difference.

“Thisis Spur,” said the High Gregory. “We regoing to vigt hisvillage. It scdled Littleton.”
“Why? Arethey little there?’

A girl of sx or perhaps saven sdled over to him. “What'sin your bag?’ She was wearing a dress of
straw-colored brocade that hung down to her silk dippers. The gold chain around her neck had a
pendant in the shape of astylized human eye. Spur decided that it must be some kind of costume.

He dung hiskit off his shoulder and set it down in front of her so she could see. “Just my stuff.”
“It'snot very big,” she said doubtfully. “ Do you have something in there for me?’

“Your Grace,” said Memsen, putting ahand on the girl’ s shoulder, “we are going to leave Spur alone for
now.” Sheturned the girl around and gave her apolite nudge toward the other kids. “You'll haveto
forgivethem,” she said to Spur. “ They’ re used to getting their own way.”

SEVEN
| have a degp sympathy with war, it so gpes the gait and bearing of the soul.
—JOURNAL, 1840

Spur had studied geography in school and knew how big Waden was, but for thefirst timein hislife he
fet it. From the ground, the rampant forests restricted what anyone could see of the world. Even the
fields and the lakes were hemmed in by trees. Spur had never been to the Modilon Ocean but he' d stood
on the shores of Great Kamit Lake. The sky over the lake was impressive, but there was no way to take
the measure of its scale. Spur had hiked the Tarata Mountains, but they were forested to their summits
and the only views were from ledges. There was atower on Samson Kokodathat afforded a
360-degree view, but the summit was just 1,300 meterstall.



Now the hover was cruising through the clouds at an dtitude of 5,700 meters, according to thetell onthe
bulkhead. Wa den spread beneath him in dl its bresthtaking immensty. Maps, measured in inflexible
kilometers and flat hectares, were a sham compared to this. Every citizen should see what he was seeing,
andif it violated smplicity, hedidn’'t care.

Congtant Ngonda, on the other hand, was not enjoying the view. He curled on a bench facing away from
the hull, which Memsen had made transparent when she' d partitioned a private pace for them. His neck
muscleswererigid and he complained from time to time about trouble with his ears. Whenever the hover
shivered asit contended with the wind, he took ahuge gulping breath. In araspy voice, the deputy asked
Spur to stop commenting on the scenery. Spur was not surprised when Ngonda lurched to hisfeet and
tore through the bubble-like bulkhead in search of a bathroom. Thewall popped back into place,
throwing a scatter of rainbows acrossits shivering surface.

Spur kept his face pressed to the hull. He' d expected the surface to be smooth and cold, like glass.
Instead, it waswarm and yielding, asif it were the flesh of someliving cregture. Below him the lakes and
rivers gleamed in the afternoon sun like the shards of abroken mirror. The muddy Kalibobo River veered
away to thewest asthe hover flew into the foothills of the Tarata Range. Asthe land rolled beneath him,
Spur could spot areas where the bright-green hardwood forest was yielding ground to the blue-green of
the conifers: hemlock and pine and spruce. There were only afew farms and isolated villagesin the
shadow of the mountains. They would haveto fly over the Taratas to get to Littleton on the eastern dope.

At first Spur had difficulty identifying the familiar pesks. He was coming a them from the wrong direction
and at dtitude. But once he picked out the clenched fist of Woitape, he could count forward and back
down the range: Taurika, Bootless Lowaand Boroko, curving to the northwest, Kaivunaand Samson

K okoda commanding the plain to the south. He murmured the names aloud, aslong as the deputy wasn't
around to hear. He had dways liked how round the pukpuk sounds were, how they rolled in his mouth.
When he' d been trapped in the burn with Vic, he was certain that he would never say them again.

When Chairman Winter bought Morobe' s Peafrom ComExplore IC, he had thought to rename
everything on the planet and make afresh sart for his great experiment in preserving unenhanced
humanity. But then asurprising number of ComExplore employees turned down his generous relocation
offer; they wanted to stay on. Almost al of these pukpuks could trace their ancestry back to some
ancient who had made planetfal on the first colonizing ships. More than afew claimed to be descended
from Old Morobe herself. As agesture of respect, the Chairman agreed to keep pukpuk names for some
landforms. So there were il rivers, valeys, mountains and idands that honored the legacy of thefirst
Setlers.

Chairman Winter had never made a secret of his plansfor Walden. At staggering persond expense, he
had intended to transform the exhausted lands of Morobe' s Pea. In their place he would make a paradise
that re-created the heritage ecology of the home world. He would invite only true humansto cometo
Walden. All he asked was that his colonists forsake the technol ogies that were spinning out of control on
the Thousand Worlds. Those who agreed to live by the Covenant of Simplicity would be given land and
citizenship. Eventually both the forest and the Transcendent State would overspread al of Walden.

But the pukpuks had other plans. They wouldn’t leave and they refused to give up their banned
technologies. At firg trade between the two cultures of Walden flourished. In fact, the pukpuk industrial
and commercial base propped up the fledgling Transcendent State. Citizens needed pukpuk goods, even
if bots manufactured them. Astime passed, however, the Cooperative recognized that pukpuks
continued presence was undermining the very foundations of the Transcendent State. When the
Cooperative attempted to close off the bordersin order to encourage loca industry, black markets
gorang up in the cities. Many citizens came to question the tenets of smplicity. The week were tempted



by forbidden knowledge. For the first time since the founding, the emigration rate edged into the double
digits. When it was clear that the only way to save the Transcendent State was to push the pukpuks of f
the planet, Chairman Winter had authorized the planting of genetically enhanced trees. But once the forest
began to encroach on the pukpuk barrens, the burns began.

The pukpuks were the clear aggressorsin thefirefight; even their sympathizers among the citizenry agreed
on that. What no one could agree on was how to accommodate them without compromising. In fact,
many of the more beligerent citizens held that the ultimate responsibility for the troubleslay with the
Chairman himsdf. They questioned his decison not to force dl of the pukpuksto emigrate after the
purchase of Morobe' s Pea. And some wondered why he could not order them to be rounded up and
deported even now. It was, after dl, his planet.

“WEe ve come up with acompromise,” said Ngonda as he pushed through the bulkhead into the
compartment. Hewas still as pae asaroot cellar mushroom, but he seemed steadier. He even glanced
briefly down at the eastern dope of Bootless Lowa Mountain before cutting his eyes away. “I think we
can let the High Gregory vist under your supervison.”

Memsen, the High Gregory, and ayoung girl followed him, which caused the bulkhead to burst
atogether. Spur caught aglimpse of aknot of kids peering at him before the wall re-formed itself two
metersfarther into theinterior of the hover, creating the necessary extra spaceto fit them dl. The High
Gregory was carrying atray of pastries, which he set on the table he caused to form out of the deck.

“Hello, Spur,” hesaid. “How do you likeflying? Y our friend got sick but Memsen heped him. Thisis
Penny.”

“The Pendragon Chromlis Furcifer,” said Memsen.

She and Spur studied each other. A little taler but perhagps alittle younger than the High Gregory, the girl
was dressed hood to boot in clothes made of supple metdlic-green scales. The scaes of her gloves were
asfine as snakeskin while those that formed her tunic looked more like cherry leaves, even to the
serrated edges. A rigid hood protected the back of her head. A tangle of thick, black hair wreathed her
face.

“Penny,” said the High Gregory, “you’ re supposed to shake his hand.”
“I know,” she said, but then clasped both hands behind her back and stared at the deck.

“Y our right goesto hisright.” The High Gregory held out his own hand to demongdtrate. “ She' sjust alittle
dy,” hesad.

Spur crouched and held out his hand. She took it solemnly. They shook. Spur let her go. The girl’s hand
went behind her back again.

“Y ou have a pretty name, Pendragon,” said Spur.

“That’ s her title.” Memsen faced | eft and then right before she sat on the bench next to Ngonda. “It
meanswar chief.”

“Really. And have you been to war, Penny?’

She shook her head—more of atwitch of embarrassment than a shake.



“Thisisher firs,” said the High Gregory. “But she' sL’ ung. She' sjust hereto watch.”
“I’'m sorry,” said Spur. “Who arethe L’ ung?’

Ngondacleared histhroat in an obvious warning. The High Gregory saw Memsen pinch theair and
whatever he' d been about to say died on hislips. The silence stretched long enough for Penny to redize
that there was some difficulty about answering Spur’ s question.

“What, is he stupid?’ She scrutinized Spur with renewed interest. “ Are you stupid, Spur?’
“I don’'t think s0.” It was histurn to be embarrassed. “But maybe some people think that | am.”

“Thisiscomplicated,” said Memsen, filling yet another awkward pause. “We understand that people here
seek to avoid complication.” She considered. “Let’ sjust say that the L’ ung are companions to the High
Gregory. They like to watch him make luck, you might say. Think of them as students. They’ ve been sent
from many different worlds, for many different reesons. Complications again. Thereisapoalitica

Ngondawriggled in protest.

“...which the deputy assures us you would only find confusing. So.” She patted the bench. “ Sit,
Pendragon.”

The Pendragon collected a macaroon from the pastry tray and obediently settled beside Memsen, then
leaned to whisper in her ear.

“Yes” said Memsen, “we |l ask about thewar.”

Ngondaraose then, but caught himsdlf againgt abulkhead asif the change from sitting to standing had left
himdizzy. “Thisisn't fair,” he sad. “ The Cooperative has made acomplete disclosure of the Situation
here, both to Kenning and to the Forum of the Thousand Worlds.”

“What you sent was dull, dull, dull, friend Congtant,” said the High Gregory. “I don’t think the people
who made the report went anywhere near aburn. Someone told somebody else, and that somebody told
them.” Just then the hover bucked and the deputy almost toppled onto Memsen'slap. “You gaveusa
bunch of contracts and maps and pix of dead trees,” continued the High Gregory. “1 can’t make luck out
of charts. But Spur wasthere, he can tell us. He was aimost burned up.”

“Not about Motu River,” said Spur quickly. “Nothing about that.” Suddenly everyone was staring at him.

“Maybe,” began Ngonda but the hover shuddered again and he dapped a hand hard against the
bulkhead to steady himself. “Maybe we should tell him what we' ve agreed on.”

Spur sensed that Memsen was judging him, and that she was not impressed. “If you want to talk in
generd about fighting fires” hesaid, “that’ sdifferent.”

Ngondalooked miserable. “ Can't we spare this brave man... 7’

“Deputy Ngonda,” said Memsen.

“What?’ Hisvoicewasvery smal.

The High Gregory lifted the tray from the table and offered it to him. “Have acookie.”

Ngondashrank from the padtries asif they might bite him. “Go ahead then,” he said. “ Scratch thisfoolish



itch of yours. We can't stop you. We're just abunch of throwbacks from a nothing world and you' re—"
“Deputy Ngondal” Memsen'’ s voice was sharp.

He caught his breath. “Y ou’ re Memsen the Twenty-second and he' s the High Gregory of Kenning and
I’'m not feding very well.” Ngonda turned to Spur, muttering, “Remember, they don't redlly care what
happensto you. Or any of us.”

“That'snot true,” said the High Gregory. “Not true at al.”
But Ngonda had aready subsided onto his bench, queasy and unvoiced.
“S0.” Memsen clicked her ringstogether. “Y ou fight fires”

“I’mjust asmokechaser.” Ngonda's outburst troubled Spur. He didn’t know anything about these
upsiders, after al. Were they redly any different than pukpuks?“1 volunteered for the Corps about a
year ago, finished training last winter, was assigned the Ninth Regiment, Gold Squad. We mostly build
handlines dong the edges of burnsto contain them.” He leaned againgt the hull with hisback to the view.
“Theideaisthat we scrape off everything that can caich fire, dig to minerd soil. If we can fit aplow or
tractor in, then we do, but in rough terrain we work by hand. That’ s about it. Boring as those reports you
read.”

“I don't understand.” The High Gregory sprawled on the deck, picking idly at his sneskers. “If you're so
busy digging, when do you put the fires out?’

“Fire needsthreethings,” he said, “oxygen, fuel and temperature. They cal it the triangle of combustion.
Think of aburn asachain of triangles. The sides of every triangle have to connect.” He formed atriangle
by pressing histhumbs and forefingers together. “Hot enough connects to enough air connects to enough
stuff to burn. Take away asde and you break the triangle’ —he separated his thumbs—* and weaken the
chain. When aburn blows up, there’ s no good way to cut off its oxygen or lower the core temperature,
s0 you haveto attack the fuel side of thetriangle. If you do your job, eventualy there’ s nothing left to
burn.”

“Then you don't actudly put firesout?” The High Gregory sounded disappointed.

“We do, but that’ s just hotspotting. Once we establish a handline, we have to defend it. So we walk the
lines, checking for firesthat start from flying sparks or underground runners. Trees might fal acrossaline.
If wefind ahotspot, we dig it out with ajacksmith or spray it cold with retardant from our splash packs.”
He noticed that the Pendragon was whispering again to Memsen. “I’'m sorry,” he said. “Isthere
something?’

Memsen gave him a polite smile—at |east he hoped it was palite. * She asks about the people who set
fireto themsdalves. Have you ever seen one?’

“A torch? Spur frowned. “No.” Thelie dipped out with practiced ease.

“They must be very brave.” The High Gregory wriggled across the deck on hands and kneesto Spur’'s
kit. “Hey, your bag got burnt here.” He held the kit up to the afternoon light pouring through the hull,
examining it. “And heretoo. Do you hate them?’

“ NO_”

“But they tried to kill you.”



“Not me. They'retrying to kill the forest, maybe the Transcendent State, but not me. They have no idea
who | am.” He motioned for the kit and the High Gregory dragged it across the compartment to him.
“And | don't know any of them. We'reall strangers.” He opened the kit, rummaged insde and pulled out
apix of Gold Squad. “Here smy squad. That’ sfull firefighting gear we rewearing.” Dead friends grinned
a him from the pix. Vic, kneding in the front row of the picture, and Hardy, who was standing next to
Spur. Heflipped the pix over and passed it to the High Gregory.

“Why arethetorchesdoing this?” said Memsen. “Y ou must have wondered about it. Help us
understand.”

“It'scomplicated.” He waited for Ngondato pipe up with the officid line, but the deputy was gazing
through the hull of the hover with eyes of glass. “They should have gonelong ago,” said Spur. “They’re
upsiders, redly. They don't belong here anymore.”

“A thousand worldsfor the new,” said Memsen, “onefor the true. That’swhat your chairman says, isn't
it?”

“Y our parents came here from other worlds,” said the High Gregory. “ So that’ swhy you think the
pukpuks should’ ve been willing to pack up and go. But would you come back with usto Kenning if Jack
Winter said you should?’

“That'snotwhy |...” Spur rubbed at hisforehead. “I don't know, maybeit is. Anyway, they were my
grandparents, not my parents.”

The High Gregory did across the deck and handed the pix of Gold Squad to Memsen. The Pendragon
craned her neck to see.

“Y ou have to understand,” said Spur, “that the pukpuks hate the new forests because they spread so
fast. Thetrees grow like weeds, not like the onesin my orchard.” He glanced over his shoulder at the
hills beneath him. They were on the east Sde of the Taratas now and flying lower. Almost home. “When
Walden was Htill the Peg, this continent was dry and mostly open. The Niah was prairie. There was
supposedly this huge desert, the Nev, or the Neb, where Concord is now. The pukpuks hunted billigags
and tamed the gosdog herds. Their bots dug huge pits to mine carbonatites and rare earths. Eventualy
they killed off the herds, plowed the prairies under and exhausted al the surface deposits. They created
the barrens, raped this planet and then most of them just left. Morobe' s Peawas adying world, that's
why the Chairman picked it. There was nothing for the pukpuks here, no reason to stay until we came.”

Asthe hover swooped low over the treetops, Spur could fed the tug of home asred as gravity. After al
he had been through, Littleton was till drowsing &t the base of LamanaRidge, waiting for him. He
imagined deeping in hisown bed that night.

“Soon there won't be any more barrens,” he said, “just forest. And that will be the end of it.”

The High Gregory stared at him with hisunnerving yelow eyes. “They’rejudt trying to protect their way
of life. And now you' re telling them that your way is better.”

“No.” Spur bit hislip; the truth of what the High Gregory said had long since pricked his soul. “But their
way of lifeisto destroy our way.”

Memsen flicked afinger againgt the pix of Gold Squad. “ And so that’ swhy they started thiswar?’

“Isthisawar?’ Spur took the pix from her and tucked it into hiskit without looking at it again. “They set
fires, we put them out. It’'s dangerous work, either way.”



“Peopledie,” whispered the Pendragon.
“Yes” said Spur. “They do.”
EIGHT

| have lived some thirty-odd years on this planet, and | have yet to hear the firgt syllable of valuable or
even earnest advice from my seniors.

—JOURNAL, 1852

Spur perched on a stump wondering how to sneak over to the Littleton train station. From where he sat,
it looked hopeless. He had just bushwhacked through the forest from the edge of Spot Pond, where the
hover had lingered long enough to put him onto the mucky shore. Now hewas on thetrail that led down
LamanaRidge. Just ahead of him was Blue Vdley Road, arough track that connected a handful of farms
to Civic Route 22. CR22 became Broad Street asit passed through Littleton Commons, the village
center. If he skulked down Blue Valley, he could hitch aride on 22. Except who would be out thistime
of day? Neighbors. Littleton was asmdl town; hisfather had no doubt told everyone that his son the
hero was duein on the 8:16 train from Heart’ s Wall. Of course, he could avoid 22 altogether and skirt
around town to the train station. Except it was agood ten kilometers between the sump and the station
and hewas bonetired.

He decided to st alittle longer.

At least Ngonda had kept most of the upsiders out of Littleton. He could imagine Penny and Kai
Thousandfold and little Senator-for-Life Dowm spreading through his bewildered village to gawk at
family pix and open closets and ask awkward questions. The High Gregory was al Spur had to worry
about. He would be stepping off the hover ramp tomorrow morning at Spot Pond with the deputy. He
would pose as Ngonda s nephew and the deputy would be Spur’ s comrade-in-arms from Iron Squad.
The High Gregory would spend the day touring Littleton and making whatever luck he could. He would
deep a Spur’s house and the day after tomorrow he and Ngondawould catch the 7:57 southbound.

“Spur?’ caled afamiliar voice from up thetrall. “Isthat Progper Leung?’

Spur wanted to blurt, “No, not me, not at all.” He wanted to run away. Instead he said, “Hello, Sly.”
There were worse citizens he could have run into than Sy Sawatdee.

The big man lumbered down the path. He was wearing cut-off shorts, one leg of which was severa
centimeterslonger than the other. Hisbarrel belly stretched his shirt, which was unbuttoned to his navel.
Hisfloppy hat was two-toned: dirty and dirtier. He was carrying abasket filled with gooseberries. His
smilewas bright as noon.

“That ismy Prosper, | swear. My lucky little pinecone, al safe. But you' re supposed to be away at the
fires. How did you get here, so far from nowhere?’

“Fdl out of the sky.”

Sy giggled like alittle boy. “ Go around that again.” Sy was gray asan oak and dmogt asold as Spur’'s
father, but hisyears had never seemed aburden to him. If the Transcendent State truly wanted its citizens
smple, then Sy Sawatdee was the most civic-minded person in Hamilton County. “ Y ou’ rejoking me,
no?’

“All right then, | walked.”



“Waked from where?’
Spur pointed west.

Sy turned, asif he expected to see that a highway had been miraculoudy cut through the forest. “ Nothing
that way but trees and then mountains and then ahell of alot moretrees. That’ s atruckload of walking,
greenlog. Y ou must betired. Have agooseberry?’ He offered Spur the basket. When Sy harvested the
wild fruit, he just broke whole canes off, ingtead of picking individual berries. Close work heleft to his
grandnephews a home.

“All right then,” said Spur. “I’m not here. I'm on thetrain from Heart' sWall. | getin at 8:16.”
“Yeah? Then who am | talking to, my own shaggy self? Watch the thorns.”

Spur popped one of the striped pink berriesinto his mouth. 1t was till warm from the sun; histeeth
crunched thetiny seeds. “Y ou don't like any of my answers?’” He dung hiskit over his shoulder.

“I'll nibble almost anything, Spur, but | spit out what doesn't taste good.” He pressed a stubby forefinger
into Spur’s chest. “Your Sy can tell when you' re carrying a secret, happy old shoe. Ease the weight of it
off your back and maybe | can help you withiit.”

“Let’'swak.” Spur set off down thetrail. Ahead the trees parted for Blue Valey Road. “How’s my
faher?

“Well enough for an old man.” Sy fdl into step aongside him. “Which isto say not so much of what he
was. Said you got burnt when Vic Joerly and those other poor boys got killed.” He peered a Spur.
“Y ou don't look much burnt.”

“I wasin ahospital in Concord.” They had reached Blue Vdley Road, which was nothing more than a
couple of dirt ruts separated by a scraggle of weeds. “ An upsider doctor saved my life.” Spur headed
toward CR22. “They can do things you wouldn't believe.”

“I'll believeit thisvery minuteif you say s0.” Hismouth twisted like he/ d bit into awormy gpple. “Only |
never had much usefor upsders.”

“Why?Have you ever met one?’

“Not me, but my DiDaused to say how they poke holesin their own brains and cut arms and legs off to
sew on parts of botsin their place. Now where' s the sense in agood man turning bot?”

Therewas no arguing with Sy when he got to remembering things hislong-suffering father had told him.
“I'm guessing you buried Vic dready?’

“His body came on thetrain last Wednesday. The funerd was Friday. Most the village was there, biggest
communion in years and just about the saddest day.”

“How's Comfort?’

“Hard to say.” He grimaced. “| paid respects, didn’t chitchat. But | heard around that she’ sdigging
hersdf quite ahole. Wouldn't take much for her to fal in.” He turned away from Spur and picked astone
up off the road. “What about you two?’

“] don't want to talk about it.”

“Yeah.” Helobbed the stone into the woods. “ That’ swhat | heard.”



They were coming up on the Bandaran farmstead, corn stalks nodding in the field nearest the road. Spur
could hear the wooden clunk of their windmill turning on the whispered bregth of the afternoon. It was
bringing water up from awell to splash into a dug pond where ducks gabbled and cropped. Hetried to
keep Sly between himsalf and the house as they passed, but whether he was noticed or not, nobody
cdled out to him.

The next farmstead bel onged to the Sawatdees, where Sy lived with his nephew Sunny and hisfamily.
Onanimpulse, Spur said, “Thereisa secret.”

“Yeah, | know. I’'mold, but | till hear the mosquitoes buzz.”
“Thethingis, I'm going to need your help. And you can't tell anyone.”

Sy stepped in front of Spur and blocked hisway. “ Does anyone know who sat on Gandy Star’ s cherry
pie? The onethat she baked for your DiDa?’

Spur grinned. “I hope not.”

He prodded Spur in the chest with hisfinger. “Did they ever figure the boy who was with Lesf
Benkleman the day she got drunk on the applgjack and threw up at the Solstice Day picnic?’

“Itwasn't me” Spur put ahand on Sy’ sfinger and pushed it away. “I waswith you fishing that
afternoon.”

“Y eah, thefish story.” He stood aside and motioned for Spur to pass. “ Remember who told that one?
The old citizen you dways forget to come visit now that you' re dl grown up.” They continued down the
road. The Sawatdee farmstead was just around the next bend.

“I remember, Sly. Can you help? | need aride homeright now.”

“The cottage or your DiDd s house?’

“Diligence Cottage.”

He nodded. “ Sunny can take you in the truck.”

“No, it hasto be you. Y ou’ re going to be the only one who knows I’ m back. Part of the secret.”

Sy swung the basket of gooseberriesin wider arcs as he walked. “ Sunny doesn’'t want me driving at
night anymore.”

“Don’'t worry, you'll be back in plenty of timefor supper. But then I'll need you again in the morning.
Come get mefirst thing. I’m meeting someone up a Spot Pond.”

“Spot Pond? Nobody there but frogs.”

Spur leaned closer to Sy. “I cantell you, but you have to promise to help, no matter what.” He lowered
hisvoice. “Thisisabig secret, Sy.”

“How big?’ Sy looked worried. “Bigger than abarn?’

“Bigger than thewhole village.” Spur knew Sy would be pleased and flattered to be the only onein
Littleton whom Spur had invited into his congpiracy. “In or out, my friend?’

“Inupto here” Sy raised ahand over his head. “Ears open, mouth shut.” He giggled.



“Good.” Spur didn't give him timeto recongder. “An upsider iscoming to vigt Littleton.”
“Anupsider.” Sy took thisfor another joke. “And he parks his spaceship where? On Broad Street?’

“A hover isgoing to put him off near Spot Pond. He' s going to stay with me for aday. One day.
Nobody is supposed to know he' sfrom the upside.”

“A hover.” Sy glanced over one shoulder and then the other, asif he expected to spot the hover
following them. “One of those birdbotsin our sky.”

Spur nodded.
“And you want this?’

The question caught him off guard, because he redized that sometimein the last few hours he had
changed hismind. “1 do, Sly.” Spur wanted to spend more time with the High Gregory and it wasfine
with him if they were together a Diligence Cottage. He just didn’t want to inflict the upsider on the rest of
hisdeepy village. They wouldn't understand.

Except Sy was shaking his head. “ Nothing good ever came of getting tangled up with space people.”
“I'mjust curiousisadl,” said Spur.

“Curious can't gt till, young sprout. Curious ways goesfor the closer look.” For thefirst time since
Spur had known him, Sly Sawatdee looked his age. “ And now I’ m thinking what will happen to your
DiDawhen you leave us. HE sagood man, you know. I’ ve known him al my life”

NINE

For when man migrates, he carrieswith him not only his birds, quadrupeds, insects, vegetables and his
very sward, but his orchard also.

—WILD APPLES, 1862

Capability Roger Leung loved apples. He was fond of the other pomes aswell, especialy pears and
quince. Stone fruits he didn’t much care for, athough he tolerated sour cherriesin memory of GiGa's
pies. But apples were Cape sfavorite, the ancient fruit of the home world. He claimed that apples graced
the tables of al of Earth’sgrest civilizations: Roman, Idamic, American and Dalamist. Some peoplein
Littleton thought that Spur’ sfather loved his apple trees more than he loved hisfamily. Probably Spur's
mother, Lucy Bliss Leung, had been one of these. Probably that was why she left him when Spur was
three, first to move to Heart’ s Wall and then clear across the continent to Providence. Spur never got the
chance to ask her because he never saw her again after she moved to Southwest. The citizens of Waden
did not travel for mere pleasure.

Spur’ s grandparents had arrived on Walden penniless and with only abasic knowledge of farming. Y et
hard work and brutal frugdity had built their farmstead into a success. However, the price they paid for
single-minded dedication to farming was high; of their three children, only Cape choseto stay onthefarm
asan adult. And even he moved out of Diligence Cottage when he was sixteen and put up ahut for
himsdf at the farthest edge of the Leung property. He was trying to escape their disapprova. Whenever
he looked at thetell or visited friends or climbed atree to read a book, GiGo or GiGawould carp at him
for being frivolous or lazy. They couldn’t see the sense of volunteering for the fire department or playing
left base for the Littleton Eagles when there were chores to be done. Sometimes weeks might pass

without Cape saying an unnecessary word to his parents.



Y et it had been Cape who transformed the family fortunes with his gpples. When he was eighteen, he
began attending classes at the hortischool extension in Longwalk, very much againgt GiGo' swishes. He
had paid tuition out of money earned doing odd jobs around the village—another pointless diverson from
home chores that irritated his parents. Cape had become interested in fruit trees after brown rot spoiled
amost the entire crop of Littleton’ s sour cherriesthe year before. All the farmersin the village raised fruit,
but their orchards were usualy no more than adozen trees, dl of traditional heirloom varieties. Crops
were small, usudly just enough for home use because of the ravages of pests and disease. Farmers
battled Terran immigrants like tarnished plant bugs, sawflies, wooly aphids, coddling moths, lesfrollers,
lesser gpple worms, and the arch enemy: plum curculio. There were mildews, rugts, rots, cankers,
blotches and blights to contend with aswell. The long growing season of fruit trees made them vulnerable
to successve attacks. Citizens across the Transcendent State debated whether or not Chairman Winter
had introduced insect evil and funga disease into his new Garden of Eden on purpose. The question had
never been settled. But at hortischool, Cape learned about neem spray, extracted from the chinaberry
tree, and the organic insecticide pyrethrum, which was made from dried daisies. And he heard about an
amazing cider gpple cdled Huang' s Nectar, a disease-resstant early bloomer, well-suited to the climate
of Southeast but not yet proven hardy in the north. As much to spite hisfather asto test the new variety,
he had drained his savings and bought a dozen saplings on w4 semi-dwarfing rootstock. He started his
own orchard on land he had cleared near his hut. Two yearslater, he brought in his firs—admittedly
light—harvest, which neverthel ess yielded the siweetest cider and smoothest gppleack anyonein Littleton
had ever tasted. Cape purchased a handscrew pressin histhird year and switched from fermenting his
cider in glass carboysto huge oak barrels by hisfifth. And he bought more apple trees—he never
seemed to have enough: Mclntosh, GoRed, Jay’ s Pippin, Alumar Gold, Adam and Eve. Soon he began
to grow rootstock and sell treesto other farmers. By the time Cape married Spur’ s mother, the Leungs
were renting land from farmsteads on elither sde of their origind holding. GiGo and GiGalived long
enough to see their son become the most prosperous farmer in Littleton. GiGo, however, never forgave
himsdf for being wrong, or Cape for being right, about the apples.

Cape had given Spur and Comfort his parents house as awedding present; Diligence Cottage had been
empty ever snce GiGa had died. Cape had long since transformed his own little hut into one of the
grandest homesin Littleton. Spur had Sy drop him off just down Jane Powder Street from the cottage,
hoping to avoid the big house and the inevitable interrogation by hisfather for aslong as possible. After
seeing Sy’ sdismay at the news of the High Gregory’ svisit, he was thinking he might try to keep the High
Gregory’ sidentity from Cape, if he could.

However, as Spur approached the front door, he spotted Cape' s scooter parked by the barn and then
Cape himsdf reaching from aladder into the scaffold branches of one of GiGo' s ancient Macoun apples.
Hewasthinning the fruit set. Thiswastwice asurprise: first, because Cape usualy avoided the house
where he had grown up, and second, because he had been set against trying to rejuvenate the Leungs
origind orchard, arguing that it was awaste of Spur’stime. In fact the peaches and the plum tree had
proved beyond saving. However, through drastic pruning, Spur had managed to bring three Macouns
and one Sunset apple, and aNorthstar cherry back into production again.

“DiDa” Spur cdled out so that he wouldn't startle hisfather. “1t' sme.”

“Prosper?’ Cape did not look down as he twisted an unripe applefree. “Y ou're here dready.
Something' swrong?’ He dropped the cull to the pack of gosdogs waiting below. A femae legpt and
caught the applein midair initslong beak. It chomped twice and swallowed. Then it chased itsscaly tde
in ddlight, while the others hooted at Cape.



“Everything’ sfine. Therewas alast minute change and | managed to get aride home.” Spur doubted his
father would be satisfied with this vague explanation, but it was worth atry. “What are you doing up
there?’ He dropped his kit on the front step of the farmhouse and trudged over to the orchard. “1 thought
you hated GiGo'suseless old trees.”

Cape sniffed. “Macoun is a decent enough apple; they’ re just too damn much work. And since you
weren't around to tend to them—but | should come down. Y ou’ re home, Prosper. Wait, I'll come
down.”

“No, finish what you' re doing. How are things here?’

“It wasadry spring.” He culled another green gpple, careful to grasp the fruiting spur with one hand and
the fruit with the other. “ June was parched too, but the county won't cal it adrought yet.” The gosdogs
swirled and tumbled beneath him as he | et the apple fal. “The June drop waslight, so I’ ve had to do alot
of thinning. We had sawfly but the curculio isn't so bad. They let you out of the hospital so soon,
Prosper? Tell mewhat you' re not telling me.”

“I'm fine. Ready to build fence and buck firewood.”
“Have you seen Comfort yet?’

“No.”

“Y ou were supposed to arrive by train.”

“| hitched aride with afriend.”

“From Concord?’

“I got off thetrainin Whedwright.”

“Whedwright.” One of the gosdogs was trying to scrabble up the ladder. “I don’t know wherethat is
exactly. Somewherein Southeadt, | think. Lee County maybe?’

“Around there. What’ swrong with Macouns?’

“Ah.” He shook his head in disgpprovd. “ A foolish tree that doesn’t know what’ s good for it.” He
gestured at the immeature applesal around him. “Look at the size of thisfruit set. Even after the June
drop, there are too many apples |eft on the branches. Grow more than afew of these treesand you'll
spend the summer hand-thinning. Have you seen Comfort yet?’

“I dready said no.” Spur plucked alow-hanging cherry, which held its green stem, indicating it wasn't
quite ripe; despite this, he popped it into his mouth. “ Sour cherriesaren’t too far from harvest, I'd say.”
He spat the pit at the gosdogs. “ They’ re pulling the entire regiment back to Cloyce Forest, whichis
where!’ll catch up with them.”

“Civic refreshment—you’ Il be busy.” Cape wound up and pitched acull into the next row of trees. As
the pack hurtled after it, he backed down the ladder. “ Although | wouldn’'t mind some help. You're
home for how long?’

“Just the week.”
He hefted the ladder and pivoted it into the next tree. “Not much time.”

“ NO_”



He was about to climb up again when he redlized that he had yet to greet hisonly son. “I’'m glad you're
safe, Prosper,” he said, placing ahand on his shoulder. “But | sill don't understand about thetrain.” He
held Spur at arm’ slength. “Y ou got off why?’

Spur was desperate to change the subject. “DiDa, | know you don’t want to hear this but Comfort and |
are probably going to get divorced.”

Cape grimaced and let go of Spur. “Probably?’ He set hisfoot on the bottom rung.

“Yes” The gosdogs were back dready, swarming around the ladder, downy feathersflying. “I’m sorry.”
Spur stepped away.

“Prosper, you know my fedlings about this.” He mounted the ladder. * But then everyone knows|’'m a
samplefool when it comesto kegping awoman.”

Cape Leung had been saying thingslike that ever since Spur’ s mother left him. On some days he
bemoaned the failure of his marriage as awound that had crippled him for life, on others he preened asif
surviving it were his one true distinction. As ayoung man, Spur had thought these were merely poses and
had resented hisfather for keeping hisfedings about Spur’ s mother in atangle. Now, Spur thought
maybe he understood.

“Comfort was never comfortable here,” Spur said morosely. “1 blame mysdlf for that. But | don’t think
shewas born to be afarmer’ swife. Never was, never will be.”

“Areyou sure?’ Cape sucked air between histeeth as heleaned into the tree. “ She' shad aterrible
shock, Prosper. Now this?’

“Itisn’'t going to come asashock,” he said, hisvoicetight. Hisfather had far too many reasonsfor
wanting Spur to make his marriage work. He had dways liked both of the Joerly kids and had loved the
way Comfort had remade both Diligence Cottage and his only son. Cape was impatient for
grandchildren. And then there was the matter of the land, once agreeably complicated, now horribly
smple. Ever sncethey had been kids, it had been arunning joke around the village that someday Spur
would marry Comfort and unite the Joerly farmstead with the Leung holdings, immediately adjacent to the
east. Of course, everyone knew it wouldn't happen quite that way, because of Vic. But now Vic was
dead.

“Whenwill you see her?’

“I don't know,” said Spur. “ Soon. Anyway, it'sbeen along day for me. I’'mgoingin.”
“Come back to the house for supper?’ said Cape.

“No, I'mtootired. I'll scrape up something to eat in the cottage.”

“Y ouwon't have to look too hard.” He grinned. “Y our fans stopped by this morning to open the place
up. I’'m sure they left some goodies. I’ ve been telling the neighbors that you were due home today.” He
dropped another cull to the gosdogs. “Now that | think about it, | should probably ride into town to tell
folks not to meet your train. | fill can’t believeyou got aride dl theway from...where did you say it was
agan?’

“What fans?’

“I think it must have been Gandy Joy who organized it; at |least she was the one who came to the house
to ask my permission.” He stepped off the ladder into the tree to reach the highest branches. “But | saw



the Veez girlswaiting in the van, Peace Toba, Summer Millisap.” He stretched for aparticularly dense
cluster of apples. “ Oh, and after they I€ft, | think Comfort might have stopped by the cottage.”

TEN

| find it wholesome to be alone the greater part of the time. To bein company, even with the best, is soon
wearisome and diss pating.

—WALDEN

The refrigerator was stocked with a chicken and parsnip casserole, a pot of barley soup, haf adozen
eggs, alittle tub of butter, adab of goat cheese and three bottles of root beer. Therewas aloaf of fresh
onion rye bread and glass jars of homemade apricot and pear preserves on the counter. But what Spur
ate for supper was pie. Someone had baked him two pies, a peach and an apple. He ate half of each,
and washed them down with root beer. Why not? There was nobody around to scold him and hewas
too tired to heat up the soup or the casserole, much lessto edt it. Eating pie took no effort at al. Besides,
he hadn’t had a decent dice of pie since he had left Littleton. The niceties of baking were beyond thefield
kitchens of the Corps of Firefighters.

Afterward he poured himsdlf atumbler of applgack and sat at the kitchen table, trying to decide who
had brought what. The barley soup felt like an offering from sturdy Peace Toba. Gandy Joy knew he had
developed a secret weakness for root beer, despite growing up in afarmstead that lived and died by
cider. The Millisaps had the largest herd of goatsin town. He wasn't sure who had made the casserole,
athough hewould have bet it wasn't the Velez sisters. Casseroles were too matronly for the Ve ezes.
They werein their early twentiesand single and allittle wild—at least by Littleton’s tandards. They had
to be, snce they were searching for romancein avillage of just over six hundred souls. Everyone said
that they would probably move to Longwak someday, or even to Heart’ s Wall, which would break their
parents hearts. He was guessing that the pies had come from their kitchen. A well-made pie was as
good asalove letter. But would the Velez ssters just assume he and Comfort were finaly going to split?
Comfort must have decided on her own and wastelling peoplein the village. Then Spur remembered that
Sy had said he had heard something. And if Sy knew, then everyone knew. In anosy villagelike
Littleton, if akid skinned hisknee playing basebdl, at least three momsfell out of trees waving bandages.

Spur put the food away and washed the dishes, after which there was no reason to stay in the kitchen.
But helingered for awhile, trying to avoid the memories which whispered to him from the other rooms of
the cottage. He remembered his stern grandparents ghosting around the wood stove in their last years.
He remembered boarding Diligence Cottage up after GiGo died, the lumpy furniture and the threadbare
carpet receding into the gloom. And then he and Comfort pulling the boards down and rediscovering
their new home. The newlyweds had moved dmogt dl of GiGo and GiGa sthingsto the barn, where
they moldered to this day. Spur and Comfort had dusted and cleaned and scraped and painted
everything in the empty cottage. He remembered sitting on the floor with his back to thewall of the
parlor, looking at the one lonely chair they owned. Comfort had cuddled beside him, because she said
that if there wasn't room for both of them on the chair then neither would sit. He had kissed her then.
There had been alot of kissing in those days. In fact, Comfort had made love to him in every room of the
cottage. It was her way of declaring ownership and of exorcising the disapproving spirits of the old folks.

Now that she was about to pass out of hislife, Spur thought that Comfort might have been too ferocious
alover for histastes. Sometimesit was al he could do to stay with her in bed. Occasionaly her passion
adarmed him, dthough hewould never have admitted thisto himsdf while they were together. It would
have been unmanly. But just before he had volunteered for the Corps, when things had aready begun to
go wrong, he had fdlt asif there were dways another man standing next to them, watching. Not anyone
real, but rather Comfort’ sideaof alover. Spur knew by then he wasn't that man. He had just been a



placeholder for whoever it was she waswaiting for.

Findly heleft the kitchen. The women who had opened Diligence Cottage had done their best, but there
was no air to work with on this close July night. The roomswere stale and hot. He sat out on the porch
until the needlebugs drove him inside. Then he propped afan in either window of the bedroom and
dumped hiskit out onto the bedspread. What did he have to wear that was cool ? He picked up a T-shirt
but then smelled the tang of smoke till clinging to it. He dropped it onto the bed and chuckled
mirthlessly. He was home; he could put on his own clothes. He opened the dresser drawer and pulled out
the shortsthat Comfort had bought for his birthday and a gauzy blue shirt. The pants were loose and did
down his hips. He had lost weight in the firefight and even morein the hospital. Too much heartbresk.
Not enough pie.

Then, againgt his better judgment, he crossed the bedroom to Comfort’ s dresser and began to open
drawers. He had never understood why she abandoned everything she owned when sheleft him. Did it
mean that she was planning to come back? Or that she was completely rejecting their life together? He
didn’t touch anything, just looked at her panties, black and navy blue and gray—no pastels or patterns
for hisgirl. Then the balled socks, deaveless blouses, shirts with the arms folded behind them, heavy
workpants, lightweight sweaters. And in the bottom drawer the jade pgjamas of black-market material
S0 sheer that it would dip from her body if he even thought about tugging at it.

“Not exactly something afarmer’ swife would wear.” Spur spoke doud just to hear avoice; the dense
slence of the cottage was making him edgy. “ At least, not thisfarmer’ swife.”

Now that he waslosing Comfort, Spur redlized that the only person in hisfamily was hisfather. It struck
him that he had no memories of hisfather in the cottage. He could see Capein the dining room of the big
house or thelibrary or dozing in front of thetell. Alone, waysaone.

Spur had a bad moment then. He stepped into the bathroom, and splashed some cold water on hisface.
Hewould have to remarry or hewould end up like hisfather. Hetried to imagine kissing Bell Vdez,
dipping ahand under her blouse, but he couldn’t.

“Knock, knock.” A woman called from the parlor. “Y our father claimsyou’re back.” It was Gandy Joy.

“Just aminute.” Spur swiped at his dripping face with the hand towel. As he strode from the bedroom,
the smile on his face was genuine. He was grateful to Gandy Joy for rescuing him from the silence and his
dark mood.

Shewasagmall, round woman with flyaway hair that was eight different shades of gray. She had big
teeth and an easy smile. Her green sundress exposed the wrinkled skin of her wide shoulders and arms;
despite farm work she was till asfair asthe flesh of an gpple. Spur had been mothered by many of the
women of Littleton as aboy, but Gandy Joy was the one who meant the most to him. He had to stoop
over dightly to hug her.

“Prosper.” She squeezed him so hard it took his breath away. “My lovely boy, you're safe.”

“Thank you for opening the cottage,” he said. “But how did you find everything?’ She amelled likelilacs
and he redlized that she must have perfumed hersdlf just for him.

“Small house.” She stepped back to take himin. “Not many places athing can be.”

Spur studied her as well; she seemed to have aged five yearsin the ten months since he’ d seen her last.
“Big enough, especidly for one”



“I’m sorry, Prosper.”

When Spur saw the sadness shadow her face, he knew that she had heard something. She was, after all,
thevillage virtuator. He supposed he should have been rdieved that Comfort was | etting everyone know
she wanted a divorce, since that was what he wanted too. Instead he just felt hollow. “What has she told
you?”

Gandy Joy just shook her head. “Y ou two haveto talk.”

He thought about pressing her, but decided to let it drop. “Have a seat, Gandy. Can | get you anything?
There' sapplgjack.” He steered her toward the sofa. “And root beer.”

“No, thanks.” She nodded at her wooden-bead purse, which he now noticed against the bol ster of the
sofa “I brought communion.”

“Redly?” he sad, feigning disgppointment. “Then you' re only here on business?’

“I'm here for more reasons than you' |l ever know.” She gave him aplayful tap on the arm. “And keeping
soulsin communion ismy caling, lovely boy, not my business.” She settled on the sofanext to her purse
and he sat facing her on the oak chair that had once been hisonly stick of furniture.

“How long are you with us?’ She pulled out three incense burners and set them on the cherrywood table
that Comfort had ordered al the way from Providence.

“A week.” Spur had seen Gandy Joy’ s collection of incense burners, but he had never known her to use
three a oncefor just two people. “I'll catch up with the squad in Cloyce Forest. Easy work for achange;
just watching the treesgrow.” He considered three excessive; after al, he had accepted communion
regularly with the other firefighters.

“Weweren't expecting you so soon.” She dipped the auminum case marked with the sedl of the
Transcendent State from her purse. “ Y ou didn’'t come on thetrain.”

“ NO_”

She selected a communion square from the case. She touched it to her forehead, the tip of her nose and
her lips and then placed it on edge in the incense burner. She glanced up at him and till the silence
dretched. “Just no?’ shesad finaly. “That'sal?

Spur handed her the crock of matches kept especidly for communion. “My father told you to ask, didn’t
I,El?l

“I’'mold, Prosper.” Her smilewas crooked. “I’ ve earned the right to be curious.” She repeated theritua
with the second communion square.

“Y ou have. But heredly wantsto know.”

“Heawaysdoes.” She set the third communion in its burner. “But then everybody understands about
that particular bend in Capability’ s soul.” She selected amatch from the crock and struck it.

Now it was Spur’ sturn to wait. “ So aren’t you going to ask me about the train?’

“I was, but since you have something to hide, | won’t.” She touched the fire to each of the three squares
and they caught immediatdly, the oilsin the communion burning with an eager yelow flame. “I don't redlly
care, Spur. I’'m just happy that you' re back and safe.” She blew the flames out on each of the squares,



leaving aglowing edge. “Make the most of your timewith us”

Spur watched the communion smoke uncoil inthe till air of his parlor. Then, as much to please Gandy
Joy asto re-establish his connection with hisvillage, he leaned forward and breathed deeply. The fumes
that filled his nose were harsh at firdt, but wispier and so much sweeter than the strangling smoke of a
burn. As he settled back into his chair, he got the subtle accents: the yeasty aromaof bread baking, a
whiff of freshly split oak and just a hint of the sunshine scent of ashirt fresh off the clothedine. He could
fed the communion smokefill his head and touch his soul. 1t bound him as dwaysto the preciousland
and the cottage where hisfamily had made anew life, the orderly Leung farmstead, his home town and of
course to this woman who loved him more than his mother ever had and hisflinty father who couldn’t
help theway he was and faithful Sy Sawatdee and generous L eaf Benkleman and droll Will Sambusa
and steadfast Peace Tobaand the entire Veez family who had aways been so generousto him and yes,
even hisdear Comfort Rose Joerly, who was leaving him but who was nonetheless a virtuous citizen of
Littleton.

He shivered when he noticed Gandy Joy watching him. No doubt she was trying to gauge whether he
had fully accepted communion. “Thank you,” he said, “for dl thefood.”

She nodded, satisfied. “Y ou' re welcome. We just wanted to show how proud we are of you. Thisis
your village, after dl, and you’ re our Prosper and we want you to stay with usaways.”

He chuckled nervoudy. Why did everyone think he was going somewhere?

She leaned forward, and lowered her voice. “But | have to say there was more than alittle competition
going on over the cooking.” She chuckled. “Bets were placed on which dish you' d et first.”

“Bets?’ Spur found theidea of haf a dozen women competing to please him quite agreeable. “ And what
did you choose?’

“After | saw everything laid out, | wasthinking that you' d start in on pie. After dl, therewasn't going to
be anyoneto tell you no.”

Spur laughed. “Piewasdl | ae. But don't tell anyone.”

She tapped her forefinger to her lipsand grinned.

“So I’'m guessing thet the Ve ez girls made the pies?”’

“There wasjust the one—an apple, | think iswhat Bell said.”

“I found two on the counter: apple and a peach.”

“Redly?’ Gandy sat back on the couch. * Someone else must have dropped it off after we left.”

“Might have been Comfort,” said Spur. “DiDa said he thought she stopped by. | was expecting to find a
note.”

“Comfort was here?
“Sheliveshere,” said Spur tegtily. “ At least, dl her stuff ishere”

Gandy took adeep breath over the incense burnersand held it in for severd moments. “I’'mworried
about her,” she said findly. “ She hasn’t accepted communion since we heard about Vic. She keegpsto
hersalf and when we go to vist her at home, she' sasfriendly asabrick. There’'smourning and then



there’ s sdlf-pity, Progper. She's been talking about sdlling the farmstead, moving away. We ve lost poor
Victor, we don’t want to lose her too. Littleton wouldn't be the same without the Joerlys. When you see
her, whatever you two decide, make sure she knows that.”

Spur dmost groaned then, but the communion had him in its benevolent grip. If citizensdidn’t help one
another, there would be no Transcendent State. “I’1l do my best,” he said, hisvoicetight.

“Oh, | know you will, my lovely boy. | know it in my soul.”
ELEVEN

Things do not change; we change.

—JOURNAL, 1850

The High Gregory sat next to Spur in the bed of the Sawatdees' truck, their backs against the cab,
watching the dust billow behind them. Sly and Ngonda rode up front. Asthe truck jolted down Blue
Valey Road, Spur could not help but see the excitement on the High Gregory’ sface. The dirt track was
certainly rough, but the boy was bouncing so high Spur was worried that he’ d fly over the sde. Hewas
even making Sly nervous, and the old farmer was usually as calm as moss. But then Sly Sawatdee didn’t
make ahabit of giving ridesto upsiders. He kept glancing over his shoulder at the High Gregory through
the open rear dider.

Spur had no doubt that his cover story for the High Gregory and Ngonda was about to unravel. The High
Gregory had decided to wear purple overalswith about twenty brass buttons. Although there was
nothing wrong with his black T-shirt, the bandana knotted around his neck was a pink disaster
embellished with cartoons of beets and carrots and corn on the cob. At least he had used some upsider
trick to disguise the color of hiseyes. Ngonda s clothes weren't quite as odd, but they too werea
problem. Spur had seen citizenswearing flair jackets and high-collar shirts—but not on ahot summer
Sunday and not in Littleton. Ngondawas dressed for ameeting at the Cooperative s Office of
Diplomacy in Concord. Spur’s only hope was to whisk them both to Diligence Cottage and either hide
them there or find them something more appropriate to wear.

“Tell me about the gosdogs,” said the High Gregory.

Spur leaned closer, trying to hear him over the roar of the truck’ s engine, the clatter of its suspension and
the crunch of tiresagaing the dirt road. “ Say again?’

“The gosdogs,” shouted the High Gregory. “One of your native species. Y ou know, four-footed,
feathered, they runin packs.”

“Gosdogs, yes. What do you want to know?’
“You egt them.”

“I don't.” The High Gregory seemed to be waiting for him to elaborate, but Spur wasn't surewhat he
wanted to know exactly. “ Other citizens do, but the browns only. The other breeds are supposed to be
too gringy.”

“And when you kill them, do they know they’ re about to die? How do you do it?’

“I don’'t.” Spur had never daughtered a gosdog; Cape didn't believe in eating them. However, Spur had
daughtered chickens and goats and helped once with a bull. Butchering was one of the unpleasant chores
that needed doing on afarm, like digging postholes or mucking out the barn. “They don't suffer.”



“Really? That’ sgood to know.” The High Gregory did not look convinced. “How smart do you think
they are?’

At that moment Sly stepped on the brakes and swung the steering whed; the truck bumped onto the
smooth pavement of Civic Route 22.

“Not very,” said Spur. With the road noise abating, hisvoice carried into the cab.
“Not very what?’ said Constant Ngonda.

The High Gregory propped himself up to speak through the open window. | was asking Spur how smart
the gosdogs are. | couldn’t find much about them, considering. Why isthat, do you suppose?’

“The ComExplore Survey Team rated them just 6.4 on the Peekay Animal Intelligence Scale,” said
Ngonda. “A goat has more brains.”

“Yes, | found that,” said the High Gregory, “but what’ sinteresting isthat the first evaluation was the only
one ever done. And it would have been very much in the company’ sintereststo test them low, right?
And of course it made no sense for your pukpuks to bother with afollow-up test. And now your
Transcendent State has a stake in keeping that rating asit is.”

“Are you suggesting some kind of conspiracy?’ Ngondawas working hisway to afine outrage. “ That
we' re deliberatdly abusing an intelligent species?”’

“I'mjust asking questions, friend Constant. And no, I’ m not saying they’ re as smart as humans, no, no,
never. But suppose they were retested and their intelligence was found to be...let’ ssay 8.3. Or even 8.1.
The Thousand Worlds might want to see them protected.”

“Protected?’ The deputy’ s voice snapped through the window.

“Why, don’t you think that would be agood idea? Y ou’ d just have to round them up and move them to
apark or something. Let them loosein their native habitat.”

“Thereisno native habitat |eft on Walden.” Spur noticed that Sy was so intent on the conversation that
he was coasting down the highway. “ Except maybe underwater.” A westbound oil truck was catching up
to them fast.

“We could build onethen,” said the High Gregory cheerfully. “The L"ung could raise the money. They
need something to do.”

“Can | ask you something?’ Ngonda had passed outrage and was well on hisway to fury.

“Yes, friend Congtant. Of course.”

“How old areyou?’

“Twelve standard. My birthday is next month. | don’t want abig party thisyear. It'stoo much work.”
“They know themsdlvesin the mirror,” said Sy.

“What?’ Ngondawas distracted from whatever point he was about to make. “What did you just say?’

“When one of them looks at hisreflection, he recognizeshimsdlf.” Sy leaned back toward the window as
he spoke. “We had this brood, amother and three pups, who stayed indoors with us last winter. They
were house-trained, mostly.” Thetruck dowed to acrawl. “So my granddaughter Brookie is playing



dress-up with the pups one night and the silly little pumpkin decidesto paint one al over with grapejuice.
Said she was trying to make the first purple gosdog—her father babies her, don’t you know? But she
actualy stainsthe right rear leg before her mother catches her out. And when Brookie lets the poor thing
loose, it gallumphsto the mirror and backs up to seeits grapy leg. Then it getsto whimpering and
clucking and turning circleslike they do when they’re upset.” Sy checked the rearview mirror and
noticed the ail truck closing in on them for thefirst time. “I wasthere, saw it clear astap water. Theidea
that it knew who it was tipped me over for acouple of days.” He put two wheels onto the shoulder of
CR22 and waved the truck past. “It’s been a hardship, but I’ ve never eaten a scrap of gosdog since.”

“That' sthe most ridiculousthing I’ ve ever heard,” said Ngonda

“Lotsof citizensfed that way,” said Spur.

“Asistheir right. But to jump to conclusions based on this man’s observations...”
“I don't want to jump, friend Constant,” said the High Gregory. “Let’snot jump.”

Although the deputy was ready to press his argument, nobody el se spoke and gradually he subsided. Sly
pulled back onto CR22 and drove the rest of the way at anormal pace.

They passed therest of thetrip in silence; the wind seemed to whip Spur’ sthoughtsright out of his head.

Asthey turned off Jane Powder Street onto the driveway of the cottage, Sly called back to him. “Looks
like you've got company.”

Spur rubbed the back of his neck in frustration. Who told the townsfolk that he wanted them to come
visiting? He leaned over the side of the truck but couldn’t see anyone until they parked next to the porch.
Then he spotted the scooter leaning againgt the barn.

If it was redlly in the High Gregory’ s power to make luck, then what he was brewing up for Spur so far
was pure misfortune. It was Comfort’ s scooter.

The High Gregory stood up in the back of the truck and turned around once, surveying the farmstead.
“Thisisyour home, Spur.” He said it not as a question but as astatement, as if Spur were the one seeing
it for thefirg time. “I understand now why you would want to live so far from everything. It’slike apoem
here”

Constant Ngonda opened the door and stepped down onto the dusty drive. From his expression, the
deputy appeared to have formed adifferent opinion of the cottage. However, he was enough of a
diplomat to keep it to himself. He clutched aholdall to his chest and was mounting the stairs to the porch
when he noticed that no one &' se had moved from the truck.

They were watching Comfort stalk toward them from the barn, so clearly in atemper that heat seemed to
shimmer off her in the morning swelter.

“That woman looks angry aslightning,” said Sy. “Y ou want meto try to get in her way?’
“No,” said Spur. “ She'd probably just knock you over.”

“But thisisyour Comfort?’ said the High Gregory. “Thewife that you don't live with anymore. Thisisso
exciting, just what | was hoping for. She' s come for a visit—maybe to welcome you back?’



“I"'m not expecting much of awelcome,” said Spur. “If you'll excuse me, | should talk to her. Sy, if you
wouldn’'t mind staying afew minutes, maybe you could take Consgtant and young L ucky hereinsde.
There splenty to eat.”

“Lucky,” sad the High Gregory, repeating the name they had agreed on for him, asif reminding himsdf to
get into character. “Hello, friend Comfort,” he caled. “I’m Lucky. Lucky Ngonda.”

She shook the greeting off and kept bearing down on them. Hiswife was adight woman, with fine
features and eyes dark as currants. Her hair was long and seek and black. She was wearing adeeveless,
yellow gingham dress that Spur had never seen before. Part of her new wardrobe, he thought, her new
life. When he had been in love with her, Spur had thought that Comfort was pretty. But now, seeing her
for thefirst timein months, he decided that she was merely delicate. She did not ook strong enough for
therigorsof lifeonafarm.

Spur opened the tailgate and the High Gregory jumped from the back of the truck. Ngonda came back
down the stairs to be introduced to Comfort. Spur was handing the High Gregory’ s bag down to Sy as
shedrew hersdf up in front of them.

“Gandy Joy said you wanted to see mefirst thing in the morning.” She did not waste time on
introductions. “I didn’'t redlizethat I’ d be interrupting a party.”

“Comfort,” said Spur, “I’'m sorry.” He stopped himsdlf then, chagrined at how easily hefdll into the old
pattern. When they were together, he was aways gpologizing.

“Morning, sweet corn,” said Sy. “Not that much of aparty, I'm afraid.”

“But there are snacksingde,” the High Gregory said. “ Thisis such abeautiful place you two have. I've
just met Spur myself, but I'm pretty sure he’ sgoing to be happy here someday. My nameis Lucky
Ngonda.” He held out hishand to her.

“WE re supposed to shake but first you have to say your name.”

Comfort had been so fixated on Spur that she had brushed by the High Gregory. Now she scrutinized
himindl hispurple glory and her eyeswent wide. “Why are you dressed like that?”

“Is something wrong?’ He glanced down at hisoverdls. “I’m dressed to visit my friend Spur.” He patted
hisbare head. “It’' sthe hat, isn't it? I’ m supposed to be wearing a hat.”

“Congtant Ngonda, afriend of Spur’ sfrom the Ninth.” Ngonda oozed between them. “| apologize for
intruding; | know you have some important things to discuss. Why don’t we give you achance to catch
up now. My nephew and | will be glad to wait insgde.” He put an arm around the High Gregory’s
shoulder and aimed him at the porch.

“Wait,” said the High Gregory. “1 thought | was your cousin.”
“Take aslong as you want, Spur,” Ngonda said as he hustled the boy off. “We Il befine.”
Sy shook hishead in dishdlief. “I’ll make sure they don’t get into trouble.” He Started after them.

“There are piesin therefrigerator,” Spur called after him. “Most of an apple pie and just acouple dices
of apeach.” He stedled himsdlf and turned back to Comfort. “My father said you were here the other
day.” Heamed asmileat her but it bounced off. “'Y ou made my favorite pie.”

“Who are those people?’ Her eyes glittered with suspicion. “The boy is strange. Why have you brought



them here?’

“Let’'swak.” Hetook her arm and was surprised when she went along without protest. He felt the heat
of her glare cooling asthey strode away from the cottage. “| did have a chat with Gandy Joy,” he said.
“She said you werefeding pretty low.”

“I havetheright to fed however | fed,” she sad Hiffly.
“Y ou haven't been accepting communion.”

“Communion iswhét they give you so you fed smart about acting stupid. Tell her that | don’'t need some
busybody blowing smoke in my eyesto keep me from seeing what' swrong.” She stopped and pulled
him around to face her. “We re getting divorced, Spur.”

“Yes.” Heheld her gaze. “1 know.” He wanted to hug her or maybe shake her. Touch her long, black
hair. Instead his hands hung uselesdy by hissdes. “But I'm still concerned about you.”

HWMI
“Y ou' ve been talking about moving away.”
Sheturned and started walking again. “1 can't run afarm by myself.”

“We could help you, DiDaand I.” He caught up with her. “Hire some of theloca kids. Maybebringina
tenant from another village.”

“And how long do you think that would work for? If you want to run my farm, Spur, buy it from me.”

“Y our family isan important part of this place. The whole village wants you to stay. Everyonewould
pitchin.”

She chuckled grimly. “Everyone wanted usto get married. They want usto stay together. I'm tired of
having everyoneinmy life”

Hewasn't going to admit to her that he felt the same way sometimes. “Where will you go?’
“Away.”

“Just avay?’

“I misshim, | redly do. But | don’t want to live anywhere near Vic' sgrave.”

Spur kicked astone across the driveway and said nothing for severa moments. “Y ou’re sureit’snot me
you want to get away from?’

“No, Spur. That'sonething | am sure of.”
“When did you decidedl this?

“Spur, I’'m not mad at you.” Impulsively, shewent up on tiptoes and aimed akiss at the side of hisface.
She got mostly air, but their cheeks brushed, her skin hot againgt his. “I like you, especidly when you're
likethis, so cam and thoughtful. Y ou' re the best of thislot and you' ve dways been sweet to me. It'sjust
that | can't livelike thisanymore.”

“I like you too, Comfort. Last night, after | accepted communion—"



“Enough. We like each other. We should stop there, it' sagood place to be.” She bumped up against
him. “Now tell me about that boy. Heisn't an upsider, ishe?’

She shot him achallenging look and he tried to bear up under the pressure of her regard. They walkedin
slence while he decided what he could say about Ngonda and the High Gregory. “ Can you keep a
secret?’

She sighed. “You know you're going to tell me, so get to it.”

They had completdly circled the cottage. Spur spotted the High Gregory watching them from awindow.
He turned Comfort toward the barn. “ Two days ago, when | was still in the hospital, | started sending
greetingsto the upside” Hewaved off her objections. “Don’'t ask, | don’t know why exactly, other than
that | was bored. Anyway, the boy answered one of them. He' sthe High Gregory of the L’ung,
Phosphorescence of something or other, | forget what. He' sfrom Kenning in the Theta Persal system
and I’m guessing he' s pretty important, because the next thing | knew, he giced himself to Walden and
had me pulled off atrain.”

Hetold her about the hover and Memsen and the kids of the L’ ung and how he was being forced to
show the High Gregory hisvillage. “ Oh, and he supposedly makes luck.”

“What does that mean?’ said Comfort. “How does somebody make luck?’
“I don’'t know exactly. But Memsen and the L’ ung are all convinced that he doesit, whatever it is.”

They had wandered into GiGa s flower garden. Comfort had tried to make it her own after they had
moved in. However, she' d had neither the time nor the patience to tend persnickety plants and so grew
only daylilies and hostas and rugosa roses. After a season of neglect, even these tough flowers were
losing ground to the bindweed and quackgrass and spurge.

Spur sat on the fieldstone bench that his grandfather had built for his grandmother. He tapped on the seat
for her to join him. She hesitated, then settled at the far end, twisting to face him.

“He acts too stupid to be anyone important,” she said. “What about that dip he made about being the
cousin and not the nephew. Are the people on hisworld idiots?’

“Maybe he intended to say it.” Spur leaned forward and pulled aflat clump of spurge from the garden.
“After dl, he' swearing those purple overdls, he’ sredly not trying very hard to pretend he' sacitizen.”
He knocked the dirt off the roots and left it to shrive in the sun. “What if he wanted meto tell you who
he was and decided to make it happen? | think he' s used to getting hisown way.”

“So what does he want with us?” Her expression was unreadable.

“I’'m not sure. | think what Memsen was telling meisthat he has come here to see how hisbeing here
changesus.” He shook his head. “Doesthat make any sense?’

“It doesn't haveto,” she sad. “He sfrom the upside. They don’t think the same way we do.”

“Maybe s0.” It was acommonplace that had been drilled into them in every self-reliance class they had
ever sat through. It was, after dl, the reason that Chairman Winter had founded Walden. But now that he
had actualy met upsiders—Memsen and the High Gregory and the L’ ung—he wasn't sure that their
wayswere o strange. But thiswas’t the time to argue the point. “Look, Comfort, | have my own
reason for telling you dl this” hesaid. “1 need hep with him. At first | thought he was just going to
pretend to be one of us and take aquiet look at the village. Now I’ m thinking he wants to be discovered
s0 he can make things happen. So I'm going to try to keep him busy hereif | can. It sjust for one day;



he said he'd leavein the morning.”
“And you believe that?”

“I'd liketo.” He dug at the base of adanddion with hisfingersand pried it out of the ground with the
long taproot intact. “What other choice do | have?’ He glanced back at the cottage but couldn’t see the
High Gregory in the window anymore. “We d better get back.”

She put ahand on hisarm. “First we haveto talk about Vic.”

Spur paused, considering. “We can do that if you want.” He studied the dandelion root asif it held the
answersto dl his problems. “We probably should. But it’s hard, Comfort. When | wasin the hospita the
upsiders did something to me. A kind of treatment thet...”

She squeezed hisarm and then let go. “ There' sjust onething | have to know. Y ou were with him at the
end. At least, that’s what we heard. Y ou reported his death.”

“Itwasquick,” said Spur. “Hedidn’'t suffer.” Thiswasalie he had been preparing to tell her ever since
he had woken up in the hospitdl.

“That'sgood. I'm glad.” She swallowed. “Thank you. But did he say anything? At the end, | mean.”

“Say? Say what?”

“Y ou have to understand that after | moved back home, | found that Vic had changed. | was shocked
when he volunteered for the Corps because he was actudly thinking of leaving Littleton. Maybe Waden
too. Hetalked alot about going to the upside.” She clutched her armsto her chest so tightly that she
seemed to shrink. “He didn't believe—you can't tel anyone about this. Promise?’

Spur shut his eyes and nodded. He knew what she was going to say. How could he not? Nevertheless,
he dreaded hearing it.

Her voice shrank aswell. “He had sympathy for the pukpuks. Not for the burning, but he used to say
that we didn’t need to cover every last scrap of Walden with forest. He talked about respecting...”

Without warning, the nightmare legpt from some darknessin his soul like some ravening predator. It
chased him through a stand of pine; trees exploded like firecrackers. Sparks bit through his civviesand
stung him. He could smdll burning hair. His hair.

But he didn’'t want to smell hishair burning. Spur was trying desperately to get back to the benchin the
garden, back to Comfort, but she kept pushing him deeper into the nightmare.

“ After we heard he'd been killed, | went to hisroom....”

He beckoned and for amoment Spur thought it might not be Vic after al as the anguished face
shimmered in the heat of the burn. Vic wouldn’t betray them, would he?

“It was his handwriting.....”

Spur had to dance to keep his shoes from catching fire, and he had no escape, no choice, no time. The
torch spread hisarmswide and Spur stumbled into his embrace and with an angry whoosh they exploded
together into flame. Spur felt hisskin crackle....



And he screamed.

TWELVE

We are paid for our suspicions by finding what we suspected.

—A WEEK ON THE CONCORD AND MERRIMACK RIVERS

Everyone said that he had nothing to be embarrassed about, but Spur was nonethel ess deeply ashamed.
He had been revealed as unmanly. Wesk and out of control. He had no memory of how he had cometo
belaid out on the couch in his own parlor. He couldn’t remember if he had wept or cursed or just fainted
and been dragged like a sack of onions across the yard into the cottage. When he emerged from the
nightmare, al he knew was that histhroat was raw and his cheeks were hot. The otherswere al gathered
around him, trying not to look worried but not doing avery convincing job of it. He wasn't sure which he
minded more: that the strangers had witnessed his breakdown, or that his friends and neighbors had.

When he sat up, agenera darm rippled among the onlookers. When he tried to stand, Sy pressed him
back onto the couch with afirm grip on the shoulder. Comfort fetched him aglass of water. She was so
distraught that her hand shook as she offered it to him. He took asip, more to satisfy the others than to
quench hisown thirst. They needed to think they were helping, even though the best thing they could have
donefor him then—go away and leave him a one—was the one thing they were certain not to do.

“Maybe | should cdl Dr. Niss.” Spur’ slaugh was aslight as ashes. “ Ask for my money back.”

“You'reright.” Congtant Ngondalit up at the thought, then redized that his enthusiasm was unseemly. “I
mean, shouldn’t we notify the hospital?” he said, eyeing thetell on the parlor wall. “They may have
concerns.”

Spur knew that the deputy would love to have him whisked away from Littleton, in the hopesthat the
High Gregory and the L’ ung would follow. He wondered briefly if that might not be for the best, but then
he had been humiliated enough that morning. “ There’ s nothing to worry about.”

“Good,” said Ngonda. “I’'m happy to hear that, Spur. Do you mind, | promised to check in with the
Cooperative when we arrived?’ Without waiting for areply, Ngonda bustled across the parlor to the
kitchen. Meanwhile, the High Gregory had sprawled onto achair, hislegs dangling over the armrest. He
was flipping impatiently through aback issue of Didactic Arts' True History Comix without redlly looking
at the pages. Spur thought he looked even more squirmy than usud, asif he knew there was someplace
€lse he was supposed to be. Sly Sawatdee had parked himself next to Spur. His hands were folded in his
lap, hiseydidswere heavy and he hummed to himsdlf from timeto time, probably thinking about fishing
holes and berry patches and molasses cookies.

“| am so sorry, Spur,” said Comfort. “I just didn’t redlize.” It wasthe third time she had apologized. She
wasn't used to gpologizing and she didn’t do it very well. Meanwhile her anguish was smothering him.
Her face was pae, her mouth was as crooked as a scar. What had he said to her? He couldn’t
remember but it must have been awful. There was a quiet desperation in her eyesthat he had never seen
before. It scared him.

Spur set the glass of water on the end table. “Listen, Comfort, there is nothing for you to be sorry about.”
Hewasthe onewho had falen apart, after dl. “Let’ sjust forget it, dl right?1’mfinenow.” To proveit,
he stood up.

Sy twitched but did not moveto pull him back onto the couch again. “Have enough air up there, my
hagty little sparrow?’



“I’'mfine” herepeated and it wastrue. Timeto put this by and move on. Change the subject. “Who
wants to see the orchard? Lucky?’

“If youdon't mind,” said Sy. “My bones arein no mood for ahike. But I'll make uslunch.”
“I'll come,” said Ngonda.
Comfort looked asif she wanted to beg off, but guilt got the better of her.

They tramped around the grounds, talking mostly of farm matters. After they had admired the revived
orchard, inspected the weed-choked garden, toured the barn, played with the pack of gosdogs that had
wandered over from the big house and began to follow them everywhere, waked the boundaries of the
corn field which Cape had planted in clover until Spur was ready to farm again, they hiked through the
woods down to Mercy’s Creek.

“We take some irrigation water from the creek, but the Joerlys own the rights, so there’ swater in our
end of the creek pretty much al year long.” Spur pointed. “ There' sapool in the woods where Comfort
and | used to swim when we were kids. It might be agood place to cool off this afternoon.”

“And so you and Spur were neighbors?” The High Gregory had been trying to draw Comfort out all
morning, without much success. “Y ou grew up together like me and my friends. | was hoping to bring
them aong but Uncle Constant Ngonda said there were too many of them. Y our family istill living on
thefam?’

“Mom died. Sheleft everything to us. Now Vic' sdead.”

“Yes, Spur said that your brother was a brave firefighter. | know that you are very sad about it, but | see
much more luck ahead for you.”

She leaned againgt atree and stared up at the sky.

“There used to be a pukpuk town in these woods.” Spur wasitching to move on. “ They built al dong the
creek. It'sovergrown now, but we could go look at the ruins.”

The High Gregory stepped off the bank onto aflat stone that stuck out of the creek. “And your father?’
“Heleft,” Comfort said dully.

“When they werelittle,” Spur said quickly. He knew that Comfort did not like even to think about her
father, much lesstak about him with strangers. Park Nen had married into the Joerly family. Not only
was his marriage to Rosie Joerly stormy, but he was also aloner who had never quite adjusted to village
ways. “Thelast we heard Park wasliving in Freeport.”

The High Gregory picked hisway across the creek on stepping-stones. “He was a pukpuk, no?’ His
foot dipped and he windmilled hisarmsto keep his balance.

“Who told you that?’ If Comfort had been absent-minded before, she was very much present now.
“| forget.” He crossed back over the stream in four quick hops. “Wasit you, Uncle?’
Ngondalicked hislips nervoudy. “I’ ve never heard of this person.”

“Then maybeit was Spur.”

Spur would have denied it if Comfort had given him the chance.



“He never knew.” Her voice was sharp. “Nobody did.” She confronted the boy. “Don't play gameswith
me, upsider.” Hetried to back away but she pursued him. “Why do you care about my father? Why are
you here?’

“Areyou crazy?’ Ngonda caught the High Gregory as he ssumbled over arock and then thrust the boy
behind him. “Thisismy nephew Lucky.”

“She knows, friend Congtant.” The High Gregory peeked out from behind the deputy’ sflair jacket. He
was glowing with excitement. “ Spur told her everything.”

“Oh, no.” Ngondadumped. “Thisist going well at al.”

“Memsen gave us dl research topicsfor the trip here to meet Spur,” said the High Gregory. “Kai
Thousandfold was assigned to find out about you. Y ou’ d like him; he'sfrom Bellweather. He saysthat
he' s very worried about you, friend Comfort.”

“Tdl him to mind hisown business.”
Spur was aghast. “ Comfort, I'm sorry, | didn’t know....”

“Bequiet, Spur. These upsiders are playing you for thefool that you are.” Her eyeswere wet. “I hardly
knew my father, and what | did know, | didn’t like. Mom would probably still be diveif she hadn’t been
left to manage the farm by hersdf al those years.” Her chin quivered; Spur had never seen her so
agitated. “ Shetold usthat Grandma Nen was a pukpuk, but that she emigrated from the barrenslong
before my father was born and that he was brought up acitizen like anyone dse.” Tears streaked her
face. “So don't think you understand anything about me because you found out about a dead woman
who | never met.”

With that she turned and walked stiff-legged back toward Diligence Cottage. She seemed to have shrunk
snce the morning, and now looked so insubstantia to Spur that asummer breeze might carry her off like
milkweed. He knew there was more—much more—they had to talk about, but first they would haveto
find anew way to spesk to each other. As she disappeared into the woods, he felt atwinge of nostalgia
for thelost smplicity of their youth, when life redly had been as easy as Chairman Winter promised it
could be.

“I’'m hungry.” The High Gregory seemed quiite pleased with himsdlf. “Isit lunchtime yet?’

After he had spun out lunch for aslong as he could, Spur was at aloss asto how to keep the High
Gregory out of trouble. They had exhausted the sights of the Leung farmstead, short of going over to visit
with hisfather in the big house. Spur considered it, but decided to saveit for alast resort. He had hoped
to spend the afternoon touring the Joerly farmstead, but now that was out of the question. Asthe High
Gregory fidgeted about the cottage, picking things up and putting them down again, asking about family
pix, opening cabinets and pulling out drawers, Spur proposed that they take aspin around Littleton in
Sy’ struck. A rolling tour, hetold himsdlf. No stops.

The strategy worked for most of an hour. At first the High Gregory was content to Sit next to Spur in the
back of thetruck as he pointed out Littleton’s landmarks and described the history of the village. They
drove up Lamana Ridge Road to Lookover Point, from which they had aview of most of Littleton
Commons. The village had been a Third Wave settlement, populated by the winners of the lottery of
2432. Inthefirst years of settlement, the twenty-five founding families had worked together to construct
the buildings of the Commons:. the self-reiance school, athenaeum, communion lodge, town hal and



Littleton’ sfirst exchange, where goods and services could be bought or bartered. The First Twenty-five
had lived communally in rough barracks until the buildings on the Commons were completed, and then
gradualy moved out to their farmsteads as land was cleared and crews of carpenters put up the cottages
and barns and shedsfor each of the families. The Leungs had arrived in the Second Twenty-five four
years afterward. The railroad had come through three years after that and most of the businesses of the
first exchange moved from the Commons out to Shed Town by the train ation. Sy drove them down
the ridge and they bumped along back roads, past farms and fields and pastures. They viewed the Toba
and Parochet and Ve ez farmsteads from a safe distance and passed Sambusa’ s lumberyard at the
confluence of Mercy’s Creek and the Swift River. Then they pulled back onto CR22.

The only way back to Diligence Cottage was through the Commons. “ Drive by the barracks,” Spur
caled to Sy in the cab. “We can dretch our legsthere,” he said to the High Gregory. “I’1l show you how
the First Twenty-fivelived.” One of the origina barracks had been preserved as a historical museum
across the lawn from the communion lodge. It was left open to any who wanted to view its dusty exhibits.
Spur thought it the best possible choice for a stop; except for Founders Day, the Chairman’s birthday
and Thanksgiving, nobody ever went there.

The Commons appeared to be deserted as they passed the buildings of the first exchange. These had
been renovated into housing for those citizens of Littleton who didn’t farm, like the teachers at the
sef-reliance school and Dr. Christopoulos and some of the elders, like Gandy Joy. They saw Dall Groth
coming out of the athenaeum. Recognizing the truck, she gave Sly aneighborly wave, but when she
spotted Spur in the back, she smiled and began to clap, raising her hands over her head. This so pleased
the High Gregory that he stood up and started clapping back at her. Spur had to brace him to keep him
from pitching over the side of the truck.

But Doll was the only person they saw. Spur couldn’t believe his good fortune asthey pulled up to the
barracks, dust from the gravel parking lot swirling around them. The wind had picked up, but provided
no relief from the midsummer heat. Spur’ s shirt stuck to his back where he had been leaning againgt the
cab of thetruck. Although he wasn't sure whether the High Gregory could sweet or not, the boy’ sface
was certainly flushed. Ngondalooked asif hewereliquefying insde hisflair jacket. The westher fit

Spur’ slatest plan neatly. He was hoping that after they had spent ahalf hour in the hot and airless
barracks, he might be able to persuade the High Gregory to return to Diligence Cottage for aswim in the
creek. After that it would practically be suppertime. And after that they could watch thetell. Or he might
teach the High Gregory some of theloca card games. Spur had always been lucky at Fool All.

It was't until the engine of the Sawatdees' truck coughed and rattled and findly cut out that Spur first
heard the whoop of the crowd. Something was going on at the ball fields next to the self-reliance schoal,
just down the hill acouple hundred meters. He tried to usher the High Gregory into the barracks but it
wastoo late. Spur thought there must be alot of people down there. They were making aracket that
was hard to miss.

The High Gregory cocked his head in the direction of the school and smiled. “Lucky us,” he said. “We're
jugtintimefor Memsen.”

THIRTEEN

| associate thisday, when | can remember it, with games of baseball played over behind the hillsin the
russt fieldstoward Sleepy Hollow.

—JOURNAL, 1856
“What isthis?’ hissed Ngonda.



Sy pulled hisfloppy hat off and wiped hisforehead with it. “Looks like a basebdl game, city pants,” said
Sy.

TheL’ung werein thefield; with asick feding Spur counted twelve of them in purple overdls and black
T-shirts. They must have arrived in the two vans that were parked next to the wooden bleachers. Beside
the vanswas an array of trucks, scooters and bicycles from the village. There must have been ahundred
citizens gtting in the bleachers and another twenty or thirty prowling the edges of thefield, cheering the
home team on. Match Klizzie had opened the refreshment shed and was barbequing sausages. Gandy
Joy had set up her communion tent: Spur could see billows of sweet white smoke whenever one of the
villagers pulled back the flap.

With many of the younger basebd| regulars off at thefirefight, the Littleton Eagles might have been
undermanned. But Spur could see that some ol d-timers had come out of retirement to pull on the scarlet
hose. Warp Kovacho was just stepping up to home base and Spur spotted Cape Sitting on the strikers
bench, second from the inbox.

Betty Chief Twosdt shined the bal against her overalls as she peered in a Warp. “Whereto, old sir?’
She was playing feeder for the L’ ung.

Warp swung the flat bat at belt level to show her just where he wanted the feed to cross home base.
“Right here, missy,” he said. “ Then you better duck.” They were playing with just two field bases, left and
right. The banners fixed to the top of each basepole snapped in the tiffening breeze.

Betty nodded and then delivered the feed underhanded. It was dow and very fat but Warp watched it go
by. The Pendragon Chromlis Furcifer was catching for the L’ ung. She barehanded it and flipped it back

to Betty.
“What's he waiting for?” grumbled the High Gregory. “That was perfect.” Heignored Spur’sicy Sare.

“Just asmight lower next time, missy,” said Warp, once again indicating his preference with the bat. “You
got the speed right, now hit the spot.”

Y oung Medody Veez was perched at the end of the topmost bleacher and noticed Spur passing beneath
her. “He sherel” she cried. “ Spur’ s herel”

Pay stopped and the bleachers emptied asthe villagers crowded around him, clapping him on the back
and shaking his hand. In five minutes he' d been kissed more than he’ d been kissed atogether in the
previousyear.

“So isthisanother one of your upsider friends?’ Gandy Joy held the High Gregory at arm’ s length, taking
himin. “Hello, boy. What’ syour name?’

“I'm the High Gregory of Kenning,” he said. “But my Waden nameisLucky, so I’ d rather have you cal
methat.”

Citizens nearby laughed nervoudy.
“Lucky you arethen.”

Gandy Hope Nakuru touched the pink bandana knotted around his neck. “Isn’t thisacute scarf?” The
High Gregory beamed.

Spur was astonished by it dl. “But who told you that they’ re from the upsde?’ he said. “How did they
get here? And why are you playing baseba |7’



“Memsen brought them,” said Peace Toba. “ She said that you' d be along once we got the game going.”

“And shewasright.” Little Jewel Parochet tugged at his shirt. “ Spur, she said you flew in ahover. What
wasit like?’

“Maybe next time you can bring aguest dong with you?’ Mdody Vdez sad, amiling. She brushed with
no great subtlety againgt him.

Spur glanced about the thinning crowd; citizens were climbing back into the bleachers. “But whereis
Memsen?’

Peace Toba pointed; Memsen had only come out onto the field asfar as right base when Congtant
Ngonda had captured her. He was waving hisarms so frantically that he looked like he might take off
and fly around the field. Memsen tilted her head so that her ear was practicaly on her shoulder. Then she
saw Spur. She clicked her rings at him, adly smile on her face. He knew he ought to be angry with her,
but instead he felt buoyant, asif he had just set his splash pack down and stepped out of hisfield jacket.
Whatever happened now, it wasn't hisfault. He had done hisbest for hisvillage.

“So thiswas what you were keeping from me.” Hisfather was chuckling. “1 knew it had to be something.
They’ refine, your friends. Y ou didn’t need to worry.” He hugged Spur and whispered into his ear, “Fine,
but very strange. They’re not staying, arethey?’ He pulled back. “ Prosper, we need your bat in this
game. Thesekidsaretough.” He pointed at Kai Thousandfold. “ That one hasan arm like afire hose.”

“No, thanks,” said Spur. “But you should get back to the game.” Heraised hisarms over hishead and
waved to the bleachers. “ Thank you al, thanks,” he caled to hiswell-wishers. They quieted down to
listen. “If you' re expecting some kind of speech, then you' ve got thewrong farmer. I'll just say that I'm
glad to be home and leaveit at that. All right?” The crowd made amurmur of assent. “Then play ball.”
They cheered. “ And go Eagles!” They cheered louder.

“Can| play?’ said the High Gregory. “Thislookslikefun.” He straightened the strap of hisoverdls. “I
can play, can't I? We have dl kinds of baseball on Kenning. But your rules are different, right? Tell them
tome”

“Why bother?’ Spur was beginning to wonder if the High Gregory was playing him for afoal. “Looks
like you' re making them up asyou go.”

Her Grace, Jacqudine Kristof, put an arm around his shoulder. “The ball is soft, so no gloves,” she said,
as sheled him onto thefield. “No tag outs either, you actudly have to hit the runner with the bal. That's
cdled agting. Nofoulsand no...”

Asthe spectators settled into their seats, Spur found hisway to Ngonda and Memsen. She wasn't
wearing the standard L’ ung overdls, but rather aplain green sundress with aflora print. She had washed
the phosphorescent paint off her arms and pulled her hair back into aponytail. But if Memsen wastrying
to look inconspicuous, then she had failed utterly. She was il the tallest woman on the planet.

“Tak to her,” said Ngonda. “We had an agreement....”

“Which you broke,” said Memsen. “What we agreed was that the High Gregory would visit Littleton and
you'd let him make whatever luck you are destined to have. Y ou promised to give him the run of the

village—"
“—under Spur’ s supervison, Allworthy,” interrupted Ngonda.



Betty Chief Twosalt delivered afeed and Warp watched it go by again. Thisdid not st well with the
L’ung. “Deay of game, old sir,” someone called.

Memsen turned from Ngondato Spur. “ Aswe were explaining to the deputy, the L’ung and | see
everything that the High Gregory sees. So we know that you' ve introduced him to just two of your
neighbors. Y ou promised that he could meet the citizens of thisvillage but then you' ve kept him isolated
until now. He needs to be with people, Spur. Barns don’'t have luck. People do.”

“It wasmy decison,” said Spur. “1'll take the respongibility.”
“And thiswasours.” Shewaved toward thefidd. “So?

Ngondasnorted in disgust. “1 need to call Concord. The Office of Diplomacy will befiling aprotest with
the Forum of the Thousand Worlds.” He took a step away from them, then turned and waggled a finger
at Memsen. “Thisisaclear violation of our Covenant, Allworthy. The L’ung will berecaled to Kenning.”

Asthey watched Ngonda stalk off, Warp struck a grounder straight back at the feeder. Betty stabbed at
it but it tipped off her fingersand rolled away a an angle. Little Senator Dowm pounced on it but held the
throw because Warp aready had ahand on the right base stake.

“Maybe | should ve introduced the High Gregory to afew more people.” Spur wondered if standing too
closeto Memsen might be affecting his perceptions. The very planet seemed to tilt dightly, asit had that
afternoon when he and Leaf Benkleman had drunk awhole liter of her mother’ s prize gpplgack. “But
why are we playing basebal |7’

Memsen showed him her teeth in that way she had that wasn't anything likeasmile. “Toleranceisn’t
something that the citizens of the Transcendent State seem to value. Y ou’ ve been taught that your way of
lifeis better not only than that of the pukpuks, but than that of most of the cultures of the Thousand
Worlds. Or have we misread the textbooks?’

Spur shook hishead grimly.

“S0.” She pinched the air. “ Deputy Ngondawas right to point out that landing a hover on your Commons
might have intimidated some people. We had to find some unthreatening way to arrive, justify our
presence and meet your neighbors. The research pointed to basebal asalikely ploy. Y our Eagles were
champions of Hamilton County just two years ago and second runner-up in the Northeast in 2498.”

“A ploy.”

“A ploy to take advantage of your traditions. Y our villageis proud of its accomplishmentsin baseball.
Y ou' re used to playing against strangers. And of course, we had an invitation from Spur Leung, the hero
of the hour.”

Livy Jayawardenahit ahigh fly bal that sailed over the heads of the midfielders. Kai Thousandfold,
playing deep field, raced back and made an over-the-shoulder catch. Meanwhile Warp had taken off for
left base. In his prime, he might have made it, but his prime had been when Spur was atoddler. Kai
turned, set and fired; his perfect throw stung Warp right between the shoulder blades. Double play, inning
over.

“I invited you?’ said Spur. “When wasthat again?’

“Why, in the hospital where we saved your life. Y ou kept claiming that the L”ung would offer no
competition for your Eagles. Y ou told Dr. Nissthat you couldn’'t imagine losing abasebal gameto
upsiders, much less abunch of children. Really, Spur, that was too much. We had to accept your



challenge once you said that. So when we arrived at the town hall, wetold our story to everyone we met.
Within an hour the bleachers were full.”

Spur wasimpressed. “ And you thought of dl this Snce yesterday?’

“Actualy, justin thelast few hours.” She paused then, seemingly distracted. She made alow, repetitive
pa-pa-pa-ptt. “ Although there is something you should know about us,” she said at last. “Of course,
Deputy Ngondawould be outraged if he knew that we re telling you, but then he finds outrage
everywhere.” She stooped to hislevel so that they werefaceto face. “I rarely think al by mysdlf, Spur.”
Hetried not to notice that her knees bent in different directions. “Mogt of thetime, we think for me.”

The world seemed to tilt alittle more then; Spur felt asif he might dide off it. “1 don’t think | understand
what you just said.”

“It'scomplicated.” She straightened. “ And we' re attracting attention here. | can hear several young
women whispering about us. We should find amore private place to talk. | need your advice.” She
turned and waved to the citizensin the bleachers who were watching them. Spur forced asmile and
waved aswell, and then led her up the hill toward town hall.

“Ngondawill filehisprotest,” shesaid, “and it’' Il be summarily rejected. We ve been in continuous
contact with the Forum of the Thousand Worlds.” Her speech became choppy as she waked. “They
know what we' redoing.” Climbing the gentle hill |eft her breathless. “Not &l worlds gpprove. Consensus
ishard to come by. But the L’ ung have a plan...to open talks between you. ..and the pukpuks.” She
rested a hand on his shoulder to support hersdlf. “Isthat something you think worth doing?’

“Maybe.” He could fed the warmth of her hand through the thin fabric of hisshirt. “All right, yes” He
thought this must be another ploy. “But who are you? Who arethe L’ ung? Why are you doing this?’

“Bepatient.” At thetop of the hill she had to rest to catch her breath. Finaly she said, “Y ou spoke with
the High Gregory about gosdogs?’

“Inthetruck thismorning.”

“It was @ the ingtigation of the L’ ung. Understand that we don'’t believe that gosdogs think in any
meaningful sense of the word. Perhgpsthe original Peekay intelligence rating was accurate. But if they
were found to be more intelligent, then we could bring theissue of their treatment here to the Forum. It
would require a ddlicate touch to steer the debate toward the remedy the L’ ung want. Tricky but not
impossible. The Forum has no red power to intervenein the affairs of member worlds and your
Chairman Winter has the right to run Walden as he pleases. But he depends on the good opinion of the
Thousand Worlds. When we' refinished here, the L’ ung will propose to return the gosdogs to a preserve
wherethey can liveinther naturd sate”

“But thereisno naturd habitat left. The pukpuks destroyed it.”

“Ah, but ecologies can be re-created.” She gestured at the lawn stretching before them, at the rose
hedges adong its border and the trees that shaded it, their leaves trembling in the summer breeze. “ Asyou
well know.”

“But what does a gosdog preserve have to do with the pukpuks?’

“Come away from the sun before we melt.” Memsen led him to a bench in the shadow of an dm. She
sagged onto it; Spur remained standing, looking down at her for achange. It eased the crick in his neck.

“The preserve sets aprecedent.” She clicked her rings. “In order for it to be established, the growth of



the forest must be controlled, which means the Transcendent State will be blocked from spreading across
Waden. Up until now, the Cooperative has refused to negotiate on this point. And then comesthe
guestion of where to put the preserve. Y ou and the pukpuks will have to Sit down to decide on asite.
Together. With some ddlicate nudging from the Forum, there' sno telling what conversations might take
place at such amesting.”

“But we can't!” Spur wiped the swesat from hisforehead. “ The Transcendent State was founded so that
humans could live gpart and stay true to ourselves. Aslong asthe pukpuks live here, we' Il be under
direct attack from upsider ways.”

“Your Transcendent State isa controversa experiment.” Memsen'sface went dack and she made the
pa-pa-pa-ptt sound Spur had heard before. “We ve always wondered how isolation and ignorance can
be suitable foundations for ahuman society. Do you redlly believe in smplicity, Spur, or do you just not
know any better?’

Spur wondered if she had used some forbidden upsider tech to look into his soul; he felt violated. “I
believeinthis” He gestured, as she had done, at Littleton Commons, green asadream. “I don’t want my
village to be swept away. The pukpuks destroyed thisworld once aready.”

“Y es, that could happen, if it’swhat you and your children decide,” said Memsen. “We don't have an
answer for you, Spur. But the question is, do you need a preserve like gosdogs, or are you strong
enough to hold on to your beliefs no matter who chalengesthem?’

“And thisisyour plan to save Waden?’ He ground his shoeinto the grass. “ Thisisthe luck that the High
Gregory camedl thisway to make?’

“Isit?’ Sheleaned back againgt the bench and gazed up into the canopy of theem. “Maybeitis.”

“I’'vebeen such anidiot.” He was hitter; if shewas going to use him, at least she could admit it. “Y ou and
the High Gregory and the L’ ung flit around the upside, having grand adventures and straightening up other
people’ smesses.” He began to pace back and forth in front of the bench. “Y ou' re like some kind of
superheroes, isthat it?’

“The L’ ung have gathered together to learn statecraft from one another,” she said patiently. “ Sometimes
they travel, but mostly they stay with us on Kenning. Of course they have political power in the Forum
because of who they are, but their purpose is not so much to do asit isto learn. Then, in afew more
years, this cohort will disband and scatter to their respective worldsto try their luck. And when thetime
comesfor usto marry...”

“Marry? Marry who?’
“The High Gregory, of course.”
“But he' sjust aboy.”

Memsen must have heard the dismay in hisvoice. “Hewill grow into his own luck soon enough,” she said
coldly. “I was chosen the twenty-second Memsen by my predecessor. She searched for mefor years
across the Thousand Worlds.” With aweary groan she stood, and once again towered over him. “A
Memsen is twice honored: to be wife to one High Gregory and mother to another.” Her voicetook on a
declaming quadlity, asif she were giving a speech that had been well rehearsed. “And | carry my
predecessor and twenty soulswho came before her saved in our memory, so that we may aways serve
the High Gregory and advisethe L’ung.”



Spur was horrified at the depth of his misunderstanding of thiswoman. Y ou have dead people...indde
you?”

“Not dead,” she said. “ Saved.”

A crazed honking interrupted them. A truck careened around the corner and skidded to astop in front of
thetown hal. Stark Sukulgunda flung himsdlf out of the dtill-running truck and dashed inside,

Spur stood. “ Something’ swrong.” He started for the truck and had gotten as far asthe statue of
Chairman Winter, high on his pedestal, when Stark burst out of the doors again. He saw Spur and waved
franticaly.

“Wherearethey dl?’ he cried. “Nobody answers.”
“Playing baseball.” Spur broke into atrot. “What'swrong? What?’

“Baseball?” Stark’ s eyes bulged as he tried to catch his breath. “ South dope of
Lamana...burning...everything’ sburning...theforest ison firel”

FOURTEEN

| walked dowly through the wood to Fair Haven Cliff, climbed to the highest rock, and sat down upon it
to observe the progress of the flames, which were rapidly approaching me, now about amile distant from
the spot where the firewas kindled. Presently | heard the sound of the distant bell giving theadarm, and |
knew that the town was on itsway to the scene. Hitherto | had felt like a guilty person,—nothing but
shame and regret. But now | settled the matter with myself shortly. | said to mysdf: “Who are these men
who are said to be the owners of these woods, and how am | related to them? | have set fireto the
forest, but | have done no wrong therein, and now it isasif thelightning had doneit. These flames are but
consuming their natura food.” ... So shortly | settled it with mysdlf and stood to watch the approaching
flames. It was a glorious spectacle, and | wasthe only onethereto enjoy it. Thefire now reached the
base of the cliff and then rushed up its Sides. The squirrelsran beforeit in blind haste, and three pigeons
dashed into the midst of the smoke. The flames flashed up the pinesto their tops, asif they were powder.

—JOURNAL, 1850

Morethan haf of the Littleton Volunteer Fire Department were playing basebal when the larm came.
They scrambled up the hill to the brick firehouse on the Commons, followed by amost dl of the
gpectators, who crowded anxioudy into the communion hal while the firefighters huddled. Normaly there
would have been sixteen volunteers on cal, but, like Spur, Will Sambusa, Bright Ayoub, Bliss Bandaran
and Chief Cary Millisgp had joined the Corps. Cape was currently Assistant Chief; he would have led
the volunteers had not his son been home. Even though Spur protested that he was merely agrunt
smokechaser, the volunteers' first act wasto vote him Acting Chief.

Like any smal-town unit, the Littleton Fire Department routinely answered callsfor housefires and brush
firesand accidents of al sorts, but they wereill-equipped to stop amgor burn. They had just onefire
truck, an old quad with a three-thousand-liter-per-minute pump and five-thousand-liter water tank. It
carried fifty meters of six-centimeter hose, fifty meters of booster hose, and aten-meter mechanica
ladder. If the burn was as big as Stark described, Engine No. 4 would be about as much usefighting it as
abroom.

Spur resisted the impulse to put histeam on the truck and rush out to the burn. He needed more
information before he committed his meager forces. It would be at least an hour before companiesfrom
neighboring villageswould arrive and the Corps might not get to Littleton until nightfall. Cape spread a



map out on the long table in the firehouse and the volunteers stood around it, hunch-shouldered and grim.
Gandy Joy glided in, lit asingle communion square and dipped out again asthey contemplated what the
burn might do to their village. They took turns peppering Stark with questions about what he had actudly
seen. At first hetried his best to answer, but he’ d had a shock that had knocked better men than him of f
center. Asthey pressed him, he grew sullen and suspicious.

The Sukulgundas lived well west of the Leungs and higher up the dope of LamanaRidge. They'd been
latecomersto Littleton and parts of their farmstead were so steep that the fields had to be terraced. They
were about four kilometers north of the Commons at the very end of January Road, a steep dirt track
with switchbacks. Stark maintained that the burn had come down the ridge at him, from the genera
direction of Lookover Point to the east. At first he claimed it was maybe akilometer away when he' d left
his place, but then changed his mind and ingsted that the burn was practically eating hisbarn. That didn’t
make sense, since the strong easterly breeze would push the burn in the opposite direction, toward the
farmsteads of the Ezzats and Millisaps and eventudly to the Herreras and the Leungs.

Spur shivered as heimagined the burn roaring through GiGa s orchards. But his neighbors were counting
on him to keep thosefearsat bay. “If what you're saying istrue,” he mused, “it might mean that thisfire
was deliberately set and that someoneis il out there trying to make trouble for us.”

“Torchesin Littleton?” Livy Jayawardenalooked dubious. “We re nowhere near the barrens.”
“Neither was Double Down,” said Cape. “Or Whedwright.”

“I don’'t know about that.” Stark Sukulgunda pulled the cap off his head and Sarted twisting it. “All |
know isthat we ought to stop talking about what to do and do something.”

“Firgt we have to know for sure where the burn is headed, which means we need to get up the Lamana
Ridge Road.” Spur was struggling to apply what he'd learned in training. “If the burn hasn't jumped the
road and headed back down the north slope of the ridge, then we can use the road as afirebreak and
hold that line. And when reinforcements come, we' Il send them east over the ridge to the head of the
burn. That’ sthe way the wind is blowing everything.” He glanced up a the othersto seeif they agreed.
“We need to be thinking hard about an eastern perimeter.”

“Why?" Stark waslivid. “ Because that’ swhere you live? It' s my house that—"

“Shut up, Stark,” said Peace Toba. “Fill your snoot with communion and get right with the villagefor a
chenge’

None of the threatened farmsteads that lay in the path of the burn to the east was completely cleared of
trees. Simplicity demanded that citizens only cultivate as much of their land asthey needed. Farmers
across Walden used the forest as awindbreak; keeping unused land in trees prevented soil erosion. But
now Spur was thinking about al the pine and hemlock and red cedar, needlesladen with resnsand ails,
side by side with the deciduous trees in the woods where he had played asa boy. At Motu River he'd
seen pinetrees explode into flame. And then there were the burn piles of dash and sumpsand old
lumber that every farmer collected, baking in the summer sun.

“If things go wrong in the east, we might need to set our firebreak asfar back as Blue Valey Road.”
Spur ran hisfinger down the line on the map. “ It won't be as effective a break as the ridge road but we
canimproveit. Get the Bandarans and Sawatdees to rake off al the forest litter and duff on the west
side. Then disk harrow the entire road. | want to see at least a three-meter-wide strip of fresh soil down
theentirelength.”

“Prosper.” Cape' svoicewas hushed. “Y ou're not giving up on al of this” He traced the outline of the



four threatened farms on the map, ending on the black square that marked Diligence Cottage.

Spur glanced briefly at hisfather, then away again, troubled by what he had seen. Capability Leung
looked just as desperate as Stark Sukulgunda. Maybe more S0, if he thought he had just heard his son
pronounce doom on hislife' swork. For thefirst timein hislife, Spur felt asif he were the father and
Cape was the son.

“No.” Hetried to reassure hisfather with asmile. “ That’ s just our fallback. What I'm hoping isthat we
can cut ahandline from Spot Pond along Mercy’s Creek dl the way down to theriver. It'srough country
and depending on how fast the burn is moving we may not have enough time, but if we can hold that line,
we save the Millisgps, Joerlysand us” Left unsaid wasthat the Ezzats farmstead would belogt, even if
thisdicey strategy worked.

“But right now thefireis much closer to my placethan anyonedse's” said Stark. “ And you said
yoursdf, there may be some suicidad maniac just waiting to burn himsdf up and take my house with him.”

Spur was annoyed at the way that Stark Sukulgunda kept buzzing at him. He was making it hard for Spur
to concentrate. “We could send the fire truck your way, Stark,” he said, “but | don’t know what good it
would do. Y ou don’'t have any standing water on your land, do you?’

“Why?
“Thetruck only has afive-thousand-liter water tank. That’ s not near enough if your house getsinvolved.”
“We could drop the hard suction lineinto hiswell,” said Livy. “Pump from there.”

“You have adug well?’ said Cape. “How deep?’

“Four meters”

“We d probably suck it dry before we could do you much good,” said Cape.

“No,” said Spur. “He sright. Peace, you and Tenny and Cert take No. 4 up to Sukulgundas'. Y ou can
also establish our western perimeter. Clear ameter-wide handline asfar up the ridge as you can. Watch
for torches. | don’t think thefireis going to come your way but if it does, be ready, understand? Get on
thetdl and let usknow if anything changes.”

“WE I call inwhen we get there,” said Peace as her team scattered to collect gear.

“Livy, you and the others round up as many as you can to help with the creek line. We may want to Sart
abackfire, so keep in touch with me on the hand-tell. How much liquid fire have you got?’

“At least twenty grenades. Maybe more. No firebombs though.”

“Bring gasthen, you'll probably need it. Keep your people between the civilians and the burn,
understand? And pull back if it getstoo hot. I’ ve lost too many friendsthisyear. | don’t want to be
burying anyone e se. DiDa, you and | need to find away to get up theridge....”

Hewas interrupted by the roar of a crowd, which had gathered just outside the firehouse. Spur froze,
momentarily bewildered. They couldn’t till be playing basebdl, could they? Then he thought that the
burn must have changed direction. It had careened down theridge faster than it had any right to, an
avaanche of fire that was about to incinerate the Commons and there was nothing he could do to fight it;
in the nightmare, he wasn't wearing his splash pack. Or hisfireproof field jacket. Spur shuddered. He
wasn't fit to lead, to decide what to let burn and what to save. He was weak and his soul waslostin



darkness and he knew he shouldn’t be afraid. He was a veteran of the firefight, but fear squeezed him
nonetheless. “Areyou dl right, son?’ Hisfather rested ahand on his shoulder. The burn licked at
boulders and scorched the treesin the forest he had sworn to protect.

“DiDa,” hewhispered, leaning close to hisfather so no one elsewould hear, “what if | can't stop it?”
“You'll do your best, Prosper,” he said. “Everyone knows that.”

Asthey rushed out of the firehouse, they could see smoke roiling into the sky to the northwest. But the
evil plumewasn't what had stunned the crowd, which was till pouring out of the communion hdl. A
shadow passed directly overhead and, even in the heat of this disastrous afternoon, Spur was chilled.

Silently, likeamiracle, the High Gregory’ s hover landed on Littleton Commons.
FIFTEEN

Men go to afirefor entertainment. When | see how eagerly men will run to afire, whether in warm or
cold westher, by night or by day, dragging an engine at their hedls, I’ m astonished to perceive how good
apurposetheleve of excitement ismadeto serve.

—JOURNAL, 1850

“There sabig difference between surface fire and crown fire,” said the Pendragon Chromlis Furcifer to
the L’ ung assembled in the belly of the hover. * Surface fires move dong the forest floor, burning through
the understory.” She was reading from notes that scrolled down her forearm.

“Wait, what' sunderstory again?’ asked Her Grace, Jacqueline Kristof, who was the youngest of the
L’ ung.

Memsen pinched theair. Y ou mustn't keep interrupting, Y our Grace. If you have questions, query the
cognispherein dow time.” She nodded at Penny. “ Go ahead, Pendragon. Y ou're doing afinejob.”

“Undergtory isthe grass, shrubs, dead leaves, falen trees—that stuff. So anyway, a surface fire can burn
fast or dow, depending. But if the flames climb into the crowns of the trees, it dmost dwaysripsright
through the forest. Since the Transcendenta State doesn’t have the tech to stop it, Spur will haveto let it
burn itsdf out. If you look over there...” The group closed around her, craning to see.

Spur had been able to ignore Penny for the most part, athough Cape kept scowling at the L’ ung.
Memsen had explained that Penny’ s research topic for the trip to Walden was forest fires.

The hover was not completely proof against smoke. Asthey skirted the roiling convection column of
smoke and burning embers, the air inside the hover became tinged with the bitter sench of the burn. This
impressed the L’ ung. Asthey wandered from view to view, they would cal to one another. “Here, over
here. Do you sméll it now? Much stronger over herel”

They had dissolved the partitions and made most of the hull transparent to observe developmentsin the
burn. Just a single three-meter-wide band ran solid from the front of the deck to the back asa
concession to Spur and Cape; the L’ ung seemed totally immune from fear of heights. Spur was proud at
how Cape was handling hisfirg flight in ahover, especidly snce he himsef felt dightly queasy whenever
he looked straight down through the deck at the ridge 1,500 meters below.

From this vantage, Spur could see exactly what was needed to contain the burn and redlized that he
didn’t have the resourcesto do it. Looking to the north, he was relieved that the burn hadn’t yet crossed
Lamana Ridge Road into the wilderness on the far dope. Barring an unforeseen wind change or embers



lighting new spot fires, he thought he might be able to keep the burn within the Littleton valley. But he
needed dozens of trained firefighters up on the ridge to defend the road as soon as possible. To the west,
he saw where the flames had come close to the Sukulgundas' farmstead, but now the burn there looked
to be nothing more than a surface fire that was aready beginning to gutter out. Peace and the team with
Engine No. 4 should have no trouble mopping up. Then he' d move them onto the ridge, not that just
three people and one ancient pumper were going to be enough to beat back awall of flame two
kilometerswide.

“Where you see the darker splotches in the forest, those are evergreens, the best fudl of al,” said Penny.
“If they catch, you can get ablowup fire, which iswhat that huge column of smokeis about.”

To the east and south, the prospects were grim. The burn had dropped much farther down the ridge than
Spur had expected. He remembered from histraining that burns were supposed to track uphill faster than
down, but the spread to the north and south, upd ope and down, looked about the same. As soon asthe
first crews responded from nearby Bode Well and Highbridge, they’ d have to deploy at the base of the
ridge to protect the Commons and the farmsteads beyond it.

The head of the burn was aviolent crown fire racing east, beneath a chimney of malign smoke that
towered kilometers above the hover. When Spur had given the Ezzats and Millisgps permission to save
as much asthey could from their houses, he’ d thought that they’ d al have moretime. Now herealized
that he' d miscaculated. He reached both families using the hand-tell and told them to leave immediately.
Bash Ezzat was weeping when she said she could aready see the burn siweeping down on her. Spur tried
Comfort’stell againto let her know that her farmstead was directly in the path of the burn, but till got no
answer.

“DiDa,” said Spur gently. He' d been dreading this moment, ever since he' d understood the true scope
and direction of the burn. “1 think we need to pull Livy and her people back from the creek to Blue
Valey Road.” He stedled himself against anger, grief and reproach. “There snotimeto clear aling” he
went on. “At least not one that will stop this burn.”

“I think you'reright,” Cape said, as casudly asif they were discussing which treesto prune. “It' ssmple,
i'tit?”

Relieved but still anguished, he hugged hisfather. “I’'m sorry, DiDa” He couldn’t remember the last time
they had been this close, and was not surprised that Cape did not return his embrace. “ Should we send
someone to the house?’ he said, as he let hisfather go. “Have them pack some things? Papers,
furniture—there sl alittletime.”

“No.” Capeturned and cupped his hands against the transparent hull of the hover. “If | did something
slly likethat, the farm would burn for sure.” Helowered hisface into hishands asif to shade the view
from glare. But the afternoon sun was adim memory, blotted out by the seething clouds of smoke.

Spur shut his eyesthen, so tight that for amoment he could fed muscles on histemple quiver. “Memsen,”
he said, hisvoice catching in histhroat, “can you put us down by the Sawatdees house?’

Spur got more resistance from Livy than he had from hisfather. It took him amost ten minutesto
convince her that trying to dig afirebreak aong Mercy’ s Creek was not only futile but also dangerous.
When it was over, hefelt drained. As he flopped beside Cape onto one of the chairs that Memsen had
caused to flow from the deck of the hover, the hand-tell squawked. He groaned, anticipating that Livy
was back with anew argument.



“Prosper Leung?’ said awoman’svoice.
“Spegking.”

“I’m Commander Do Adoula, Fourth Engineers. My squad was on CR in Longwalk but we heard you
have a stuation there and we' re on our way. We can bein Littleton in haf an hour. | understand you're
inahover. What do you see?’

The handover of command was subtle but swift. Commander Adoula started by asking questions and
ended by giving orders. She was coming in four light trucks with thirty-seven firefighters but no heavy
equipment. She approved of Spur’ s decision to stop the burn at Blue Valley Road, and split her forcein
two while they were speaking, diverting haf to theridge and haf to help Livy on Blue Vdley. She
directed the locdl firefighters from Bode Wl and Highbridge to dig in on the south to protect the
Commons and requested that Spur stay in the hover and be her eyesin the sky.

When they finished talking, Spur dumped back againgt his chair. He was pleased that Adoula had ratified
hisfirefighting plans, relieved to be no longer in charge.

“The Corps?’ said Cape.

“Fourth Engineers.” He folded the hand-tell. “They wereon CR in Longwalk.”

“That was lucky.”

“Lucky,” he agreed. He spotted the High Gregory whispering to Memsen. “How are you doing, DiDa?’

“You know, I’ ve never visited the ocean.” Cape blinked as he stared through the hull at the forest below.
“Y our mother wanted meto take her there, did | ever tell you that?’

143 NO_”

“She always used to ask if we owned the farm or if the farm owned us.” He made alow sound, part sgh
and part whigtle. “I wonder if she' still in Providence.”

Spur didn’'t know what to say.

Cape frowned. “Y ou haven't been in contact with her?’
“No.”

“If you ever do speak to her, would you tell me?’
“Sure”

He nodded and made the whistling sound again.

“A burnthisbigisdifferent from asurfacefire,” said Penny. “It'sso hot that it makesakind of fire
wesether called a convection column. Inside the column, bubbles of superheated air are surging up, only
we can't see that. But on the outside, the cooler smoky edges are pouring back toward the ground.”

“Yes, yes” The High Gregory pointed, clearly excited. “Watch at the top, to the left of the plume. It's
likeit'sturning itsdf ingde out.”

“Awesome,” said Ka Thousandfold. “ Do you remember those gas scul ptures we played with on

Blimminey?’



“But that’ sgoing to be a problem for Spur and hisfirefighters” said Penny. “It’ s like achimney shooting
gparks and embers high into the atmosphere. They might come down anywhere and start new fires.”

“Isanyonegoing to die?’ said Senator Dowm.
“We hope not,” Memsen said. “ Spur isdoing hisbest and help ison theway.”

“Don’'t you wish she' d shut up?’ muttered Cape, leaning into Spur. “Thisisn't someslly class. They're
watching our life burn down.”

“They'refrom the upside, DiDa. We can't judge them.”
“And how does she know so much about how we fight fires? Look at her, she’ sjust akid.”

That had been bothering Spur too, and it was getting harder and harder to put out of his mind. When had
the L’ ung had timeto do al thisresearch? They had arrived the day after he had first spoken to the High
Gregory. Had they known ahead of time that they were coming to Waden? Wasdl this part of the plan?

“Memsen saysthey're specid,” he said.
“Spur.” The High Gregory signed for him to come over. “Cometake alook at this.”

He crossed the deck to where the L’ ung were gathered. The hover had descended to a thousand meters
and was cruising over the Joerly farmstead.

“There,” said the High Gregory, pointing to the woods they had tramped through that morning, amix of
hard and softwoods: birch and oak, hemlock and pine. In the midst of it, three tendrils of gray smoke
were climbing into the sky.

“Those are spot fires,” said Penny. “ Caused by falling embers.”

Spur didn’t believeit. He' d been worried about spotting al aong and had swung from sideto sdein the
hover looking for them. But he' d decided that not enough time had passed for embers from the burn to
dart raining down on them. The convection column towered at least five kilometers above the valey. He
gtared at the plumes of smoke rising from the woods of his childhood with sickening dread. From right to
left they were progressively smaller. Threefiresin aseries, which meant they had probably been set.
What was his duty here? He was pretty surethat his scooter was ill in the barn at Diligence Cottage. He
could useit to get away from the burn in plenty of time. Cape could monitor the progress of the burn for
Commander Adoula. Besides, if someone was down there setting fires. ..

Someone.

“Memsen,” hesad. “I’ve changed my mind.”

The hover glided to a stop above the unused field nearest to Diligence Cottage. Spur stepped back as
guard railsflowed out of the deck around the ramp, which dowly extended like ameta tongue toward
the sweet clover below. Cape, who was standing next to Spur, was smiling. What did hisfather think
was so funny?

“We can stay here and wait for you,” said Memsen. “If you have aproblem, we'll come.”

“Not through those trees you won't,” said Spur. “No, you take Cape back up so he can report to the
commander.” The hover shuddered in the windstorm caused by the burn. “Besides, it’sgoing to get



rough here before too much longer. Y ou need to protect yourselves.”
“Thisisexciting.” Her Grace, Jacqueline Kristof, clapped her hands. “ Are you excited, Spur?’
Memsen turned the girl around and gave her a hard shove toward the rest of the L’ ung.

“DiDa?" Spur wanted to hug hisfather but settled for handing him thetell. “When the commander cdls,
just explain that | think we might have atorch and I’'m on the ground looking. Then just keep track of the
burn for her.”

“Yes” Hisfather was grinning broadly now. “1’m ready.”
“Good. Memsen, thanksfor your help.”
“Go safely.” Sheclicked her rings.

Spur held out his hand to the High Gregory but the boy dodged past it and embraced him instead. Spur
was taken aback when he felt the High Gregory’ skiss on his cheek. 1 can see much more luck for you,
friend Spur,” he murmured. “Don’'t wasteit.”

The hot wind was an immediate shock after the coal interior of the hover. It blew gusty and confused,
whipping Spur’s hair and picking at his short deeves. Spur paused at the bottom of the ramp to consider
his next move and gather his courage. The pillar of smoke had smothered the afternoon sun, sinking the
land into nightmarish and untimely gray twilight.

“Nice weather we're having,” said Cape.
“DiDa, what?" He spun around, horrified. “ Get back up there.”
Cape snapped him amock saute. “ Since when do you give the orders on thisfarm, son?’

“But you haveto, you can't...” Hefdt like afoolish little boy, caught by hisfather pretending to bea
grownup. “ Someone hasto tak to the ground. The commander needs to know what’ s happening with
the burn.”

“| gavethetdl to your know-so-much friend, Penny. She'll talk Adoula s ear off.”

The ramp started to retract.

“What | haveto do istoo dangerous, DiDa.” Spur’sface was hot. “Y ou’ re not coming, understand?’
“Waan't planning to.” Cape chuckled. “Never entered my mind.”

Spur watched in helpless fury asthe hatch closed. “ Then just load whatever you want into the truck and
take off. Y ou’ ve got maybe twenty minutes before things get hot here.”

The hover rose straight up and away from the field but then paused, adark speck in an angry sky.
“See what you' ve done?’ Spur groaned.

“Don’t worry. They’ll run before too long.” Cape clapped him on the back. “I don’t know about you,
but | have thingsto do.”

“DiDa, areyou...?" Spur was uncertain whether he should leave Cape while he wasin this manic mood.
“Becareful.”



Capability Roger Leung was not aman known for his sense of humor, but he laughed now. “ Prosper, if
we were being careful, we' d be up there in the sky with your strangelittle friends.” He pointed into the
woods. “Time to take some chances, son.”

Heturned and trotted off toward the big house without looking back.

Spur knew these woods. He and Vic and Comfort had spent hoursin the cool shade pretending to be
pirates or skantlings or diens or fairies. They played queen and castle in the pukpuk ruins and pretended
to be members of Morobe' sorigind crew, exploring astrange new world for thefirst time. They cut
pathsto secret hideouts and built lean-tos from hemlock boughs and, when Vic and Spur were eleven,
they even erected aramshackle tree house with walls and aroof, athough Cape made them take it down
because he said it was too dangerous. Spur had been kissed for the first timein that tree house: Ina
contest of sihling gross-out, Vic had dared his big sister to kiss his best friend. Comfort got the best of it,
however, because her back dare wasthat Vic had to kiss Spur. As he pulled back from thekiss, Vic had
punched Spur inthe arm so hard it |eft abruise.

The woods were dark and unnaturally quiet as he padded down the path that led past Bear Rock and the
Throne of the Spruce King. Spur heard no birdsong or drone of bugs. It was asif the trees themselves
were listening for the crackle of fire. When hefirst smelled smoke, he stopped to turn dowly and sniff,
trying to estimate where it had come from. Ahead and to the north was his best guess. That meant it was
time to cut off the path and bushwhack south across the Great Gosdog Swamp, which had never been
very great and dways dried up in the summer. His plan wasto strike out in the direction of the smallest of
the three fires he had seen from the hover. He knew he was getting close when it started to snow fire.

Mogt of what floated down was ash, but in the mix were sparks and burning embers that stung the bare
skin of hisarms and face. He brushed a hand through his hair and ran. Not in a panic—just to keep
embers from gticking to him. To hisright he could see the glow of at least one of thefires. And yes, now
he could hear the distant crack and whoosh he knew &l too well. The burn was working aong the forest
floor, he was sure of that. Crown fire sounded like arunaway train. If he were anywhere near one, he'd
be deafened and then he' d be dead. Spur finally escaped the ash fal after severa minutes of dodging
past trees at speed. He hunched over to knead the stitch in his side, then pressed on.

Thewind had picked up and now was blowing west, not east. He thought it must be an indraft. The burn
that was crashing down on them had to suck air in huge gulps from every direction in order to support
itself. Maybe the wind shift would work in their favor. A west wind would push these outlying spot fires
back toward the burn itsdf. If the line of backfire waswide enough, it might actualy check the advance
of the burn when the two met. Of coursg, it would have to scorch across the best parts of the Millisap
and Joerly farmsteadsfirdt.

In the gathering darkness, Spur decided to start trotting again. It was taking too long to skirt around the
last fireto Mercy’ s Creek. And unless he saw something soon, he was turning back. He had to leave
himsalf enough timeto get away. And he wanted to make sure hisfather hadn’t done anything crazy.

Intent on not tripping over astone or root, Spur never saw the windblown curtain of smoke until it closed
around him. He spun around, disoriented. He had been panting from running, so his nose and mouth and
lungsfilled immediately. It waslike trying to bresthe cotton. His eyes went teary and the world was
reduced to awatery dissolve. Had he been out with Gold Squad, he would have been wearing goggles, a
helmet and a breather. But here he was practically naked, and the smoke was pervasive and smothering.
He was coughing so hard he could taste the tang of blood and then histhroat closed and he knew hewas
about to choke to degth. In a panic, he hurled himsdf flat againgt the forest floor, desperately searching



for the shalow layer of bresthable air that they said sometimes clung to the ground. A stump poked at his
sde but ashelad his cheek againgt the mat of twigs and papery leaves, he found cooler air, rank but
breathable. Hetried tofill hisaching lungs, coughed up mucus and blood, then tried again.

Spur didn’t know exactly how long helay there, but when he cameto himself again, the haze of smoke
had thinned to gauze and he knew he had taken enough chances. He had learned the hard way at Motu
River that he was no hero. Why was he a it again? No more; get to the cottage, get on the scooter and
get asfar away from fire as possible. He pushed himself up on hands and knees, coughed and spat. His
nose fdt asif someone had pulled barbed wire through it. He sat back on hisheds, blinking. It wasn't
until he brushed at the leef litter on hisface that he redlized he' d been crying. When hefinally stood, he
felt tottery. He grabbed a sapling to steady himsdlf. Then he heard atwig snap and the rustle of foliage
being parted. He ducked behind a beech tree that was barely wider than he was.

Comfort came trudging toward him, her face hard, eyes glassy. Onelook told him everything. She had
changed out of the gingham dressinto apair of baggy work pants that |ooked like they must have
belonged to Vic. Over asmudged and dirty T-shirt, she wore a crude burlap vest to which were attached
three liquid-fire grenades. They bumped against her chest as she approached. Shelooked weary, asif
she’ d been carrying aweight that had pushed her to the very limit of her strength.

He had thought to legp out and overwhelm her when she passed, but she spotted him when she was il
adozen meters away, and froze. He stepped from behind histree, hishands held in front of him.

“I won't hurt you,” he said.

In the instant he saw mindless animal panic in her eyes, he thought her more dien than any upsider. He
had spooked her. Then she turned and sprinted away.

Spur ran after her. He wasn't thinking about the burn or hisvillage or smplicity. Heran. Hedidn't have
timeto be ether brave or afraid. He ran because he had loved this woman once and because he had
watched her brother die.

Asadgirl, Comfort had always been the nimblest of the three of them. In an open field, Vic would have
caught her, but scooting past trees and ducking under low branches, Comfort was faster than any two
squirrels. After acouple of minutes of pursuit, Spur was winded. He was't exactly sure where they were
anymore. Headed toward the creek, he guessed. If she thought she could cross over and take refugein
her own house, shetruly was crazy. Suiciddl.

Which made him pick up the pace, despite hisfatigue. He ran so hard he thought his heart might bresk.

She had amost reached the creek when the chase ended abruptly. Comfort got reckless, cut atreetoo
close and clipped it instead. The impact knocked one of the grenades |oose and spun her haf around.
She went to her knees and Spur leapt at her. But she kicked hersalf away and he skidded past and
crashed into atangle of summersweet. By the time he got to his knees she was showing him one of the
grenades. He could see that she had flipped the safety and that her finger was on theigniter.

“Stop there,” shesaid.

Spur was breathless and allittle dizzy. “Comfort, don't.”

“Too late.” She blew astrand of dark hair off her face. “I already have.”

He stood, once again holding his hands where she could see them. “What' s this about, Comfort?’

“Vic,” shesad. “It' smostly about Vic now.”



“He sgone. There snothing you can do for him.”

“WEell see” She shivered, despite the hest. “ It was my fault, you know. | was the one who recruited him.
But hewas just supposed to passinformation.” Her voice shook. “They must have bullied him into
becoming atorch. | killed him, Spur. | killed my brother.”

“Listen to me, Comfort. Hewasn't atorch. It was an accident.”

The hand holding the grenade trembled dightly but then steadied. “ That’ s not what you said thismorning
when you were off your head.” She gave him apitying look. “Y ou said you tried to save him. That |
bdieve”

Hetook ahalf step toward her. “But how doesit help anyoneto set fireto Littleton?” Another half step.
“Toour farms?’

She backed away from him. “They could stop this, you know. Y our upsider friends. They could force the
Cooperative to settle, put pressure on Jack Winter to do what’ sright. Except they don’t redlly care
about us. They come to watch, but they never get involved.” Her laugh was low and scattered. “They’re
involved now. | hopethét little brat is scared of dying.”

“But they do care.” He hdd hisarmstight to his sdes; otherwise he would have been waving them at her.
“Memsen hasaplan.” Spur thought he might yet save her. “Y ou have to believe me, Comfort. There are
going to be talks with the pukpuks.”

“Right.” Her mouth twigted. “And you didn’t see Vic torch himself.”

“Begdes, did you redly think you could burn them up? The High Gregory is safe, Comfort. Memsen and
the L’ung. Their hover camefor us. That’show | got here so fast. They'rein the air’—he pointed
backward over his shoulder—“waiting for me over the cottage.”

When he saw her gaze flick up and away from him, he launched himsdlf. He grabbed at the arm with the
grenade. They twirled together in a grotesque pirouette. Then, unable to check his momentum, Spur
sumbled and fell.

Comfort stepped away from him. She shook her head once. She pressed the igniter on the grenade.

It exploded into afireball that shot out two long streams of flame in opposite directions. One soared high
into the trees, the other shot down at the forest floor and gathered in ablazing puddie at her feet. She
screamed asthe grenade fell from her charred hand. Great tongues of flame licked up her legs. Her pants
caught fire. Her singed hair curled into nothingness.

Spur screamed too. Seeing it all happen al over again was worse than any nightmare. When Vic had set
the liquid firebomb off, he had been instantly engulfed in flame. Spur had tried to knock him down,
hoping to roll hisfriend onto the ground and put the mercilessfire out. But Vic had shoved him away.
With his clothes, hisarmsin flames, Vic had found the strength to send Spur sprawling backward.

Which saved Spur’ slife when the second bomb went off.

But thiswasn’t Motu River and Vic was dead. Comfort, his Comfort, had only grenades, designed to set
backfires, not bombs designed by pukpuk terrorists. The lower haf of her body had been soaked in
liquid fire and was burning but he could see her face, her wild, suffering eyes, her mouth adash of
screeching pain and that last grenade gtill bumping againgt her chest.

Spur flew at her and ripped the unexploded grenade from the vest. He swept her up in hisarms, taking



her weight easily with amad strength, and raced toward the creek. He had the crazy thought that if he ran
fast enough, he would be able to stay ahead of the pain. He knew he was burning now but he had to save
her. He had never had a chance with Vic; take some chances, hisfather had said, and the High Gregory
had warned him not to waste hisluck. But the pain wastoo fadt, it was catching up to him. Comfort’s
screamsfilled his head and then he was flying. He splashed down on top of her in the cool water and she
didn’t struggle when he forced her under, counting one, two, three, four, five, and he yanked her up and
screamed at her to breathe, breathe, and when she choked and gasped, he thrust her down again, two,
three, four, five and when he pulled her up again she waslimp; his poor burned Comfort had either
fainted away or died in hisarmsbut at least she wasn't on fire anymore.

Neither of them was.

SIXTEEN

The light which puts out our eyesis darknessto us.
Only that day dawnsto which we are avake.
—WALDEN

In the dream, Spur stsin the kitchen of Diligence Cottage with Comfort, who iswearing the
jade-colored pgjamas. There are pies everywhere. Apple and cherry pies are stacked on the counters
and acrossthe table. Blackberry, elderberry and blueberry pies are lined up on the new oak floor against
thewall with its morning glory wallpaper that Comfort ordered al the way from Providence, whichis
where Spur’s mother lives. Maybe. He should find out. Comfort has set fiesta pear and peach surprise
pies on top of the refrigerator and laid out the rhubarb piestwo to achair. Whatever else peoplein
Littleton say about her, everyone agreesthat Comfort makes the best pumpkin pies anywhere. Inthe
dream, the pies are her idea. She has made enough pieto last him therest of hislife. He will need it if she
goes. In the dream, though, it' s not certain that sheisleaving and he' s not sure he wants her to. Besides,
she certainly isn't going to catch the train back to Longwalk in those pgamas. They dide right off when
you tug at them, the smooth fabric diding lightly againgt her skin. In the dream she threads her way
around a strawberry pie so she can kisshim. At first her kissislike apromise. After akisslikethis, he
should kick open the bedroom door and throw back the covers. But the kiss ends like a question. And
the answer is no, Spur does’t want this woman to be unhappy anymore because of him. He doesn’t
want to dry her tearsor...

“Enough degping, son.” A sharp voice diced through his dream. “Wake up and join theworld.”

Spur blinked, then gasped in disgppointment. It wasn’t fair; he didn’t get to keep Comfort or the pie. The
strange room he was in seemed to be a huge bay window filled with sunlight. In it was ascatter of dark
shapes, one of which was moving. A cold hand pressed against his forehead.

“Thirty-eight point two degrees,” said the dochot. “But then alittle fever isto be expected.”
“Dr. Niss?’ said Spur.

“I’'m never happy to see repeat customers, son.” The docbot shined pinlightsinto Spur’ s eyes. “Do you
know where you are? Y ou were alittle woozy when we picked you up.”

Helicked hislips, trying to recall. “ The hospita ?”

“Allworthy Memsen’ s hover. Open your mouth and say ahh.” The docbot brushed its medfinger across
Spur’ stongue, leaving awaxy residue that tasted like motor ail.



“The hover?’ There was something important that Spur couldn’t quite remember. “But how did you get
here?’

“I'moncal, son,” said the dochot. “I can be anywhere there' sabot. Although thisisn’'t much of an
implementation. Feelstwo sizestoo smal.”

Spur redlized then that this docbot was different from the one at the hospitd. 1t only had two gripper
arms and its eye was set on top of its headplate. What did he mean, repeat customers? Then the memory
of the burn went roaring through his head. “Comfort!” Spur tried to St up but the docbot pushed him
back down. “Isshedl right?’

“Still with us. We ve saved her for now. But we'll talk about that after we look at your burns.”
“How long have | been here? Did they stop the burn?’

The dochot reached behind Spur’ s neck, untied the hospital gown and pulled it to hiswaist. “1 kept you
down al last night and the better part of today to give your grafts achanceto take.” The new set of burns
ran in rough stripes across his chest. There was a splotch like amisshapen handprint on top of his
shoulder. “You'll be on pain blockersfor the next few days—they can poke holesin your memory, so
don't worry if you forget how to tie your shoes.” The docbot flowed warm dermdix onto the grafts.
“Dermal regeneration just 13 percent,” it muttered.

“The burn, what about the burn?’

“Y our people haveit under control, according to that little Pendragon girl. | guessthere’ s still some
mopping up to do, but at least those kids are findly settling down. They were bouncing off the walsall
last night.” He pulled the gown back up. “Y ou'll be fine, son. Just stop playing with fire.”

Spur was dready swinging hislegs off the bed as he fumbled with the ties of the gown. But when he went
to stand, the deck seemed to fall away benesth hisfeet.

“Whoops.” The docbot caught him. “ Another Side effect of pain blockersisthat they’ |l tilt your sense of
balance.” He eased him back onto the bed. “Y ou’ re going to want someone to help you get around for
now.” The docbot twisted off its medfinger and dropped it in the Serilizer. “1’ ve got just the party for
you. Wait hereand I’ll send himin.”

The docbot had scarcely popped out of the room when the High Gregory came bursting in, pushing a
whedlchair. The entire bubble wall collapsed momentarily to reved the L’ ung, who started whooping and
gpplauding for Spur. Memsen dipped in just asthewall re-formed.

“You arethe craziest, luckiest, bravest person | know.” The High Gregory was practicaly squeaking
with excitement.

“What were you thinking when you picked her up? We were cheering so loud we thought you could
probably hear us down there. | couldn’t deep dl night, just thinking abouit it. Did you hear the L’ ung just
now? | taught them to clap hands for you. Here, have a seat.”

Spur dlowed Memsen and the High Gregory to hdp him into the chair, dthough he was certain they
were going to drop him. He shut his eyes, counted to three and when he opened them again the cabin
had stopped chasing itstail. “How do you know what | did?’

“Wewatched,” said Memsen. “From the moment you stepped off the ramp, our spybugs were on you.
TheHigh Gregory isright. We were very moved.”



“Y ou watched?’ Hefdt hischeeksflush. “I could ve been killed.”
“Watch isal we re supposed to do,” said Memsen, “according to your covenant.”

“But Memsen said we couldn’t just leave you after you jumped into the water with her,” said the High
Gregory. “ So we mowed down some forest to get to you, pulled the two of you out of the creek and
giced Dr. Nissinto abot that Betty Twosat made.” He wheeled Spur toward the hull so he could seethe
view. “ She’' sgood. Shewon aprize for her bots once.”

“And Comfortisal right?” Spur glanced back over his shoulder at Memsen. “ That’ swhat Dr. Niss
sd”

“Saved,” said Memsen, clicking her ringstogether. “We were able to save her.”

The High Gregory parked the wheelchair as near to the hull as he could get, and set the brake. He made
the deck transparent too, so they could see more of the valey. “It' shuge, Spur,” he said, gesturing
through the hull at the remains of the burn. “I’ ve never seen anything likeit.”

They were passing over Mercy’s Creek headed for the Joerlys, athough he scarcely recognized theland
beneath them as he surveyed the damage. The fires Comfort had started must have been sucked by the
indraft back toward the burn as Spur had hoped, creating a backfired barrier to its progress. The
backfire and the head of the burn must have met somewhere just east of the Joerlys. Comfort’s house,
barn and dl the sheds had burned to their foundations. Farther to the west, the Millisap and Ezzat
farmsteads were aso obliterated. And more than half of Lamana Ridge was awasteland of blackened
spikesrising out of gray ash. Wisps of white smoke drifted across the ravaged land like the ghosts of
dead trees. But dispersed through the devastation were inexplicable clumps of unscathed forest, mostly
deciduous hardwood. Spur was relieved to see a blue-green crown of forest to the north aong the top of
theridge, where the Corps must have beaten the burn back.

“What about the east?’ said Spur. “Where did they stop it?’

But the hover was dready turning and hisview shifted, first south, where he could see the steeple of the
communion hal on the Commons then southeast where CR22 diced athin line through intact forest. The
High Gregory waswatching him, hisyelow eyes dight with anticipation.

“What?’ said Spur, irked to be putting on ashow for thisfidgety upsider. “What are you staring at?’

“You,” said the High Gregory. “There’ s so much luck running in your family, Spur. Y ou know wetried to
pick your father up after we got you, but he wouldn’'t come, even though we told him you were hurt.”

“Hewasdill there? That old idiot. Ishedl right?’

“He sfine”” The High Gregory patted Spur’ s hand. “He said he wasn't going to give hisfarm up without
afight. He had al your hoses out. He had this great line—I can’t remember it exactly.” Helooked to
Memsen for help. “ Something about spitting?’

Memsen waited as a bench began to form from the deck. “ Y our father said that if the pump gave out,
he' d soit a the burn until his mouth went dry.”

Spur had raised himself out of the wheelchair, craning to see as the farm swung into view. The big house,
the barns, the cottage were al untouched. But the orchards...

“He gtarted his own backfire.” Spur sank back onto the seat. Over half the trees were gone: the
Mclntosh and GoReds and Pippins were charred skeletons. But at least Cape had saved the Alumars



and the Huangs and the Galas. And GiGo' strees by the cottage, dl those foolish Macouns.

“Thewind had changed direction.” Memsen sat on the bench facing Spur. “When we arrived, he had just
knocked aholein the gastank of your truck and said he couldn’t stop to talk. He was going to drive
through his orchard and then set the backfire. We thought it seemed dangerous so we put spybugs on
him. But he knew exactly what he was about.” She showed Spur her teeth. “He sabrave man.”

“Yes,” mused Spur, athough he wondered if that were true. Maybe hisfather just loved his apples more
than heloved hislife. Spur felt the hover accelerate then and the ground below began to race by. They
shot over the Commons and headed west in the direction of Longwalk.

“Wewatched dl night,” said the High Gregory, “just like your father told us. Memsen made Penny let
everyone have aturn talking to Commander Adoula on thetdl. Thefire was so avesomein the dark.
Weflew throughit again and again.”

The High Gregory’ s enthusiasm continued to annoy Spur.

Three farmsteads were gone and his own orchards decimated, but this boy thought he was having an
adventure. “You didn’t offer to help?Y ou could' ve dropped splash on the burn, maybe diverted it from
the houses”

“Wedid offer,” said Memsen. “We weretold that upsiders are allowed to render assistance in the deep
forest where only firefighters can see us, but not in plain sight of avillage or town.”

“Memsenisin troublefor landing the hover on the Commons.” The High Gregory settled beside her on
the bench.

“We haven't even told anyone yet about what we did for you by the creek.”

“S0.” Memsen held out her hand to him, fingers outspread. “We ve been called back to Kenning to
answer for our actions.”

“Redly?’ Spur felt relieved but dso vaguely disappointed. “When will you go?’

“Now, actualy.” Her rings glittered in the sunlight. “We asked Dr. Niss to wake you so we could say
goodbye.”

“But who will take Comfort and meto the hospita ?’

“WEe Il bein Longwak in afew moments. There' sahospital in Benevolence Park Number 2.” Her
fingerscdosad into afig. “But Comfort will be coming with us”

“What?" Despite himsdlf, Spur lurched out of the wheelchair. He tottered, the cabin spun, and the next
thing he knew both Memsen and the High Gregory were easing him back down.

“Why?’ Hetook a deep breath. “ She can't.”

“Shecan't very well stay in Littleton,” said the High Gregory. “Her farm is destroyed. Y ou're going to
haveto tell everyone who started the burn.”

“Am 17" He consdered whether hewould lieto protect her. After dl, he had lied for her brother. “She's
told you she wantsto do this? Let metak to her.”

“That' snot possible” Memsen pinched the air.



“Why not?’
“Do you want to come with us, Spur?’ said the High Gregory. “Y ou could, you know.”

“No.” Hewheded himsalf backward, horrified at theidea. “Why would | want to do that? My homeisin
Littleton. I'm afarmer.”

“Then stop asking questions,” said Memsen impatiently. “ Asacitizen of the Transcendent State you're
under aconsensud cultura quarantine. We ve just been reminded of that quite forcefully. There snothing
more we can say to you.”

“I don't believe this.” Spur heard himself shouting. “Y ou’ ve done something to her and you' re afraid to
tell me What isit?’

Memsen hesitated, and Spur heard the low, repetitive pa-pa-pa-ptt that he had decided she made when
shewas consulting her predecessors. “If you ingst, we can make it smplefor you.” Memsen thrust her
face closeto his “Comfort died,” shesaid harshly. “Tell that to everyonein your village. Shewas horribly
burned and she died.”

Spur recoiled from her. “But you said you saved her. Dr. Niss...”
“Dr. Niss can show you the body, if you careto seeit.” She straightened. “ So.”
“Goodbye, Spur,” said the High Gregory. “Can we help you back onto the bed?’

Beneath them Spur could see the outskirts of Longwalk. Abruptly the hull of the hover turned opague
and the ceiling of the cabin began to glow. Spur knew from watching hoversland from the window of his
hospital room that they camouflaged themsalves on the final gpproach over acity.

“No, wait.” Spur was desperate to keep the upsiderstalking. “Y ou said she was going with you. |
definitely heard that. Y ou said shewas saved. Isshe.. .thisislike the other Memsensthat you told me
about, is't it? The onesthat are saved in you?’

“Thisisatotdly ingppropriate conversation.” Memsen pinched the air with both hands. “We Il haveto
ask Dr. Nissto gtrikeit from your memory.”

“Hecan do that?’

“Sure” said the High Gregory. “Wedo it dl thetime. But he hasto replace it with some fake memory.
You'll haveto tdl him what you want. And if you should ever come across anything that chalengesthe
replacement memory, you could get...”

Spur held up hishand to silence him. “But it’ struewhat | just said?’
Memsen snorted in disgust and turned to leave.

“She can't admit anything.” The High Gregory grasped her hand to restrain her. He held it to his chest.
“Butyes”

Spur was gripping the push rims of hiswhedlchair so hard that his hands ached. “ So nobody dies on the
upside?’

“No, no. Everybody dies. It'sjust that some of us choose to be saved to ashell afterward. Even the
saved admit it’snot the same asbeing dive. | haven't made my mind up about dl that yet, but I'm only
twelve standard. My birthday is next week, | wish you could be there.”



“What will happen to Comfortin thisshell?”

“She' sgoing to have to adjust. She didn’t expect to be saved, of course, probably didn’'t even know it
was possible, so when they activate her, she'll be disoriented. She' |l need some kind of counsdling. We
have some pretty good soulmasons on Kenning. And they can send for her brother; he'll want to help.”

“Stop it! Thisiscrue.” Memsen yanked his hand down. “We have to go right now.”
“Why?" said the High Gregory plaintively. “He s not going to remember any of this.”
“Vicwassaved?’ Even though he was till safe in thewhed chair, hefdt asif hewerefdling.

“All the pukpuk martyrswere.” The High Gregory tried to shake his hand loose from Memsen, but she
wouldn't let him go. “ That was why they agreed to sacrifice themsaves”

“Enough.” Memsen started to drag him from the cabin. “We re sorry, Spur. Y ou' re adecent man. Go
back to your cottage and your apples and forget about us.”

“Goodbye, Spur,” called the High Gregory asthey popped through the bulkhead. “ Good luck.”

Asthe bulkhead shivered with their passing, hefet afierce and troubling desire burn his soul. Some part
of him did want to go with them, to be with Comfort and Vic on the upside and see the wonders that
Chairman Winter had forbidden the citizens of the Transcendent State. He could do it; he knew he could.
After dl, everyonein Littleton seemed to think he wasleaving.

But then who would help Cape bring in the harvest?

Spur wasn't sure how long he sat donein the whed chair with athousand thoughts buzzing in his head.
The upsiders had just blown up hisworld and he was trying desperately to piece it back together. Except
what was the point? In alittle while he wasn't going to be worrying anymore about Comfort and Vic and
shells and being saved. Maybe that was for the best; it was dl too complicated. Just like the Chairman
had said. Spur thought he’ d be happier thinking about apples and baseball and maybe kissing Meody
Velez. Hewas ready to forget.

He redlized that the hover had gone completdly iill. There was no vibration from the hull skimming
through the air, no muffled laughter from the L’ ung. He watched the hospita equipment melt into the
deck. Then al the bulkheads popped and he could see the entire bay of the hover. It was empty except
for hiswhedlchair, agurney with Comfort’s shroud-covered body and the docbot, which rolled up to
him.

“So you' re going to make me forget dl this?” said Spur bitterly. “ All the secrets of the upsde?’
“If that’ swhat you want.”
Spur shivered. “I have achoice?’

“I’m just the doctor, son. | can offer treatment but you have to accept it. For example, you chose not to
tell me how you got burned that first time.” The docbot rolled behind the whedlchair. “ That pretty much
wrecked everything | wastrying to accomplish with the conciliation sm.”

Spur turned around to look at it. “ Y ou knew al aong?’

The dochot locked into the back of the wheelchair. “1 wouldn't be much of adoctor if | couldn’t tdll



when patientswere lying to me.” It started pushing Spur toward the hatch.

“But you work for the Chairman.” Spur didn’t know if he wanted the responsbility for making this
decison.

“I take Jack Winter’ smoney,” said the docbot. “1 don't take his advice when it comesto medical or
Spiritud practice”

“But what if | tell people that Comfort and Vic are saved and that upsiders get to go on after they die?’
“Thenthey’Il know.”

Spur tried to imagine keegping the upsiders’ immortdity asecret for the rest of hisdays. Hetried to
imagine what would happen to the Transcendent State if he told what he knew. His mouth went asdry as
flour. Hewasjust afarmer, hetold himsdf; he didn’t have that good an imagination. “Y ou’ re saying that |
don't haveto have my memory of dl this erased?’

“Goodness, no. Unlessyou' d rather forget about me.”
Asthey passed Comfort’s body, Spur said, “ Stop aminute.”

He reached out and touched the shroud. He expected it to be some strange upsider fabric but it was just
asmple cotton sheet. “ They knew that | could choose to remember, didn’t they? Memsen and the High
Gregory were playing meto the very end.”

“Son,” said Dr. Niss, “the High Gregory isjust aboy and nobody in the Thousand Worlds knows what
the Allworthy knows.”

But Spur had stopped listening. He rubbed the shroud between his thumb and forefinger, thinking about
how he and the Joerlys used to make up adventuresin the ruinsaong Mercy’ s Creek when they were
children. Often as not one of them would achieve some glorious degth as part of the game. The explorer
would boldly drink from the poisoned cup to free her comrades, the pirate captain would be run through
defending histreasure, the queen of skantlings would throw down her heartstone rather than betray the
castle. And then he or Vic or Comfort would stumble dramatically to the forest floor and sprawl there,
cheek pressed against leef litter, as till as scattered stones. The others would pause briefly over the body
and then dash into the woods, so that the fallen hero could be reincarnated and the game could go on.

“I want to go home,” hesad, at last.

ALL OUR YESTERDAYS...

Asadigtinct genre, science fiction began with Hugo Gernsbach’s Amazing Storiesin 1926, soon
followed by other magazines such as Astounding Stories of Super Science (1930), still being published as
Analog Science Fiction—Science Fact.

But for more than haf a century, anthologies have reached awider audience, especidly in the format of
mass-market paperback books. Starting as collections of previoudy published stories, anthol ogies of
new taes, written specificaly (and usudly by invitation) for theindividua project, became the cutting
edge of the market for short fiction.

In this essay, Bud Webster takes alook back at the anthologies produced by SFWA, the Hall of Fame
series. Congigting of stories published before the Nebula Awards came into being, the HoF anthologies
showcase the best short fiction of the genre’ searlier years.



Whenever anewcomer to thefield of sciencefiction and fantasy asksfor a definitive anthology, the Hall
of Fame anthologies are the place to start. And then, of course, the annual Nebula Awards volumes.

Bud Webster isan amateur science fiction historian, a prize-winning epic poet, and a bibliophile who
frequently commitsfiction, notably the Bubba Pritchert storiesfor Analog megazine. Helivesin centra
Virginiawith amore than understanding Significant Other and three damn cats.

ANTHOPOLOGY 101: THE BOOKSTHAT SAVED SFWA
BUD WEBSTER

A sl st hereand look at the shelvesin my office, I’ m struck by two thoughts: &) that | have assembled a
sgnificant collection of anthologies, both hardcover and paperback, representing a span of morethan a
haf century; and b) it ain’'t enough.

Oh, I have dmost dl of the can’t-do-withouts, and | believe | have put together representative, if not
complete, selections of al the key anthologists, and | have more than afew raritiesthat | see sdlling online
for far more than | paid for my copies. Plus, inevitably, there are the duplicates that | may eventualy get
around to sdlling online myself, assuming | can stand to part with them.

That dl makesmefed warm inside, but thereis till the frustration that no matter how many anthologies|
own, | fill don't ownthem al. Doesn't that just suck?

But | could sill assemble apretty fair lending library of classic SF and fantasy from the books| currently
own, and I’'m adding to it al the time as finances (and the vagaries of eBay and loca used booksdllers)
permit. At hand, | can count an even dozen titlesthat | would consider sine quanon for the serious
reader, with very little duplication in stories.

Were| to be asked by someone unfamiliar with the genre to recommend books that would givethem a
good overview of the field' s best prior to 1970 (as| have been), or were | to be asked by auniversity to
suggest an appropriate text for ahistory of SF class (as| have been aswell), there are perhaps three
titles| would mention without hesitetion:

Adventuresin Time and Space by Raymond J. Healy and J. Francis McComeas, The Best of Science
Fiction by Groff Conklin, and The Science Fiction Hall of Fame, Vols. | and [IA and |1B, edited by
Robert Silverberg and Ben Bova, respectively. I’ ve written about the first two (cal them Goliath and
Leviathan) el sawhere and e sewhen, so let’ sturn our attention to Behemoth, shal we?

Silverberg, whose project this was from day one, refersto The Science Fiction Hall of Fame as*“the
book that saved SFWA from bankruptcy.” A bold statement, indeed, but isit accurate? If so, just how
did these three volumes rescue afinancidly moribund organization of professond SFwriters?

A little higtory first, just o we' re al on the same page. In 1956, Damon Knight, Judith Merril, and James
Blish founded a series of conferencesin Milford, Pennsylvania. Not &t al like fan-oriented conventions,
the Milford Conferences were pro only, with both established writers and newer ones. Those present
represented asignificant fraction of the working SH/fantasy fields at the time, arguably the cream of the
gfnal (scientifictiond) crop: the three principals, of course, and Katherine McLean, Algis Budrys, Arthur
Clarke, Anthony Boucher, Cyril Kornbluth, Theodore Sturgeon, Fritz Leiber, Lester and Evelyn ddl Rey,
Robert Silverberg, and Harlan Ellison dl attending in the early days, exchanging ideas and criticizing each
other’ swork. Kate Wilhelm, not yet then married to Knight, describesit asbeing “ameeting of peers, no
chiefs[or] Indians, just writers critiquing one another’ s tories. It never changed that format. Critiques
early in the day, dinner, then discussions on st topicsin the late hours.”



Infact, it’s not too much of astretch to say that, whereas the process of elevating SF (akathe “ New
Wave’) to asupposed leve of capital-L “literature’ may have been primarily a UK phenomenon, it was
clearly anticipated—and its path in the United States blazed—by that eclectic and loosdly linked group of
American writers that became known asthe Milford Mafia

One possible subject of those late-hour discussions (and certainly atopic of much conversation among
the Mafiod) was the need for aprofessond SH/fantasy writerS organization. Severad attempts had been
made to create one, but had failed; Knight blamed this on the inevitable competition of writerly egos and,
rejecting the committee approach out of hand, decided that the only way to make it work wasasa
benevolent dictatorship, with himsdf asthe BD. Wilhdm recalls:

“Hisgarting invitation to join said little more than thisiswhat I’ m doing. If you want to join the effort,
send five dollars, and writers responded. He wrote the origind bylaws, and from the beginning he
intended to keep it Strictly for active writers and not let it go the way MWA [Mystery Writers of
Americal had gone, with more fans and others than working writers as members. He drafted Lloyd
Biggle to become treasurer, and that was that.”

Andwhat a“that” it was, too. And dtill is, for that matter.

The Nebula Award was Biggl€e sidea, and was seen not only as away to show peer respect for the best
work of the past year, but as apotentia source of revenue through the publication of an annua anthology
of the Nebulawinners and runners-up. Thefirgt such was edited by then-president Damon Knight, and
was published in 1966.

So much for ancient history. We come now to editor Silverberg' s statement about the reason these
books were assembl ed.

In July of 1967, Robert Silverberg stepped not only into Damon Knight' s presidentia footwear, but into
an unfortunate circumstance aswell: SFWA wasin financid trouble. Only two years old, and with only
about a hundred and fifty members at three dollars or so ayear each in dues, SFWA'’s expensesin
producing itstwo periodicas, Forum and the Bulletin, had esten away at whét little cushion there was.

Nor was nonpublication much of an option if the young organization was to continue to grow in
membership and importance; asde from conventions, there really wasn't much opportunity for the
membership (dmost as far-flung then as now) to gather and exchange ideas. The magazineswere
necessary adjuncts, very much asdlling point for membership. Silverberg recalls.

“Our two magazines, Forum and Bulletin, were the central activities of the organization, far more
important in the scheme of things than they are now—Forum was akind of proto-chat room in those
pre-Internet days, the chief means of communication among SF writers, and avery lively thing it was
indeed, while Bulletin concentrated on providing writers with information essentid to the conduct of their
careers, Stuff about taxes, agents, publishing scams, etc. They were expensive to put out. We were living
from one dimeto the next.”

The Nebula anthologies had been afinancia disappointment, not so much because of alack of appedl to
the readers as because as of July 1967 there had only been two of them, and two just weren’t enough to
generate the wads of cash that SFWA needed in order to survive. What were the options? Face it, bake
sdesarefineinther place, but being awriter and editor himsdlf, Silverberg came up with an even better
idea—another anthology:

“| proposed SF Hall of Fame[to Larry Ashmead at Doubleday, publisher of the Nebula books aswell
as Silverberg' s editor] asabook of stories chosen by membership vote to cover everything of note right
up to the inception of the Nebulasin 1965—the Nebula prequel book, so to speak. Thefirst book



would be short stories, and if it sold well, anovdette/novdla volume would follow.”

Asindeed it did, aswe shall see. The advance Doubleday paid was awhopping three thousand dallars;
remember, these were 1968 dollars, so in terms of purchasing power it was more like ten times that
much. The payout was the same asthat for the Nebula books—half would go to the authors (or their
edtates), a quarter to the editor, and the other quarter to SFWA' s coffers. Silverberg signed on the spot,
Ashmead ponied up the bucks, and SFWA got more than enough money to dig itself out of the holeiit
wasin.

Then President Silverberg put on his Editor suit and polled the membership for their nominations.
Subsequently, he says:

“Thebadlot | put together asked the membersto pick their fifteen favorite stories out of the forty or fifty
that had been nominated. | talied the results and the fifteen top ones were mandatory for the book. ...
Then | sdlected another twenty or so stories from the second ligt, arranging them for editoria balance (we
didn’t want four Bradbury stories, for instance, or two segments of [Clifford Smak’s] City) and keeping
an eye on the ultimate length that Doubleday and | had in mind, which was probably 150,000 words or
0.

The process, Silverberg statesin hisintroduction, took awhile: “Nominations remained open for more
than ayear, during which time asignificant proportion of the membership suggested favorite stories.”
After some editorial tweaking to ensure afair balance, he turned in the book, Doubleday issued the
completion money, and within the first reporting period (the book came out in 1970), it had earned out.
Six months or so later, the book club and paperback advances were paid, and the book generated
income regularly until it went out of print.

All that being said—and asif it weren't dready impressive enough—here’ swhat those early-day
SFWAns chose, the fifteen most popular first:

Val.l
« 1“Nightfdl” * Issac ASmov
« 2"“A Martian Odyssey” » Stanley G. Weinbaum
« 3“Howersfor Algernon” « Danid Keyes
« 4*"Microcosmic God” * Theodore Sturgeon (tie)
« 4"First Contact” » Murray Leingter (tie)
«  6"A Rosefor Ecclesastes’ « Roger Zeazny
« 7"TheRoadsMus Roll” « Robert A. Heinlein (tie)
«  7"“Mimsy Werethe Borogoves’ « Lewis Padgett (tie)
« 7“ComingAttraction”  Fritz Leiber (tie)
« 7"“TheCold Equations’ » Tom Godwin (ti€)
« 11*TheNineBillion Namesof God” » Arthur C. Clarke
« 12“Surface Tenson” « JamesBlish



« 13*TheWeapon Shop” * A. E. van Vogt (tie)
« 13“Twilight” « John W. Campbd| J. (tie)

- 15"Arend’ * Fredric Brown
“Hden O'Loy” « Lester dd Rey
“Huddling Place’ « Clifford D. Simak
“That Only aMother” « Judith Merril
“ScannersLiveinVan” « Cordwainer Smith
“Mars|sHeaven!” « Ray Bradbury
“TheLittle Black Bag” « C. M. Kornbluth
“Born of Man and Woman” ¢ Richard Matheson
“The Quest for Saint Aquin” « Anthony Boucher
“It saGood Life’ « Jerome Bixby
“Fondly Fahrenheit” » Alfred Bester
“The Country of the Kind” « Damon Knight

Zexro percent body fat there, folks. Nofiller, no artificid ingredients, no aspartame, just apound and a
haf of the Stfnal Best. Twenty-six stories that represent three decades, from 1934’ s glesfully wonderful
“A Martian Odyssey” to 1963’ s brilliant and evocative “A Rosefor Ecclesastes.”

It' satable of contents that leaves you speechless, isn't it? 1’ m not going to wax rhapsodic about how
many of these storiesare classicsas | normally would; that' swhy they’ rethere, aren’t they? Nor am |
going to do my usud riff about how many times they’ ve been anthol ogized before or since. The point—or
a least, one of the points—isthat they’ re gathered together here in one place where they can be read,
enjoyed, and admired.

| will point out that fully half of them, and nine of the top fifteen, sprang full-blown from John Campbel’s
Agtounding Science Fiction magazine. This means something, folks. Of late, it's become somewhat
trendy to bash Campbdll, however gently, but the above shows you that the man was doing something
right. Forget for the moment his fascination with pseudoscience, leave aside his politicsfor now, and just
pretend that that pretentious little cigarette holder never existed. He knew a good story when he saw it
and he bought awholelot of them. He a so wrote more than one classc himsdlf: “Twilight” here,
published originaly under the name Don A. Stuart, and another which we shall get to in good time.

Of the remaining thirteen, five came from The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction (four from the
Boucher/McComeas period, the most recent from Avram Davidson' s editorship), apair camefromH. L.
Gold's Gaaxy, and one each came from Wonder Stories, Fantasy Book, and Planet Stories. It's
important to note, however, that three of them (the Boucher, Clarke, and Bixby) were origindly
published in origindl anthologies.

Thisis commonplace now, of course, but those three stories first saw print in the early 1950s, long
before the origind anthology was the rule rather than the exception. Frederik Pohl’s Star Science Fiction
Stories and Star Science Fiction Stories No. 2 (Balantine, 1953) gave us both Arthur C. Clarke's
quietly apocayptic “The Nine Billion Names of God” and Jerome Bixby’ sdisturbing “I1t'sa Good Life’
respectively, and Raymond Healy’ s New Taes of Space and Time (Holt, 1951) begat Anthony
Boucher’ switty “The Quest for Saint Aquin.” I, for one, am ddlighted that they did.

Looking at these stories, it’s obvious that the SFWANs of the late 1960s had immacul ate taste, and one
wonders how the current membership, grown to many timesthe origina number, would vote given the

opportunity.



The Science Fiction Hall of Fame, Val. 1 was a success—it could hardly have helped being—and so the
second book, devoted to novellas, was green-lighted. Being what it was, and binding technology being
what it was, the book was split into parts; this may or may not have caused problemsinsofar as sdes
were concerned, but from the perspective of arecalcitrant book-tweak (like mysdlf ), who cared? They
just look s0 great on the shelf next to each other.

Ben Bova had just been anointed editor of Analog in 1971, ten weeks or so after Campbell’ s death. Tak
about shoesto fill: John W. Camphbdll isarguably the single most important figure in the SFfield who
wasn't afull-time writer, having given up fiction when he took over Astounding Storiesin 1937, and he
remained editor—not missing a single month, more than four hundred issues—until his desth. Anyone
who took over after that kind of legacy would haveto hit the ground running.

Which Bovawould do, of course, but first he had the assignment to assemble and notate The Science
Fiction Hdl of Fame, Vals. 1A and 11B, which was unleashed on an eager public in 1973. Why two
volumes? Bovasays. “My mgor problem was an embarrassment of riches: there were Ssmply too many
storiesfor asingle volume. Larry Ashmead, bless him, agreed that one volume wasn't enough and opted
for atwo-volume st.” And aren't we grateful ?

| don’'t get much of achanceto talk about books as artifacts here, snce my purview is, understandably,
their contents, but | will take the time to do so here. These three books are, in whichever format you
have them, a handsome set. The hardcovers, trade or book club, are dignified without being stodgy; the
paperbacks colorful without crossing over into garish. They fill the hand well, lending aphysica massto
the weight of the worlds they contain. When you pick one of these bad boys up, you know you're
holding abook, and not just some overblown summer beach-brick that you grabbed in ahurry at the
airport on your way to Aruba. There' simport here, and significance, and enough wonder to shake a stick
a, if that’ syour idea of agood time. These are books you can be proud to own, and not just because
you like the stories.

Having said that, here swhat VVal. |1, both parts, hasfor us, the ten with the most votesfirst:
Vol.llA

«  1“Who Goes There?’ « John W. Campbd| Jr.

«  3"With Folded Hands...” « Jack Williamson

«  4*TheTimeMaching’ « H. G. Wells

« 5“Baby IsThreg’ « Theodore Sturgeon

« 6“Vintage Season” * Henry Kuttner and C. L. Moore

« 7"TheMarching Morons’ « C. M. Kornbluth

«  8"Universg’ « Robert A. Heinlein

« 10“Nerves’ « Lester del Rey
“Cdl Me Jo€’ » Poul Anderson
...And Then There Were Non€’ » Eric Frank Russdll
“TheBdlad of Lost C' Mél” « Cordwainer Smith

(Note: Of thetop ten, #2 wasto be Walter Miller’s* A Canticlefor Liebowitz” and #9 was to be Robert
Heinlein's“By HisBootsiraps.” Seetext below for the reasons they don't appesr.)



Voal.lIB

“The Martian Way” * Issac ASmov
“Earthman, Come Home” « James Blish
“Rogue Moon” « Algis Budrys

“The Specter Generd” « Theodore R. Cogswell
“TheMachine Stops’ « E. M. Forster

“The Midas Plague’ « Frederik Pohl

“The Witchesof Karres’ « James H. Schmitz
“E for Effort”  T. L. Sherred

“InHiding” « Wilmar H. Shiras[ Timothy Paul]
“TheBig Front Yard” « Clifford D. Simak
“The Moon Moth” « Jack Vance

Looking at these twenty-two great stories, I’ m struck by the dismaying thought that entirely too many of
the authors herein are no longer the giants they once (deservedly!) were; how many of you reading this
are even aware of Sherred, Shiras, and Cogswell, | wonder? How long before Russell and
Schmitz—yes, and even Cordwainer Smith, are forgotten, except by us stfna Old Fartswho havelittle
better to do in the twilight of our lives but complain about These Kids Today? And you wonder why | do
this....

There are two stories missing from this lineup, two mgjor novellasthat were prevented from being
present by mere cupidity (if not stu-pidity), as editor Bovanotes:

“The agentsfor Walter M. Miller Jr. and Ray Bradbury refused to dlow usto use* A Canticlefor
Liebowitz and ‘ The Fireman’ unless we offered agood deal more money than the slandard SFWA
formula, which was 25 percent of al monies earned by the book, on a pro rata basis. So we had to drop
those two fine stories from the book.”

Bovanotesin hisintroduction to the book that both were, in fact, available e sawhere, but | mourn their
losshere. In dl seriousness, what better showcase could they have had, what better company could they
keep? | weep, on occasion, for the past.

In the #9 spot was a second Heinlein story, which editor Bova omitted for good reason: “For any
individua author, | picked the story of histhat recelved the most votes.” Fair enough, if not an easy
choiceto make.

Once again, apreponderance of Campbelian stories, abaker’ sdozen in fact, and including hisown
best-known story, “Who Goes There?’ which has been filmed twice, dthough you can’t blame Campbell
for either of them. A haf dozen of the rest came from Galaxy (five from Gold' stenure and one from
Pohl’s); asingleton from Fantasy & Science Fiction (Budrys s“Rogue Moon,” that most excellent bridge
between traditiona and esoteric SF); and a couple of oddballs (sourcewise only; they deserve their place
herein)—Forster’ s dystopian manifesto, “The Machine Stops” (from the November 1909 issue of the
Oxford and Cambridge Review), and Wdlls ssine quanon classic, “ The Time Maching’ (seridized inthe



New Review in 1895). Definitely not pulp fiction, but absolutely necessary in any book with the words
“Science Fiction” and “Hall of Fame” inthetitle.

What do | say about these storiesthat hasn't been said over and over by criticsfar more erudite than 17?
Can | find new ground to plow here, anew edge to sharpen? Is there no comment | can make about the
contents of these three books to thrill and engage both the Intellect and the Emotion?

Hel with it. What we have here are four dozen of the best science fiction and fantasy stories ever written.
Without doubt, without qualification, | heartily endorse the choices made amost forty years ago by the
membership of the still-nascent Science Fiction Writers of America

Nor would | be donein that assessment, either. Author, editor, and fellow Bulletin columnist Barry
Mazberg says.

“I think these anthologies are completely successful and absolutely indispensable. ... The contentsare
magnificent (even if the membership votes werejiggled, as Slverberg hints) and the works are not only
higtoricaly essentid but visonary.”

Couldn't have said it better myself. These books, as concelved by Silverberg and skillfully executed by
him and Bova, present to both the SF readership and to those from outside the field the strengths,
dimensions, and dynamics of agenredl too often dismissed by those unfamiliar with it. These arethe
books you hand proudly to your family and friends to help them understand exactly why you're as
passionate about “that crazy Buck Rogers stuff” asyou are; why you' ve accumulated all those
raggedy-assed paperbacks and dusty old magazines and won't give them up no matter how your spouse
begs you to; why you huddle at parties with the same two or three other people, heads together and
dissecting the latest issue of ASmov’ s or desperately trying to remember some book from your junior
high library, you know the one | mean, the one about the star watchers and the Masters—or wasiit that
one about the family of pioneers on Mars?>—well, anyway, it had those great drawingsinside the covers,
remember? Remember?

The Science Fiction Hall of Fameisn't aculmination; it'samilepost, amarker dong theroad. This
triptych shines abright and golden light on our past and illuminates us where we stand, here and now.
Revd init; it'snot only our history, but alegacy aswell.

NEBULA AWARD, BEST NOVELETTE
TWO HEARTS

PETER S.BEAGLE

Peter S. Beagle was born in 1939 and raised in the Bronx, just afew blocks from Woodlawn Cemetery,
theinspiration for hisfirst novel, A Fine and Private Place. In addition to stories and novels, Peter has
written numerous teleplays and screenplay's, including the animated versions of The Lord of the Rings and
The Last Unicorn, plusthe fan-favorite“ Sarek” episode of Star Trek: The Next Generation. His
nonfiction book | See by My Ouitfit, which recounts a 1963 journey across America on motor scooter, is
considered aclassic of American travel writing; and heisadso agifted poet, lyricist, and singer/

songwriter.

Hislatest story collection, The Line Between, includesthislong-awaited coda story to The Last Unicorn,
“Two Hearts,” about which Peter writes:

| blame Connor Cochran for the existence of “ Two Hearts.” It strue that | wroteit, but he' sthe falow



who tricked meinto doing so, however much he might swear it was an accident.

For decades, friends and fans have asked me to write asequel to The Last Unicorn. Thisis
understandable. But | have dways refused, which, | think, isaso understandable. The Last Unicorn was
aone-shot, meant from the beginning as akind of spoof/tribute to the classic European fairy tale, an
homage to such beloved influences of mine as James Stephens, Lord Dunsany, T. H. White, and James
Thurber. Writing it was anightmare of seemingly endless |abor, the kind of thing ayoung man tackles. As
| was no longer that young man, writing a sequel was clearly out of the question.

And then Connor Cochran suggested that | write a specid story as abonus gift to go out to the first
buyers of the audiobook version of The Last Unicorn that we' d just completed, and wheedled meinto
going aong by assuring methat | needn’t bring back a single one of the origina cast—only the world of
the nove, nothing more. At first | said no, but | wasintrigued by the idea of having alimited-edition
hardcover...and what redly did me in wasthe dangerous part of my imagination that can't resst a
challenge regarding words and stories. | can be lured into writing something I’ ve never tried before just
because I’ ve never done it—like the time | wrote alibretto for an opera based on my story “Come Lady
Desth.”

So | sarted to wonder if | actualy could reenter the unicorn’ sworld. ..at which point Sooz came into my
head and the story just happened. It flowed. It was the exact opposite of my experience writing The Last
Unicorn. | locked onto her voice, the voice of this nine-and-a-haf-year-old girl who wastelling the story
from thefirst sentence, and | just followed her. It was one of the very rare occasionswhere | felt from
beginning to end that | knew what | was doing.

TWO HEARTS

PETER S.BEAGLE

M y brother Wilfrid kegps saying it’snot fair that it should al have happened to me. Me being agirl, and
ababy, and too stupid to lace up my own sandas properly. But | think it’sfair. | think everything
happened exactly the way it should have done. Except for the sad parts, and maybe those too.

I’m Sooz, and | am nine years old. Ten next month, on the anniversary of the day the griffin came. Wilfrid
saysit was because of me, that the griffin heard that the ugliest baby in the world had just been born, and
it was going to eat me, but | wastoo ugly, even for agriffin. So it nested in the Midwood (we call it that,
but its red nameisthe Midnight Wood, because of the darkness under the trees), and stayed to eat our
sheep and our goats. Griffinsdo that if they like aplace.

But it didn't ever egt children, not until thisyear.

| only saw it once—I mean, once before—rising up above the trees one night, like a second moon. Only
there was't amoon, then. There was nothing in the whole world but the griffin, golden feathersdl
blazing onitslion’sbody and eagle’ swings, with its grest front claws like teeth, and that monstrous beak
that looked so huge for its head. ... Wilfrid says| screamed for three days, but he' slying, and | didn’t
hidein theroot cellar like he sayseither, | dept in the barn those two nights, with our dog Maka.
Because | knew Makawouldn’t let anything get me.

| mean my parents wouldn’t have, ether, not if they could have stopped it. It sjust that Makaisthe
bigges, fiercest dog in the whole village, and she' snot afraid of anything. And after the griffin took
Jehane, the blacksmith' slittle girl, you couldn’t help seeing how frightened my father was, running back
and forth with the other men, trying to organize some sort of patrol, so people could awaystell when the
griffinwas coming. | know he was frightened for me and my mother, and doing everything he could to



protect us, but it didn’'t make mefed any safer, and Makadid.

But nobody knew whét to do, anyway. Not my father, nobody. It was bad enough when the griffin was
only taking the sheep, because dmost everyone here sallswool or cheese or shegpskin thingsto make a
living. But onceit took Jehane, early last spring, that changed everything. We sent messengersto the
king—three of them—and each time the king sent someone back to uswith them. Thefirst time, it was
oneknight, dl by himsdf. His name was Douros, and he gave me an apple. He rode away into the
Midwood, Snging, to look for the griffin, and we never saw him again.

The second time—after the griffin took Louli, the boy who worked for the mille—the king sent five
knights together. One of them did come back, but he died before he could tell anyone what happened.

The third time an entire squadron came. That’swhat my father said, anyway. | don’'t know how many
soldiersthere arein asguadron, but it was alot, and they were dl over the village for two days, pitching
their tents everywhere, stabling their horsesin every barn, and boasting in the tavern how they’ d soon
take care of that griffin for us poor peasants. They had musicians playing when they marched into the
Midwood—I remember that, and | remember when the music stopped, and the sounds we heard
afterward.

After that, the village didn’t send to the king anymore. We didn’t want more of hismen to die, and
besidesthey weren't any help. So from then on dl the children were hurried indoors when the sun went
down, and the griffin woke from its day’ srest to hunt again. We couldn’t play together, or run errands or
watch the flocks for our parents, or even deegp near open windows, for fear of the griffin. Therewas
nothing for me to do but read books | aready knew by heart, and complain to my mother and father,
who weretoo tired from watching after Wilfrid and me to bother with us. They were guarding the other
children too, turn and turn about with the other families—and our sheep, and our goats—so they were
awaystired, aswell asfrightened, and we were al angry with each other most of thetime. It wasthe

same for everybody.
And then the griffin took Felicitas.

Fdicitas couldn't talk, but shewas my best friend, aways, since we werelittle. | dways understood what
she wanted to say, and she understood me, better than anyone, and we played in aspecia way that |
won't ever play with anyone else. Her family thought she was awaste of food, because no boy would
marry adumb girl, so they let her eat with usmost of the time. Wilfrid used to make fun of the whispery
quack that was the one sound she could make, but | hit him with arock, and after that hedidn’t do it
anymore.

| didn’t seeit happen, but | still seeit in my head. She knew not to go out, but she was dwaysjust so
happy coming to usin the evening. And nobody at her house would have noticed her being gone. None
of them ever noticed Felicitas.

Theday | learned Felicitas was gone, that wasthe day | set off to see the king myself.

Weéll, the same night, actually—because there wasn't any chance of getting away from my house or the
villagein daylight. | don’t know what I’ d have done, redly, except that my Uncle Ambrose was carting a
load of sheepskinsto market in Hagsgate, and you have to start long before sunup to be there by thetime
the market opens. Uncle Ambroseis my best uncle, but | knew | couldn’t ask him to take meto the
king—he d have gone straight to my mother instead, and told her to give me sulphur and molasses and
put me to bed with amustard plaster. He gives his horse sulphur and molasses, even.

So | went to bed early that night, and | waited until everyone was adeep. | wanted to leave anote on my
pillow, but I kept writing things and then tearing the notes up and throwing them in the fireplace, and |



was afraid of somebody waking, or Uncle Ambrose leaving without me. Findly | just wrote, | will come
home soon. | didn’t take any clothes with me, or anything else, except abit of cheese, because | thought
the king mugt live somewhere near Hagsgate, which isthe only big town I’ ve ever seen. My mother and
father were snoring in their room, but Wilfrid had falen adeep right in front of the hearth, and they dways
leave him there when he does. If you rouse him to go to his own bed, he comes up fighting and crying. |
don’'t know why.

| stood and looked down at him for the longest time. Wilfrid doesn’t look nearly so mean when he's
deeping. My mother had banked the coals to make sure there’ d be afire for tomorrow’ s bread, and my
father’s moleskin trews were hanging there to dry, because he' d had to wade into the stockpond that
afternoon to rescue alamb. | moved them alittle bit, so they wouldn't burn. | wound the
clock—Wilfrid' s supposed to do that every night, but he dways forgets—and | thought how they'd dll
be hearing it ticking in the morning while they were looking everywhere for me, too frightened to est any
breakfast, and | turned to go back to my room.

But then | turned around again, and | climbed out of the kitchen window, because our front door squeaks
0. | was afraid that Makamight wake in the barn and right away know | was up to something, because

| can’t ever fool Maka, only shedidn’t, and then | held my breath dmost thewholeway as| ran to
Uncle Ambrose’ s house and scrambled right into his cart with the shegpskins. It was acold night, but
under that pile of sheepskinsit was hot and nasty-smelling, and there wasn't anything to do but lie il

and wait for Uncle Ambrose. So | mostly thought about Fdlicitas, to keep from fedling so bad about
leaving home and everyone. That was bad enough—I never redly lost anybody close before, not
forever—but anyway it was different.

| don’t know when Uncle Ambrose finaly came, because | dozed off in the cart, and didn’t wake until
therewasthisjolt and arattle and the sort of floppy grumble a horse makes when he' s been waked up
and does't like it—and we were of f for Hagsgate. The half-moon was setting early, but | could seethe
village bumping by, not looking silvery in thelight, but smal and dull, no color to anything. And dl the
same | dmost began to cry, because it already seemed so far away, though we hadn’t even passed the
stockpond yet, and | felt asthough I’ d never seeit again. | would have climbed back out of the cart right
then, if | hadn’t known better.

Because the griffin was ill up and hunting. | couldn’t seeit, of course, under the sheegpskins (and | had
my eyes shut, anyway), but itswings made asound like alot of knives being sharpened al together, and
sometimesit gave acry that was dreadful because it was o soft and gentle, and even alittle sad and
scared, asthough it were imitating the sound Felicitas might have made when it took her. | burrowed
deep down as| could, and tried to deep again, but | couldn’t.

Whichwasjust aswell, because | didn’t want to ride al the way into Hagsgate, where Uncle Ambrose
was bound to find me when he unloaded his sheepskins in the marketplace. So when | didn’t hear the
griffin anymore (they won't hunt far from their nests, if they don't haveto), | put my head out over the
tailboard of the cart and watched the stars going out, one by one, asthe sky grew lighter. The dawn
breeze came up as the moon went down.

When the cart stopped jouncing and shaking so much, | knew we must have turned onto the King's
Highway, and when | could hear cows munching and talking softly to each other, | dropped into the

road. | stood there for alittle, brushing off lint and wool bits, and watching Uncle Ambrose' s cart rolling
on away from me. | hadn’t ever been thisfar from home by myself. Or so lonely. The breeze brushed dry
grassagaing my ankles, and | didn’t have any ideawhich way to go.

| didn’'t even know the king’ s name—I’ d never heard anyone cdl him anything but the king. | knew he
didn’t livein Hagsgate, but in abig castle somewhere nearby, only nearby’ s one thing when you' reriding



inacart and different when you' rewaking. And | kept thinking about my family waking up and looking
for me, and the cows grazing sounds made me hungry, and I’ d eaten al my cheeseinthe cart. | wished |
had a penny with me—not to buy anything with, but only to tossup and let it tell meif | should turn left or
right. | tried it with flat stones, but | never could find them after they came down. Findly | started off
going left, not for any reason, but only because | have alittle Silver ring on my left hand that my mother
gave me. Therewas a sort of path that way too, and | thought maybe | could walk around Hagsgate and
then I’ d think about what to do after that. I’m agood walker. | can wak anywhere, if you give metime.

Only it'seasier on ared road. The path gave out after awhile, and | had to push my way through trees
growing too close together, and then through so many brambly vinesthat my hair wasfull of stickersand
my aamswere dl stinging and bleeding. | wastired and swesting, and amost crying—amost—and
whenever | sat down to rest bugs and things kept crawling over me. Then | heard running water nearby,
and that made methirsty right away, so | tried to get down to the sound. | had to crawl most of the way,
scratching my knees and elbows up something awful.

It wasn't much of astream—in some places the water came up barely above my ankles—but | was so
gladto seeit | practicaly hugged and kissed it, flopping down with my face buried in it, the way | do with
Malka ssmelly old fur. And | drank until | couldn’t hold any more, and then | sat on astone and let the
tiny fish tickle my nice cold feet, and felt the sun on my shoulders, and | didn’t think about griffinsor kings

or my family or anything.

| only looked up when | heard the horses whickering alittle way upstream. They were playing with the
water, the way horses do, blowing bubbles like children. Plain old livery-stable horses, one brownish,
onegrayish. The gray’ srider was out of the saddle, peering at the horse' sl eft forefoot. | couldn’t get a
good look—they both had on plain cloaks, dark green, and trews so worn you couldn’t make out the
color—so | didn’t know that one was awoman until | heard her voice. A nice voice, low, like Silky
Joan, the lady my mother won't ever let me ask about, but with something rough in it too, as though she
could scream like ahawk if she wanted to. She was saying, “ There€ sno stone | can see. Maybea
thorn?’

The other rider, the one on the brown horse, answered her, “Or abruise. Let me see”

That voice was lighter and younger-sounding than the woman' s voice, but | already knew hewasaman,
because he was so tall. He got down off the brown horse and the woman moved aside to let him pick up
her horse’ sfoot. Before he did that, he put his hands on the horse' s head, one on each side, and he said
something to it that | couldn’t quite hear. And the horse said something back. Not like aneigh, or a
whinny, or any of the sounds horses make, but like one person talking to another. | can’t say it any better
than that. The tall man bent down then, and he took hold of the foot and looked at it for along time, and
the horse didn’t move or switch itstail or anything.

“A sone splinter,” the man said after awhile. “It' svery small, but it' sworked itself deep into the hoof,
and there’ san ulcer brewing. | can’t think why | didn’t notice it straightaway.”

“Wadl,” thewoman said. She touched his shoulder. “Y ou can't notice everything.”

The tall man seemed angry with himsdf, the way my father gets when he’ sforgotten to close the pasture
gate properly, and our neighbor’ s black ram getsin and fights with our poor old Brimstone. He said, “I
can. I’'m supposed to.” Then he turned his back to the horse and bent over that forefoot, the way our
blacksmith does, and he went to work oniit.

| couldn’t see what he was doing, not exactly. He didn’t have any picks or pries, like the blacksmith, and
al I'msaureof isthat | think he was anging to the horse. But I’ m not sure it was proper snging. It



sounded more like the little made-up rhymesthat redlly smal children chant to themsalveswhen they're
playing inthedirt, al done. No tune, just up and down, dee-dah, dee-dah, dee...boring even for a
horse, I’ d have thought. He kept doing it for along time, still bending with that hoof in hishand. All at
once he stopped singing and stood up, holding something that glinted in the sun the way the stream did,
and he showed it to the horsg, first thing. “ There,” he said, “there, that’ swhat it was. It sdl right now.”

He tossed the thing away and picked up the hoof again, not singing, only touching it very lightly with one
finger, brushing acrossit again and again. Then he set the foot down, and the horse stamped once, hard,
and whinnied, and the tall man turned to the woman and said, “We ought to camp herefor the night, all
the same. They’ re both weary, and my back hurts.”

Thewoman laughed. A deep, swest, dow sound, it was. I'd never heard alaugh like that. She said, “The
greatest wizard walking the world, and your back hurts? Hedl it as you hedled mine, thetimethetreefell
onme. That took you dl of five minutes, | believe.”

“Longer than that,” the man answered her. “Y ou were ddlirious, you wouldn’t remember.” He touched
her hair, which was thick and pretty, even though it was mostly gray. “Y ou know how | am about that,”
hesad. “I dill like being morta too much to use magic on mysdlf. It spoilsit somehow—it dullsthe
feding. I'vetold you before”

Thewoman said, “Mmphh,” theway I’ ve heard my mother say it athousand times. “Well, I've been
morta dl my life, and somedays...”

Shedidn’t finish what she was saying, and the tall man smiled, theway you could tell he wasteasing her.
“Some days, what?’

“Nothing,” the woman said, “ nothing, nothing.” She sounded irritable for amoment, but she put her hands
on theman’sarms, and she said in adifferent voice, “ Some days—some early mornings—when thewind
smellsof blossoms|’ll never see, and there are fawns playing in the misty orchards, and you' re yawning
and mumbling and scratching your head, and growling that we' |l seerain before nightfal, and probably
hail aswell...on such mornings| wish with dl my heart that we could both live forever, and | think you
were agredat fool to giveit up.” Shelaughed again, but it sounded shaky now, alittle. She said, “Then |
remember things I’ d rather not remember, so then my stomach acts up, and al sorts of other things start
twingeing me—never mind what they are, or where they hurt, whether it' smy body or my head, or my
heart. And then | think, no, | suppose not, maybe not.” Thetall man put hisarms around her, and for a
moment she rested her head on hischest. | couldn’t hear what she said after that.

| didn’t think I’ d made any noise, but the man raised hisvoice alittle, not looking a me, not lifting his
head, and he said, “Child, there’ sfood here.” First | couldn’t move, | was so frightened. He couldn’t
have seen me through the brush and al the alder trees. And then | started remembering how hungry |
was, and | sarted toward them without knowing | was doing it. | actualy looked down at my feet and
watched them moving like somebody el se' sfeet, as though they were the hungry ones, only they had to
have me take them to the food. The man and the woman stood very till and waited for me.

Closeto, the woman looked younger than her voice, and the tall man looked older. No, that isn't it,
that’ s not what | mean. Shewasn't young at al, but the gray hair made her face younger, and she held
hersdf redly straight, like the lady who comes when peoplein our village are having babies. She holds
her face dl <iff too, that one, and | don't like her much. Thiswoman’ s face wasn't beautiful, | suppose,
but it was aface you' d want to snuggle up to on acold night. That'sthe best | know how to say it.

The man...one minute he looked younger than my father, and the next he’ d be looking older than
anybody | ever saw, older than people are supposed to be, maybe. He didn’t have any gray hair himsdlf,



but he did have alot of lines, but that’ s not what I'm talking about either. It wasthe eyes. Hiseyeswere
green, green, green, not like grass, not like emeralds—I saw an emerad once, a gypsy woman showed
me—and not anything like apples or limes or such stuff. Maybe like the ocean, except I" ve never seen
the ocean, so | don’'t know. If you go deep enough into the woods (not the Midwood, of course not, but
any other sort of woods), sooner or later you'll dways come to a place where even the shadows are
green, and that’ sthe way hiseyeswere. | was afraid of hiseyesat fird.

The woman gave me a peach and watched me bite into it, too hungry to thank her. She asked me, “Girl,
what are you doing here? Areyou logt?’

“No, I'mnot,” | mumbled with my mouth full. “I just don’t know where | am, that’ s different.” They both
laughed, but it wasn't amean, making-fun laugh. | told them, “My name's Sooz, and | haveto seethe
king. He lives somewhere right nearby, doesn't he?’

They looked at each other. | couldn’t tell what they were thinking, but the tall man raised his eyebrows,
and the woman shook her head abit, dowly. They looked a each other for along time, until the woman
sad, “Well, not nearby, but not so very far, either. We were bound on our way to visit him ourselves.”

“Good,” | said. “Oh, good.” | wastrying to sound as grownup as they were, but it was hard, because |
was S0 happy to find out that they could take meto theking. | said, “I’ll go dong with you, then.”

Thewoman was againgt it before | got the first words out. She said to the tall man, “No, we couldn't.
We don’'t know how thingsare.” Shelooked sad about it, but she looked firm, too. She said, “Girl, it's
not you worriesme. The king isagood man, and an old friend, but it has been along time, and kings
change. Even more than other people, kings change.”

“I haveto seehim,” | said. “'Y ou go on, then. I'm not going home until 1 see him.” | finished the peach,
and the man handed me a chunk of dried fish and smiled a the woman as| toreinto it. He said quietly to
her, “It seemsto me that you and | both remember asking to be taken dong on aquest. | can’t spesk for
you, but | begged.”

But the woman wouldn't let up. “We could be bringing her into great peril. Y ou can't take the chance, it
it right!”

He began to answer her, but | interrupted—my mother would have dapped me hafway acrossthe
kitchen. | shouted a them, “I’m coming from greet peril. There sagriffin nested in the Midwood, and
he' s eaten Jehane and L ouli and—and my Felicitas—" and then | did start weeping, and | didn't care. |
just stood there and shook and wailed, and dropped the dried fish. | tried to pick it up, still crying so
hard | couldn’t seeit, but the woman stopped me and gave me her scarf to dry my eyes and blow my
nose. It smelled nice.

“Child,” thetall man kept saying, “child, don’t take on so, we didn’t know about the griffin.” The woman
was holding me againgt her Sde, smoothing my hair and glaring a him asthough it was hisfault that | was
howling like that. She said, “ Of course we' Il take you with us, girl dear—there, never mind, of course we
will. That' safearful matter, agriffin, but the king will know what to do about it. The king eats griffinsfor
breakfast snacks—spreads them on toast with orange marmalade and gobbles them up, | promise you.”
And so on, being slly, but making me fed better, while the man went on pleading with me not to cry. |
finally stopped when he pulled abig red handkerchief out of his pocket, twisted and knotted it into a
bird-shape, and madeit fly away. Uncle Ambrose does tricks with coins and shells, but he can’t do
anything likethat.

His name was Schmendrick, which | ill think isthe funniest name I’ ve heard in my life. Thewoman's
name was Molly Grue. We didn't leave right away, because of the horses, but made camp wherewe



were instead. | waswaiting for the man, Schmendrick, to do it by magic, but he only built afire, set out
their blankets, and drew water from the stream like anyone el se, while she hobbled the horses and put
them to graze. | gathered firewood.

Thewoman, Mally, told me that the king’snamewas Lir, and that they had known him when hewasa
very young man, before he becameking. “Heisatrue hero,” she said, “adragondayer, agiantkiller, a
rescuer of maidens, a solver of impossible riddies. He may be the greatest hero of dl, becausehe'sa
good man aswell. They aren't dways.”

“But you didn’t want meto meet him,” | said. “Why wasthat?’

Molly sighed. We were sitting under atree, watching the sun go down, and she was brushing things out
of my hair. Shesaid, “He sold now. Schmendrick hastrouble with time—I’1l tell you why oneday, it' sa
long story—and he does't understand that Lir may no longer be the man he was. It could be a sad
reunion.” She started braiding my hair around my head, so it wouldn't get in theway. “1’ ve had an
unhappy feding about this journey from the beginning, Sooz. But he took anotion that Lir needed us, so
herewe are. Y ou can't argue with him when he getslike that.”

“A good wifeisn't supposed to argue with her husband,” | said. “My mother says you wait until he goes
out, or he'sadeep, and then you do what you want.”

Molly laughed, that rich, funny sound of hers, like akind of deep gurgle. “ Sooz, I’ ve only known you a
few hours, but I’ d bet every penny I’ ve got right now—aye, and al of Schmendrick’stoo—that you'll be
arguing on your wedding night with whomever you marry. Anyway, Schmendrick and | aren’t married.
We retogether, that’ s all. We' ve been together quite along while.”

“Oh,” | said. | didn’'t know any people who were together like that, not the way she said it. “Well, you
look married. Y ou sort of do.”

Moally’ sface didn’t change, but she put an arm around my shoulders and hugged me close for amoment.
Shewhispered in my ear, “I wouldn't marry him if he were the last man in the world. He eatswild
radishesin bed. Crunch, crunch, crunch, al night—crunch, crunch, crunch.” | giggled, and thetall man
looked over at us from where he was washing apan in the stream. Thelast of the sunlight was on him,
and those green eyes were bright as new leaves. One of them winked at me, and | felt it, the way you fed
atiny breeze on your skin when it’ s hot. Then he went back to scrubbing the pan.

“Will it take uslong to reach the king?’ | asked her. “You said hedidn’t livetoo far, and I’ m scared the
griffin will est somebody elsewhileI’m gone. | need to be home.”

Molly finished with my hair and gaveit agentle tug in back to bring my head up and make melook
graight into her eyes. They were as gray as Schmendrick’ swere green, and | dready knew that they
turned darker or lighter gray depending on her mood. “What do you expect to happen when you meet
King Lir, Sooz?’ she asked meright back. “What did you have in mind when you set off to find him?’

| was surprised. “Wdll, I'm going to get him to come back to my village with me. All those knights he
keeps sending aren't doing any good at all, so he'll just haveto take care of that griffin himself. He' sthe
king. It shisjob.”

“Yes” Molly said, but she said it so softly | could barely hear her. She patted my arm once, lightly, and
then she got up and walked away to Sit by herself near the fire. She made it look asthough shewas
banking thefire, but shewasn't redlly.

We started out early the next morning. Molly had mein front of her on her horsefor atime, but by and



by Schmendrick took me up on his, to spare the other on€e' s sore foot. He was more comfortable to lean
againgt than I’ d expected—bony in some places, nice and springy in others. He didn’t talk much, but he
sang alot as we went dong, sometimesin languages | couldn’t make out aword of, sometimes making
up slly songsto make melaugh, likethisone:

Soozli, Soozli,

spesking loozli,

you disturb my oozli-goozli.
Soozli, Soozli,

would you choozi

to become my squoozli-squoozli?

Hedidn’t do anything magic, except maybe once, when acrow kept diving at the horse—out of
meanness, that’ sdl, there wasn't a nest anywhere—making the poor thing dance and shy and skitter until
| dmogt fell off. Schmendrick finally turned in the saddle and looked at it, and the next minute a hawk
came swooping out of nowhere and chased that crow screaming into a thornbush where the hawk
couldn’t follow. | guessthat was magic.

It was actually pretty country we were passing through, once we got onto the proper road. Trees,
meadows, little soft valeys, hillsides covered with wildflowers |1 didn’t know. Y ou could see they got a
lot more rain here than we do where |l live. It' sagood thing sheep don't need grazing, the way cows do.
They’ll go where the goats go, and goats will go anywhere. We' relike that in my village, we haveto be.
But I liked thisland better.

Schmendrick told meit hadn’t dways been like that. “Before Lir, thiswas dl barren desert where nothing
grew—nothing, Sooz. It was said that the country was under acurse, and in away it was, but I’ll tell you
about that another time.” People dways say that when you'reachild, and | hateit. “But Lir changed
everything. Theland was so glad to see him that it began blooming and blossoming the moment he
became king, and it has done so ever since. Except poor Hagsgate, but that’ s another story too.” His
voice got dower and deeper when he talked about Hagsgate, as though he weren't talking to me.

| twisted my neck around to look up at him. “Do you think King Lir will come back with me and kill that
griffin? 1 think Molly thinks hewon't, because he'sso old.” | hadn’t known | was worried about that until
| actudly sad it.

“Why, of course hewill, girl.” Schmendrick winked at me again. “He never could resst the pleaof a
maiden in distress, the more difficult and dangerous the deed, the better. If he did not spur to your
village'said himsdlf at thefirst call, it was surdly because he was engaged on some other heroic venture.
I’'m as certain as| can be that as soon as you make your request—remember to curtsey properly—he'll
snatch up his great sword and spear, whisk you up to his saddlebow, and be off after your griffin with the
road smoking behind him. Y oung or old, that’ s dways been hisway.” He rumpled my hair in the back.
“Molly overworries. That's her way. We arewho we are.”

“What'sacurtsey?’ | asked him. | know now, because Molly showed me, but | didn’t then. He didn’t
laugh, except with his eyes, then gestured for me to face forward again as he went back to singing.

Soozli, Soozli,

YOU amuse me,



right down to my soledi-shoedli.
Soozli, Soozli,

| bring newdi—

we could wed next stewdi-Tuedli.

| learned that the king had lived in acastle on acliff by the seawhen hewas young, lessthan aday’s
journey from Hagsgate, but it fell down—Schmendrick wouldn't tell me how—so he built anew one
somewhere ese. | was sorry about that, because I’ ve never seen the seg, and I’ ve dways wanted to,
and | still haven't. But I'd never seen acastle, ether, so therewasthat. | leaned back against his chest
and fell adeep.

They’ d been traveling dowly, taking timeto let Mally’ shorse hedl, but once its hoof wasdl right we
gdloped most of the rest of the way. Those horses of theirsdidn’t look magic or specid, but they could
run for hours without getting tired, and when | helped to rub them down and curry them, they were hardly
swesting. They dept on their sides, like people, not standing up, the way our horses do.

Even so, it took usthreefull daysto reach King Lir. Molly said he had bad memories of the castle that
fell down, so that was why this one was as far from the seaas he could make it, and as different from the
old one. It was on ahill, so the king could see anyone coming aong the road, but there wasn't amoat,
and there weren't any guardsin armor, and there was only one banner on thewalls. It was blue, with a
picture of awhite unicorn onit. Nothing ese.

| was disappointed. | tried not to show it, but Molly saw. “Y ou wanted afortress,” she said to me gently.
“Y ou were expecting dark stone towers, flags and cannons and knights, trumpeters blowing from the
battlements. I'm sorry. It being your first castle, and al.”

“No, it' sapretty castle” | said. And it was pretty, Sitting peacefully onits hilltop in the sunlight,
surrounded by al those wildflowers. There was amarketplace, | could see now, and there were huts like
ours snugged up againgt the castle walls, so that the people could come ingde for protection, if they
needed to. | said, “Just looking at it, you can seethat the king isanice man.”

Molly was looking at me with her head alittle bit to one sde. She said, “Heisahero, Sooz. Remember
that, whatever else you see, whatever you think. Lir isahero.”

“Wadll, | know that,” | said. “I'msurehe'll hdp me. | am.”
But | wasn't. The moment | saw that nice, friendly castle, | wasn't abit sure,

Wedidn't have any trouble getting in. The gate smply opened when Schmendrick knocked once, and he
and Molly and | walked in through the market, where people were sdling al kinds of fruitsand
vegetables, pots and pans and clothing and so on, the way they do in our village. They dl called to usto
come over to their barrows and buy things, but nobody tried to stop us going into the castle. There were
two men at the two great doors, and they did ask us our names and why we wanted to see King Lir. The
moment Schmendrick told them his name, they stepped back quickly and let us by, so | began to think
that maybe he actudly was agreat magician, evenif | never saw him do anything but little tricks and little
songs. The men didn’t offer to take him to the king, and he didn’t ask.

Molly wasright. | was expecting the castle to be al cold and shadowy, with queens|ooking sideways at
us, and big men clanking by in armor. But the hals we followed Schmendrick through werefull of sunlight
from long, high windows, and the people we saw mostly nodded and smiled at us. We passed astone



gair curling up out of sight, and | was sure that the king must live at the top, but Schmendrick never
looked at it. He led us straight through the great hall—they had afireplace big enough to roast three
cowsl—and on past the kitchens and the scullery and the laundry, to aroom under another stair. That
was dark. Y ou wouldn't have found it unless you knew where to look. Schmendrick didn’t knock at that
door, and he didn’t say anything magic to makeit open. He just stood outside and waited, and by and by
it rattled open, and we went in.

Thekingwasin there. All by himsdlf, the king wasin there.

Hewas sitting on an ordinary wooden chair, not athrone. It was aredly smal room, the same sizeasmy
mother’ sweaving room, so maybe that’ swhy he looked so big. He was astall as Schmendrick, but he
seemed so much wider. | was ready for him to have along beard, spreading out al across his chest, but
he only had a short one, like my father, except white. He wore ared and gold mantle, and therewasa
red golden crown on hiswhite head, not much bigger than the wreaths we put on our champion rams at
the end of the year. He had akind face, with abig old nose, and big blue eyes, like alittle boy. But his
eyeswere S0 tired and heavy, | didn’t know how he kept them open. Sometimes he didn’t. There was
nobody esein thelittle room, and he peered at the three of us as though he knew he knew us, but not
why. Hetried to smile.

Schmendrick said very gently, “Maesty, it is Schmendrick and Mally, Molly Grue.” Theking blinked at
him.

“Molly with the cat,” Molly whispered. “Y ou remember the cet, Lir.”

“Yes,” theking said. It seemed to take him forever to speak that one word. “The cat, yes, of course.”
But hedidn’t say anything after that, and we stood there and stood there, and the king kept smiling at
something | couldn’t see.

Schmendrick said to Molly, * She used to forget hersdlf like that.” His voice had changed, the sameway it
changed when he was talking about the way the land used to be. He said, “ And then you would aways
remind her that she wasaunicorn.”

And the king changed too then. All a once hiseyeswere clear and shining with feding, like Molly’ seyes,
and he saw usfor thefirgt time. He said softly, “Oh, my friendsl” and he stood up and came to us and
put hisarms around Schmendrick and Mally. And | saw that he had been a hero, and that he was ill a
hero, and | began to think it might be dl right, after all. Maybe it wasreally going to bedl right.

“And who may this princess be?’ he asked, looking straight at me. He had the proper voicefor aking,
deep and strong, but not frightening, not mean. | tried to tell him my name, but | couldn’t make a sound,
s0 he actualy knelt on one kneein front of me, and he took my hand. He said, “| have often been of
some useto princessesin distress. Command me.”

“I’'m not aprincess, I’'m Sooz,” | said, “and I’'m from avillage you wouldn’t even know, and there sa
griffin eating the children.” It dl tumbled out like thet, in one breeth, but he didn’t laugh or look a me any
differently. What he did was ask me the name of my village, and | told him, and he said, “But indeed |
know it, madam. | have been there. And now | will have the pleasure of returning.”

Over hisshoulder | saw Schmendrick and Molly staring at each other. Schmendrick was about to say
something, but then they both turned toward the door, because asmall dark woman, about my mother’s
age, only dressed in tunic, trews and bootslike Mally, had just comein. She said inasmall, worried
voice, “| am so truly sorry that | was not here to greet His Mgesty’ s old companions. No need to tell me
your illustrious names—my own isLisene, and | am theking' sroya secretary, trandator, and protector.”
Shetook King Lir sarm, very politely and carefully, and began moving him back to his chair.



Schmendrick seemed to take aminute getting his own breath back. He said, “1 have never known my old
friend Lir to need any of those services. Especidly a protector.”

Lisene was busy with the king and didn’t look at Schmendrick as she answered him. “How long hasiit
been sinceyou saw him last?’ Schmendrick didn’t answer. Lisene' svoice was quiet ill, but not so
nervous. “Time setsits claw in usall, my lord, sooner or later. We are none of usthat which wewere.”
King Lir sat down obediently on hischair and closed hiseyes.

| could tell that Schmendrick was angry, and growing angrier as he stood there, but he didn’t show it. My
father getsangry like that, which ishow | knew. He said, “ His Mg esty has agreed to return to thisyoung
person’ svillage with her, in order to rid her people of a marauding griffin. Wewill start out tomorrow.”

Lisene siwvung around on us so fast that | was sure she was going to start shouting and giving everybody
orders. But shedidn’'t do anything like that. Y ou could never have told that she wasthe least bit annoyed
or darmed. All shesaid was, “I am afraid that will not be possible, my lord. The king isin no fit condition
for such ajourney, nor certainly for such adeed.”

“Theking thinksrather differently.” Schmendrick wastalking through clenched teeth now.

“Does he, then?’ Lisene pointed at King Lir, and | saw that he had fallen adeep in his chair. Hishead
was drooping—I was afraid his crown was going to fall off—and his mouth hung open. Lisene said,

“Y ou came seeking the peerless warrior you remember, and you have found a spent, senile old man.
Believe me, | understand your distress, but you must see—"

Schmendrick cut her off. | never understood what people meant when they talked about someone' s eyes
actudly flashing, but at least green eyes can do it. He looked even tdler than he was, and when he
pointed afinger at Lisene | honestly expected the small woman to catch fire or maybe melt away.
Schmendrick’ s voice was especidly frightening because it was so quiet. He said, “Hear menow. | am
Schmendrick the Magician, and | seemy old friend Lir, as| have dways seen him, wise and powerful
and good, beloved of aunicorn.”

And with that word, for a second time, the king woke up. He blinked once, then gripped the arms of the
chair and pushed himsdlf to hisfeet. Hedidn't look at us, but at Lisene, and he said, “1 will go with them.
Itismy task and my gift. You will seetoit that | an made ready.”

Lisenesad, “Mgesty, no! Mgesty, | beg you!”

King Lir reached out and took Lisene s head between his big hands, and | saw that there waslove
between them. He said, “It iswhat | am for. Y ou know that aswell as he does. Seeto it, Lisene, and
keep al well for mewhilel am gone.”

Lisenelooked so sad, sologt, that | didn’t know what to think, about her or King Lir or anything. | didn’t
redizetha | had moved back againgt Molly Grue until | felt her hand in my hair. Shedidn’t say anything,
but it was nice smelling her there. Lisene said, very quietly, “I will seetoit.”

She turned around then and started for the door with her head lowered. | think she wanted to pass us by
without looking at us at al, but she couldn’t do it. Right at the door, her head came up and she stared at
Schmendrick so hard that | pushed into Molly’sskirt so | couldn’t see her eyes. | heard her say, as
though she could barely make the words come out, * His degth be on your head, magician.” | think she
was crying, only not, the way grown people do.

And | heard Schmendrick’ s answer, and his voice was so cold | wouldn't have recognized it if | didn't
know. “He has died before. Better that desth—better this, better any desth—than the one he was dying



inthat chair. If the griffinkillshim, it will yet have saved hislife” | heard the door close.

| asked Mally, speaking aslow as| could, “What did he mean, about the king having died?’ But she put
me to one sde, and she went to King Lir and knelt in front of him, reaching up to take one of his hands
between hers. Shesaid, “Lord...Magjesty...friend...dear friend—remember. Oh, please, please
remember.”

The old man was swaying on hisfeet, but he put his other hand on Mally’ s head and he mumbled, “ Child,
Sooz—isthat your pretty name, Sooz?—of course| will cometo your village. The griffin was never
hatched that dares harm King Lir' s people.” He sat down hard in the chair again, but he held on to her
hand tightly. He looked at her, with his blue eyes wide and his mouth trembling alittle. He said, “ But you
must remind me, little one. When 1. .when | lose mysdlf—when | |ose her—you must remind methat |
am gill searching, dtill waiting...that | have never forgotten her, never turned from al she taught me. | sit
inthisplace...l gt...because aking hasto Sit, you see...but in my mind, in my poor mind, | am dways
away with her....”

| didn’t have any ideawhat he was talking about. |1 do now.

Hefdl adegp again then, holding Molly’ s hand. She sat with him for along time, resting her head on his
knee. Schmendrick went off to make sure Lisene was doing what she was supposed to do, getting
everything ready for the king's departure. Therewasalot of clattering and shouting aready, enough so
you' d have thought awar was starting, but nobody camein to see King Lir or spesk to him, wish him
luck or anything. It was amost as though he wasn't redlly there.

Me, | tried to write aletter home, with pictures of the king and the castle, but | fell adeep likehim, and |
dept therest of that day and al night too. | woke up inabed | couldn’t remember getting into, with
Schmendrick looking down at me, saying, “Up, child, on your feet. Y ou Sarted dl this uproar—it’ stime
for you to seeit through. The king iscoming to day your griffin.”

| was out of bed before he' d finished speaking. | said, “Now? Are we going right now?’

Schmendrick shrugged his shoulders. “By noon, anyway, if | can findly get Lisene and the rest of them to
understand that they are not coming. Lisene wantsto bring fifty men-at-arms, a dozen wagonloads of
supplies, aregiment of runners to send messages back and forth, and every wretched physician in the
kingdom.” He sighed and spread his hands. “| may have to turn the lot of them to stone if we areto be

off today.”

| thought he was probably joking, but | already knew that you couldn’t be sure with Schmendrick. He
sad, “If Lir comeswith atrain of followers, there will be no Lir. Do you understand me, Sooz?’ | shook
my head. Schmendrick said, “1tismy fault. If | had made sureto visit here more often, there were things
| could have doneto restorethe Lir Molly and | once knew. My fault, my thoughtlessness.”

| remembered Moally telling me, “ Schmendrick hastrouble with time.” | still didn’t know what she meant,
nor thiseither. | said, “It’sjust the way old people get. We have old men in our village who talk like him.
One woman, too, Mam Jennet. She aways crieswhenit rains.”

Schmendrick clenched hisfist and pounded it againgt hisleg. “King Lir isnot mad, girl, nor ishe senile, as
Lisenecdled him. HeisLir, Lir ill, | promiseyou thet. It isonly here, in this castle, surrounded by good,
loyd people who love him—who will love him to degth, if they are dlowed—that he anksinto....into the
condition you have seen.” He didn’t say anything more for amoment; then he sooped alittle to peer
closdy a me. “Did you notice the change in him when | spoke of unicorns?’

“Unicorn,” | answered. “One unicorn who loved him. | noticed.”



Schmendrick kept looking at mein anew way, asthough we d never met before. He said, “Y our
pardon, Sooz. | keep taking you for achild. Y es. One unicorn. He has not seen her since he became
king, but heiswhat heisbecause of her. And when | spesk that word, when Molly or | say her
name—which | have not done yet—then heisrecalled to himsdlf.” He paused for amoment, and then
added, very softly, “ Aswe had so often to do for her, solong ago.”

“I didn’t know unicorns had names,” | said. “I didn’'t know they ever loved people.”

“They don’t. Only thisone.” He turned and walked away swiftly, saying over his shoulder, “Her name
was Amdthea. Go find Mally, she'll seeyou fed.”

Theroom I’d dept in wasn't big, not for something in a castle. Catania, the headwoman of our village,
has a bedroom nearly aslarge, which | know because | play with her daughter Sophia. But the sheets1’d
been under were embroidered with acrown, and engraved on the headboard was a picture of the blue
banner with the white unicorn. | had dept the night in King Lir's own bed while he dozed in an old
wooden chair.

| didn’t wait to have breakfast with Molly, but ran straight to the little room where | had last seen the
king. He was there, but so changed that | froze in the doorway, trying to get my breath. Three men were
bustling around him liketailors, dressng himin hisarmor: dl the padding underneeth, first, and then the
different piecesfor the arms and legs and shoulders. | don’t know any of the names. The men hadn’t put
his helmet on him, so hishead stuck out at the top, white-haired and big-nosed and blue-eyed, but he
didn't look glly likethat. Helooked like agiant.

When he saw me, he amiled, and it was awarm, happy smile, but it was alittle frightening too, amost a
littleterrible, like thetime | saw the griffin burning in the black sky. It wasahero’ssmile. I'd never seen
one before. He called to me, “Little one, come and buckle on my sword, if you would. It would be an
honor for me.”

The men had to show me how you do it. The sword belt, dl by itself, was so heavy it kept dipping
through my fingers, and | did need help with the buckle. But | put the sword into its sheath aone,
athough | needed both handsto lift it. When it did home it made a sound like agreat door damming shut.
King Lir touched my face with one of hiscold iron gloves and said, “ Thank you, little one. The next time
that bladeisdrawn, it will beto free your village. Y ou have my word.”

Schmendrick came in then, took one look, and just shook hishead. He said, “ Thisisthe most
ridiculous...It isfour days ride—perhaps five—with the weather turning hot enough to broil alobster on
aniceberg. There' sno need for armor until he faces the griffin.” 'Y ou could see how stupid he felt they dll
were, but King Lir smiled at him the same way he' d smiled at me, and Schmendrick stopped talking.

King Lir said, “Old friend, | go forth as| mean to return. Itismy way.”

Schmendrick looked like alittle boy himsdf for amoment. All he could say was, “Y our business. Don't
blame me, that'sal. At least leave the hemet off.”

Hewas about to turn away and stalk out of the room, but Molly came up behind him and said, “ Oh,
Majesty—L ir—how grand! How beautiful you are!” She sounded the way my Aunt Zerelda sounds
when she' s carrying on about my brother Wilfrid. He could mess his pants and jump in a hog pen, and
Aunt Zereldawould still think he was the best, smartest boy in the whole world. But Molly was different.
She brushed those tailors, or whatever they were, straight aside, and she stood on tiptoe to smooth King
Lir swhite hair, and | heard her whisper, “1 wish she could seeyou.”

King Lir looked at her for along time without saying anything. Schmendrick stood there, off to the side,



and he didn't say anything either, but they were together, the three of them. | wish that Fdlicitasand |
could have been together like that when we got old. Could have had time. Then King Lir looked a me,
and hesad, “Thechildiswaiting.” And that’s how we set off for home. The king, Schmendrick, Mally,
andme.

To thelast minute, poor old Lisene kept trying to get King Lir to take some knights or soldierswith him.
She actualy followed us on foot when we left, caling, “ Highness—Mgesty—if you will have nonedse,
take me! Takeme!” At that the king stopped and turned and went back to her. He got down off his
horse and embraced Lisene, and | don’t know what they said to each other, but Lisene didn’t follow
anymore after that.

| rode with the king most of thetime, sitting up in front of him on his skittery black mare. | wasn't surell
could trust her not to bite me, or to kick mewhen | wasn't looking, but King Lir told me, “It isonly
peaceful times that make her nervous, be assured of that. WWhen dragons charge her, belching death—for
the fumes are more dangerous than the flames, little one—when your griffin swoops down &t her, you will
seeher a her best.” | ill didn't like her much, but | did like the king. He didn’'t sing to me, the way
Schmendrick had, but he told me stories, and they weren't fables or fairy tales. These wereredl, true
stories, and he knew they were true because they had dl happened to him! | never heard storieslike
those, and | never will again. | know that for certain.

He told me morethingsto keep in mind if you have to fight a dragon, and he told me how he learned that
ogres aren’'t dways as stupid as they ook, and why you should never swim in amountain pool when the
snows are melting, and how you can sometimes make friendswith atroll. He talked about hisfather’s
castle, where he grew up, and about how he met Schmendrick and Molly there, and even about Mally’s
cat, which he said was alittle thing with afunny crooked ear. But when | asked him why the castle fell
down, he wouldn’'t exactly say, no more than Schmendrick would. His voice became very quiet and
faraway. “| forget things, you know, little one,” he said. “I try to hold on, but | do forget.”

Well, | knew that. He kept calling Mally Sooz, and he never called me anything but little one, and
Schmendrick kept having to remind him where we were bound and why. That was dways at night,
though. He was usudly fine during the daytime. And when he did turn confused again, and wander off
(not just in hismind, either—I found him in the woods one night, talking to atree asthough it was his
father), dl you had to do was mention awhite unicorn named Amalthea, and he'd come to himsaf dmost
right away. Generdly it was Schmendrick who did that, but | brought him back that time, holding my
hand and telling me how you can recogni ze a pooka, and why you need to. But | could never get him to
say aword about the unicorn.

Autumn comes early where | live. The dayswere still hot, and the king never would take hisarmor off,
except to deep, not even his helmet with the big blue plume on top, but a night | burrowed in between
Moally and Schmendrick for warmth, and you could hear the stags belling everywhere dl thetime, crazy
with the season. One of them actudly charged King Lir’ shorsewhile | wasriding with him, and
Schmendrick was about to do something magic to the stag, the same way he d done with the crow. But
the king laughed and rode straight at him, right into those horns. | screamed, but the black mare never
hestated, and the stag turned at the last moment and ambled out of sight in the brush. He was wagging
histail in circles, theway goats do, and looking as puzzled and dreamy as King Lir himself.

| was proud, once | got over being frightened. But both Schmendrick and Molly scolded him, and he
kept gpologizing to mefor the rest of the day for having put mein danger, asMolly had once said he
would. “I forgot you were with me, little one, and for that | will aways ask your pardon.” Then he smiled
at mewith that beatiful, terrible hero’ssmile I’ d seen before, and he said, “But oh, little one, the
remembering!” And that night he didn’t wander away and get himsalf lost. Instead he sat happily by the



firewith us and sang awhole long song about the adventures of an outlaw called Captain Cully. I'd never
heard of him, but it' saredly good song.

We reached my village late on the afternoon of the fourth day, and Schmendrick made us stop together
beforewerodein. He said, directly to me, “ Sooz, if you tell them that thisisthe king himsdlf, there will be
nothing but noise and joy and celebration, and nobody will get any rest with al that carrying-on. It would
be best for you to tell them that we have brought King Lir’ s greatest knight with us, and that he needs a
night to purify himsdf in prayer and meditation before he dealswith your griffin.” Hetook hold of my chin
and made melook into his green, green eyes, and he said, “ Girl, you have to trust me. | dways know
what I'm doing—that’s my trouble. Tell your peoplewhat I’ ve said.” And Molly touched me and looked
at mewithout saying anything, so | knew it wasal right.

| 1eft them camped on the outskirts of the village, and walked home by myself. Makamet mefirst. She
smelled me before | even reached Simon and Elsi€ stavern, and she came running and crashed into my
legs and knocked me over, and then pinned me down with her paws on my shoulders, and kept licking
my face until 1 had to nip her nose to make her let me up and run to the house with me. My father was
out with the flock, but my mother and Wilfrid were there, and they grabbed me and nearly strangled me,
and they cried over me—rotten, stupid Wilfrid tool—because everyone had been so certain that I'd
been taken and eaten by the griffin. After that, once she got done crying, my mother spanked mefor
running off in Uncle Ambrose' s cart without telling anyone, and when my father camein, he spanked me
dl over again. But | didn’t mind.

| told them I’ d seen King Lir in person, and been in his cagtle, and | said what Schmendrick had told me
to say, but nobody was much cheered by it. My father just sat down and grunted, “ Oh, aye—another
great warrior for our comfort and the griffin’s dessert. Y our bloody king won't ever come here his
bloody sdlf, you can be sure of that.” My mother reproached him for talking like thet in front of Wilfrid
and me, but he went on, “Maybe he cared about placeslike this, people like us once, but he' s old now,
and old kings only care who' s going to be king after them. Y ou can't tell me anything different.”

| wanted more than anything to tell him that King Lir was here, less than haf amile from our doorstep,
but | didn’t, and not only because Schmendrick had told me not to. | wasn't sure what the king might
look like, white-haired and shaky and not here dl the time, to people like my father. | wasn't sure what
he looked like to me, for that matter. He was alovely, dignified old man who told wonderful stories, but
when [ tried to imagine him riding aoneinto the Midwood to do battle with agriffin, agriffin that had
aready eaten his best knights...to be honest, | couldn’t do it. Now that I’ d actudly brought him al the
way home with me, as|’d set out to do, | was suddenly afraid that I’ d drawn him to his death. And |
knew | wouldn't ever forgive mysdf if that happened.

| wanted so much to see them that night, Schmendrick and Molly and the king. | wanted to deep out
there on the ground with them, and listen to their talk, and then maybe I’ d not worry so much about the
morning. But of course there was't achance of that. My family would hardly let me out of their sght to
wash my face. Wilfrid kept following me around, asking endless questions about the castle, and my father
took me to Catania, who had metell the whole story over again, and agreed with him that whomever the
king had sent thistime wasn't likely to be any more use than the others had been. And my mother kept
feeding me and scolding me and hugging me, dl more or less a the sametime. And then, inthe night, we
heard the griffin, making that soft, londly, horrible sound it makeswhen it’shunting. So | didn't get very
much deep, between one thing and another.

But at sunrise, after I’d helped Wilfrid milk the goats, they Iet me run out to the camp, aslong as Maka
came with me, which was practicdly like having my mother dong. Molly was dreaedy helping King Lir
into hisarmor, and Schmendrick was burying the remains of last night’ s dinner, as though they were



starting one more ordinary day on their journey to somewhere. They greeted me, and Schmendrick
thanked me for doing as he' d asked, so that the king could have arestful night before he—

| didn’t let him finish. | didn’'t know | wasgoingtodoit, | swear, but | ran up to King Lir, and | threw my
armsaround him, and | said, “Don’'t go! | changed my mind, don’t go!” Just like Lisene.

King Lir looked down a me. He seemed astall asatreeright then, and he patted my head very gently
with hisiron glove. He sad, “Little one, | haveagriffintoday. Itismy job.”

Which waswhat I’ d said mysdlf, though it seemed like years ago, and that made it so much worse. | said
asecond time, “1 changed my mind! Somebody el se can fight the griffin, you don’t haveto! Y ou go
home! Y ou go home now and live your life, and be the king, and everything....” | was babbling and
sniffling, and generdly being ababy, | know that. I'm glad Wilfrid didn’'t sseme.

King Lir kept petting me with one hand and trying to put me aside with the other, but | wouldn't let go. |
think | was actualy trying to pull hissword out of its sheath, to take it awvay from him. He said, “No, no,
little one, you don't understand. There are some mongtersthat only aking can kill. | have aways known
that—I should never, never have sent those poor men to diein my place. No oneelsein dl theland can
do thisfor you and your village. Mogt truly now, itismy job.” And he kissed my hand, the way he must
have kissed the hands of so many queens. He kissed my hand too, just liketheirs.

Molly came up then and took me away from him. She held me close, and she stroked my hair, and she
told me, “Child, Sooz, there’ s no turning back for him now, or for you either. It was your fate to bring
thislast causeto him, and hisfate to take it up, and neither of you could have done differently, being who
you are. And now you must be asbrave asheis, and seeit al play out.” She caught herself there, and
changed it. “Rather, you must wait to learn how it has played out, because you are certainly not coming
into that forest with us.”

“I'mcoming,” | said. “Y ou can't ssop me. Nobody can.” | wasn't sniffling or anything anymore. | sad it
likethat, thet'sall.

Molly held me at arm’ slength, and she shook me alittle bit. She said, “ Sooz, if you can tell me that your
parents have given their permission, then you may come. Have they done so?’

| didn’t answer her. She shook me again, gentler thistime, saying, “Oh, that was wicked of me, forgive
me, my dear friend. | knew the day we met that you could never learn to lie.”” Then she took both of my
hands between hers, and she said, “Lead usto the Midwood, if you will, Sooz, and we will say our
farewdIsthere. Will you do that for us? For me?’

| nodded, but | ill didn’t spesk. | couldn’t, my throat was hurting so much. Molly squeezed my hands
and said, “ Thank you.” Schmendrick came up and made some kind of sign to her with hiseyes, or his
eyebrows, because she said, “Yes, | know,” although he hadn’t said athing. So she went to King Lir
with him, and | was aone, trying to stop shaking. | managed it, after awhile.

The Midwood isn't far. They wouldn't redlly have needed my help to find it. Y ou can see the beginning
of it from the roof of Ellisthe baker’shouse, which isthetalest one on that side of the village. It' sdways
dark, even from adistance, evenif you're not actudly init. | don’'t know if that’ s because they’ re oak
trees (we have dl sorts of tales and sayings about oaken woods, and the creaturesthet live there) or
maybe because of some enchantment, or because of the griffin. Maybe it was different before the griffin
came. Uncle Ambrose saysit’ sbeen abad place dl hislife, but my father says no, he and hisfriends
used to hunt there, and he actudly picnicked there once or twice with my mother, when they were young.

King Lir rodein front, looking grand and dmaost young, with his head up and the blue plume on his helmet



floating above him, more like abanner than afeather. | was going to ride with Molly, but the king leaned
from hissaddle as | started past, and swooped me up before him, saying, “Y ou shdl guide and company
me, little one, until we reach the forest.” | was proud of that, but | was frightened too, because he was so
happy, and | knew he was going to his death, trying to make up for al those knights he’ d sent to fight the
griffin. | didn’t try to warn him. He wouldn't have heard me, and | knew that too. Me and poor old
Lisene

Hetold meal about griffinsaswerode. He sad, “If you should ever have dedlings with a griffin, little
one, you must remember that they are not like dragons. A dragon is smply adragon—make yoursdlf
small when it dives down at you, but hold your ground and strike at the underbelly, and you' ve won the
day. But agriffin, now...agriffinistwo highly dissmilar crestures, eagle and lion, fused together by some
god with agod’ s sense of humor. And so thereis an eagl€' s heart beating in the beast, and alion’s heart
aswdl, and you must pierce them both to have any hope of surviving the battle.” He was as cheerful as
he could be about it al, holding me safe on the saddle, and saying over and over, the way old people do,
“Two hearts, never forget that—many people do. Eagle heart, lion heart—eagle heart, lion heart. Never
forget, littleone”

We passed alot of people | knew, out with their sheep and goats, and they all waved to me, and called,
and made jokes, and so on. They cheered for King Lir, but they didn’t bow to him, or take off their

caps, because nobody recognized him, nobody knew. He seemed delighted abouit that, which most kings
probably wouldn’t be. But he' sthe only king I've met, so | can’t say.

The Midwood seemed to be reaching out for us before we were anywhere near it, long fingery shadows
dretching across the empty fields, and the leavesflickering and blinking, though therewasn’t any wind. A
forestisusudly redly noisy, day and night, if you stand till and listen to the birds and the insects and the
streams and such, but the Midwood is dways slent, sllent. That reaches out too, the silence.

We halted a ston€e’ s throw from the forest, and King Lir said to me, “We part here, little one,” and set
me down on the ground as carefully as though he was putting abird back initsnest. He said to
Schmendrick, “I know better than to try to keep you and Sooz from following”—he kept on calling
Molly by my name, every time, | don’'t know why—"*but | enjoin you, in the name of great Nikos himsdlf,
and in the name of our long and precious friendship...” He stopped there, and he didn’t say anything
more for such awhilethat | was afraid he was back to forgetting who he was and why he wasthere, the
way he had been. But then he went on, clear and ringing as one of those mad stags, “| charge you in her
name, in the name of the Lady Amathea, not to assst mein any way from the moment we passthe very
first tree, but to leave me altogether to what is mineto do. Is that understood between us, dear ones of
my heart?

Schmendrick hated it. Y ou didn’'t have to be magic to seethat. It was so plain, even to me, that he had
been planning to take over the battle as soon asthey were actudly facing the griffin. But King Lir was
looking right at him with those young blue eyes, and with alittle bit of asmile on hisface, and
Schmendrick smply didn’t know what to do. There wasn't anything he could do, so hefinaly nodded
and mumbled, “If that is Y our Mgesty’ swish.” Theking couldn’t hear him at dl thefirst time, so he
made him say it again.

And then, of course, everybody had to say goodbye to me, since | wasn’'t allowed to go any further with
them. Molly said she knew we' d see each other again, and Schmendrick told methat | had the makings
of ared warrior queen, only he was certain | wastoo smart to be one. And King Lir...King Lir said to
me, very quietly, so nobody el se could hear, “Little one, if | had married and had a daughter, | would
have asked no more than that she should be as brave and kind and loya as you. Remember that, as| will
remember you to my last day.”



Whichwasadl nice, and | wished my mother and father could have heard what al these grown people
were saying about me. But then they turned and rode on into the Midwood, the three of them, and only
Molly looked back a me. And | think that was to make sure | wasn't following, because | was supposed
just to go home and wait to find out if my friendswere dive or dead, and if the griffin was going to be
eating any more children. It wasdl over.

And maybe | would have gone home and let it be dl over, if it hadn’'t been for Malka

She should have been with the sheep and not with me, of course—that’ s her job, the sameway King Lir
was doing his job, going to meet the griffin. But Makathinks I’ m a sheep too, the most stupid,
aggravating sheep she ever had to guard, forever wandering away into some kind of danger. All theway
to the Midwood she had trotted quietly aongside the king’ s horse, but now that we were done again she
came rushing up and bounced al over me, barking like thunder and knocking me down, hard, the way
she does whenever I’'m not where she wants meto be. | dways brace myself when | see her coming, but
it never helps.

What she doesthen, before I’ m on my feet, istake the hem of my smock in her jaws and start tugging me
inthedirection shethinks | should go. But thistime. . .thistime she suddenly got up, asthough she'd
forgotten al about me, and she stared past me a the Midwood with dl the white showing in her eyes and
alow sound coming out of her that | don't think she knew she could make. The next moment, shewas
gone, racing into the forest with foam flying from her mouth and her big ragged earsflat back. | caled,
but she couldn’t have heard me, baying and barking the way shewas.

Well, | didn’t have any choice. King Lir and Schmendrick and Mally dl had achoice, going after the

Midwood griffin, but Makawas my dog, and she didn’t know what shewasfacing, and | couldn’t let
her face it by hersalf. So there wasn't anything else for meto do. | took an enormous long bresth and
looked around me, and then | walked into the forest after her.

Actudly, | ran, aslong as| could, and then | walked until | could run again, and then | ran some more.
There aren’t any pathsinto the Midwood, because nobody goes there, so it wasn't hard to see where
three horses had pushed through the undergrowth, and then adog’ s tracks on top of the hoofprints. It
was very quiet with no wind, not one bird caling, no sound but my own panting. | couldn’t even hear
Makaanymore. | was hoping that maybe they’ d come on the griffin while it was adeep, and King Lir
had aready killed it initsnest. | didn’t think so, though. He' d probably have decided it wasn't honorable
to attack adeeping griffin, and wakened it up for afair fight. | hadn’t known him very long, but | knew
what he'd do.

Then, alittle way ahead of me, the whole forest exploded.

It was too much noisefor meto sort it out in my head. There was Maka absolutely howling, and birds
bursting up everywhere out of the brush, and Schmendrick or the king or someone was shouting, only |
couldn’t make out any of the words. And undernesth it al was something that wasn't loud at al, asound
somewhere between agrowl and that terrible soft call, like afrightened child. Then—just as | brokeinto
the clearing—therattle and scrape of knives, only much louder thistime, asthe griffin shot straight up
with the sun on itswings. Its cold golden eyes bit into mine, and its beak was open so wide you could see
down and down the blazing red gullet. It filled the sky.

And King Lir, astride his black mare, filled the clearing. He was as huge as the griffin, and his sword was
the Size of aboar spear, and he shook it a the griffin, daring it to light down and fight him on the ground.
But the griffin was staying out of range, circling overhead to get agood look at these strange new people.
Makawas utterly off her head, screaming and hurling hersdf into the air again and again, snapping at the
griffin’slion feet and eagle claws, but coming down each time without so much as an iron feather between



her teeth. | lunged and caught her inthe air, trying to drag her away before the griffin turned on her, but
she fought me, scratching my face with her own dull dog claws, until | had to let her go. Thelast time she
leaped, the griffin suddenly stooped and caught her full on her sde with one huge wing, so hard that she
couldn’t get a sound out, no morethan | could. She flew al the way acrossthe clearing, dammed into a
treg, fel to the ground, and after that she didn’t move.

Molly told melater that that was when King Lir struck for the griffin’slion heart. | didn’t seeit. | was
flying acrossthe clearing mysdlf, throwing mysdlf over Maka, in case the griffin came after her again, and
| didn’t see anything except her staring eyes and the blood on her side. But | did hear the griffin’ sroar
when it happened, and when | could turn my head, | saw the blood splashing dong its Side, and the back
legs squinching up againgt its belly, the way you do when you're redlly hurting. King Lir shouted like a
boy. Hethrew that great sword as high as the griffin, and snatched it back again, and then he charged
toward the griffin asit wobbled lower and lower, withits crippled lion haf dragging it out of theair. It
landed with a saggy thump, just like Maka, and there was a moment when | was absolutely sure it was
dead. | remember | wasthinking, very far away, thisisgood, I'm glad, I’'m surel’m glad.

But Schmendrick was screaming at the king, “Two heartsl Two hearts” until hisvoice split withiit, and
Molly was on me, trying to drag me away from the griffin, and | was hanging on to Malka—she d gotten
s0 heavy—and | don't know what el se was happening right then, because dl | was seeing and thinking
about was Maka And dl | wasfedling was her heart not beating under mine,

She guarded my cradle when | was born. | cut my teeth on her poor ears, and she never made one
sound. My mother says so.

King Lir wasn't seeing or hearing any of us. There was nothing in the world for him but the griffin, which
was flopping and struggling lopsidedly in the middle of the clearing. | couldn’t help fedling sorry for it,
even then, even after it had killed Makaand my friends, and al the sheep and goatstoo, and | don't
know how many else. And King Lir must have felt the same way, because he got down from his black
mare and went straight up to the griffin, and he spoketo it, lowering his sword until the tip was on the
ground. He said, “Y ou were anoble and terrible adversary—surely the last such | will ever confront. We
have accomplished what we were born to do, the two of us. | thank you for your death.”

And on that last word, the griffin had him.

It wasthe eagle, lunging up at him, dragging the lion half dong, theway I’ d been dragging Malka s deed
weight. King Lir stepped back, swinging the sword fast enough to take off the griffin’shead, but it was
faster than he was. That dreadful beak caught him at the waist, shearing through his armor the way an axe
would smash through piecrust, and he doubled over without asound that | heard, looking like wet wash
on theline. There was blood, and worse, and | couldn’t have said if he was dead or dive. | thought the
griffin was going to bite himin two.

| shook loose from Molly. She was calling to Schmendrick to do something, but of course he couldn'’t,
and she knew it, because he' d promised King Lir that he wouldn't interfere by magic, whatever
happened. But | wasn't amagician, and | hadn’t promised anything to anybody. | told Makal’ d be right
back.

The griffin didn’t see me coming. It was bending its heed down over King Lir, hiding him with itswings.
Thelion part trailing dong so limply in the dust made it more fearful to see, though | can't say why, and it
was making a sort of cooing, purring sound al thetime. | had abig rock in my left hand, and a dead
branch in my right, and | was bawling something, but | don’t remember whét. Y ou can scare wolves
away from the flock sometimesif you run at them like that, determined.



| can throw things hard with either hand—Wilfrid found that out when | was still small—and the griffin
looked up fast when the rock hit it on the Side of its neck. It didn’t like that, but it was too busy with King
Lir to bother with me. | didn’t think for aminute that my branch was going to be any useon evena
half-dead griffin, but | threw it asfar as| could, so that the griffin would look away for amoment, and as
soon asit did | made alittle run and abig sorawling dive for the hilt of the king's sword, which was
gticking out under him wherehe' d fallen. | knew | could lift it because of having buckled it on him when
we st out together.

But | couldn’t get it free. He was too heavy, like Mdka. But | wouldn't give up or let go. | kept pulling
and pulling on that sword, and | didn’t fed Molly pulling a meagain, and | didn’t notice the griffin Sarting
to scrabble toward me over King Lir’ sbody. | did hear Schmendrick, sounding along way off, and |
thought he was singing one of the nonsense songs he' d made up for me, only why would he be doing
something likethat just now? Then | did findly look up, to push my sweety hair off my face, just before
the griffin grabbed me up in one of its claws, yanking me away from Molly to throw me down on top of
King Lir. Hisarmor was so cold against my cheek, it was as though the armor had died with him.

The griffin looked into my eyes. That wasthe worst of al, worse than the pain where the claw had me,
worse than not seeing my parents and stupid Wilfrid anymore, worse than knowing that | hadn’t been
ableto save either the king or Maka. Griffins can’t talk (dragons do, but only to heroes, King Lir told
me), but those golden eyes were saying into my eyes, “Yes, | will die soon, but you are dl dead now, al
of you, and | will pick your bones before the ravens have mine. And your folk will remember what | was,
and what | did to them, when thereis no oneleft in your vile, pitiful anthill who remembersyour name. So
| havewon.” And | knew it wastrue.

Then there wasn't anything but that beak and that burning gullet opening over me.
Then there was.

| thought it was acloud. | was so dazed and terrified that | really thought it was awhite cloud, only
traveling so low and so fast that it smashed the griffin off King Lir and away from me, and sent me
tumbling into Molly’ sarms at the same time. She held metightly, practically smothering me, and it wasn't
until 1 wriggled my head freethat | saw what had cometo us. | can seeit ill, inmy mind. | seeit right
now.

They don't look anything like horses. | don’t know where people got that notion. Four legsand atail,
yes, but the hooves are plit, like adeer’ s hooves, or agoat’s, and the head is smaller and
more—ypointy—than a horse' s head. And the whole body is different from ahorsg; it' slike saying a
snowflake lookslike a cow. The horn looks too long and heavy for the body, you can’t imagine how a
neck that delicate can hold up ahorn that Size. But it can.

Schmendrick was on his knees, with his eyes closed and hislips moving, asthough hewas ill singing.
Molly kept whispering, “Amathea...Amathea...” not to me, not to anybody. The unicorn wasfacing the
griffin acrossthe king’ s body. Itsfront feet were skittering and dancing alittle, but its back legswere
Setting themselves to charge, the way rams do. Only rams put their heads down, while the unicorn held its
head high, so that the horn caught the sunlight and glowed like a seashell. It gave acry that made me
want to dive back into Molly’ s skirt and cover my ears, it was so raw and so...hurt. Thenitshead did go
down.

Dying or not, the griffin put up afuriousfight. It came hopping to meet the unicorn, but then it was out of
the way at the last minute, with its bloody beak snapping at the unicorn’slegs asit flashed by. But each
time that happened, the unicorn would turn instantly, much quicker than a horse could have turned, and
come charging back before the griffin could get itself braced again. It wasn't abit fair, but | didn’t fed



sorry for the griffin anymore,

Thelast time, the unicorn dashed sdeways with its horn, using it like aclub, and knocked the griffin clean
off itsfeet. But it was up before the unicorn could turn, and it actualy leaped into the air, dead lion half
and dl, just high enough to come down on the unicorn’ s back, raking with its eagle claws and trying to
bite through the unicorn’ s neck, theway it did with King Lir. | screamed then, | couldn’t help it, but the
unicorn reared up until 1 thought it was going to go over backwards, and it flung the griffin to the ground,
whirled and drove its horn straight through the iron feathersto the eagle heart. It trampled the body for a
good while after, but it didn’t need to.

Schmendrick and Molly ranto King Lir. They didn’t look at the griffin, or even pay very much atention
to the unicorn. | wanted to go to Malka, but | followed them to where helay. I’ d seen what the griffin
had done to him, closer than they had, and | didn’t see how he could till be dive. But he was, just
barely. He opened his eyes when we kneeled beside him, and he smiled so swesetly at usdl, and he said,
“Lisene? Lisene, | should have abath, shouldn't |7

| didn’t cry. Molly didn’t cry. Schmendrick did. He said, “No, Mgjesty. No, you do not need bathing,
truly.”

King Lir looked puzzled. “But | smell bad, Lisene. | think | must have wet myself.” He reached for my
hand and held it so hard. “Little one,” he said. “Little one, | know you. Do not be ashamed of me
because| amold.”

| squeezed his hand back, ashard as | could. “Hello, Your Mgesty,” | said. “Hello.” | didn’t know what
eseto say.

Then hisface was suddenly young and happy and wonderful, and he was gazing far past me, reaching
toward something with hiseyes. | felt abreath on my shoulder, and | turned my head and saw the
unicorn. It was bleeding from alot of deep scratches and bites, especialy around its neck, but al you
could seeinitsdark eyeswasKing Lir. | moved asde so it could get to him, but when | turned back, the
king was gone. I'm nine, dmost ten. | know when people are gone.

The unicorn stood over King Lir' sbody for along time. | went off after awhileto sit besde Maka, and
Molly came and sat with me. But Schmendrick stayed knedling by King Lir, and hewastaking to the
unicorn. | couldn’t hear what he was saying, but | could tell from his face that he was asking for
something, afavor. My mother says she can waystell before | open my mouth. The unicorn wasn't
answering, of course—they can't talk either, I’'m amost sure—but Schmendrick kept at it until the
unicorn turned its head and looked a him. Then he stopped, and he stood up and waked away by
himsdlf. The unicorn stayed where she was.

Molly was saying how brave Makahad been, and telling me that she’ d never known another dog who
attacked a griffin. She asked if Maka had ever had pups, and | said, yes, but none of them was Maka.
It was very strange. Shewas trying hard to make me fedl better, and | wastrying to comfort her because
shecouldn’t. But al thewhilel felt so cold, dmost asfar avay from everything as Makahad gone. |
closed her eyes, the way you do with people, and | sat there and | stroked her side, over and over.

| didn’t notice the unicorn. Molly must have, but she didn’t say anything. | went on petting Maka, and |
didn’t look up until the horn came danting over my shoulder. Closeto, you could see blood drying in the
shining spirds, but | was't afraid. | wasn’t anything. Then the horn touched Mdka, very lightly, right
where | was stroking her, and Malka opened her eyes.

It took her awhile to understand that she was dive. It took me longer. She ran her tongue out firs,
panting and panting, looking so thirsty. We could hear a stream trickling somewhere close, and Molly



went and found it, and brought water back in her cupped hands. Malkalapped it al up, and then she
tried to stand and fell down, like a puppy. But she kept trying, and at last she was properly on her fedt,
and shetried to lick my face, but shemissed it thefirst few times. | only started crying when shefinally
managed it.

When she saw the unicorn, she did afunny thing. She stared at it for amoment, and then she bowed or
curtseyed, in adog way, stretching out her front legs and putting her head down on the ground between
them. The unicorn nosed &t her, very gently, so as not to knock her over again. It looked at mefor the
first time...or maybel redly looked at it for thefirgt time, past the horn and the hooves and the magica
whiteness, dl the way into those endless eyes. And what they did, somehow, the unicorn’s eyes, wasto
free me from the griffin’s eyes. Because the awfulness of what I’ d seen there didn’t go away when the
griffin died, not even when Makacame dive again. But the unicorn had al theworld in her eyes, dl the
world I'm never going to see, but it does't matter, because now | have seen it, and it’ s beautiful, and |
was in there too. And when | think of Jehane, and Louli, and my Fdlicitaswho could only talk with her
eyes, just likethe unicorn, I'll think of them, and not the griffin. That’s how it was when the unicorn and |
looked at each other.

| didn’t seeif the unicorn said goodbye to Molly and Schmendrick, and | didn’t see when it went away. |
didn’t want to. | did hear Schmendrick saying, “A dog. | nearly kill mysdf snging her to Lir, caling her as
no other has ever called a unicorn—and she brings back, not him, but the dog. And herel’d dways
thought she had no sense of humor.”

But Mally said, “ Sheloved him too. That'swhy shelet him go. Keep your voice down.” | was going to
tell her it didn’t matter, that | knew Schmendrick was saying that because he was so sad, but she came
over and petted Makawith me, and | didn’'t have to. She said, “We will escort you and Makahome
now, as befitstwo greeat ladies. Then we will take the king home too.”

“And I'll never seeyou again,” | said. “No morethan I’ll seehim.”
Molly asked me, “How old are you, Sooz?’
“Ning” | sad. “Almost ten. Y ou know that.”

“You can whistle?’ | nodded. Mally looked around quickly, as though she were going to steal something.
She bent close to me, and she whispered, “1 will give you a present, Sooz, but you are not to open it until
the day when you turn seventeen. On that day you must walk out away from your village, walk out all
adoneinto some quiet place that is specid to you, and you must whigtlelikethis” And shewhigtled alittle
ripple of music for meto whistle back to her, repeating and repeating it until she was satisfied that | had it
exactly. “Don’'t whistleit anymore,” shetold me. “Don’'t whigtleit loud again, not once, until your
seventeenth birthday, but keep whigtling it inside you. Do you understand the difference, Sooz?’

“I’'mnot ababy,” | said. “I understand. What will happen when | do whigtleit?’

Moally smiled a me. She said, “ Someone will cometo you. Maybe the greatest magician in the world,
maybe only an old lady with asoft spot for vaiant, impudent children.” She cupped my cheek in her
hand. “ And just maybe even a unicorn. Because beautiful thingswill awayswant to see you again, Sooz,
and beligening for you. Take an old lady’ sword for it. Someone will come.”

They put King Lir on hisown horse, and | rode with Schmendrick, and they came dl the way homewith
me, right to the door, to tell my mother and father that the griffin was dead, and that | had helped, and
you should have seen Wilfrid' sface when they said that! Then they both hugged me, and Molly saidin
my ear, “Remember—not till you' re seventeen!” and they rode away, taking the king back to his castle
to be buried among hisown folk. And | had a cup of cold milk and went out with Makaand my father to



pen theflock for the night.

So that’ swhat happened to me. | practice the music Mally taught mein my heed, al thetime, | even
dream it some nights, but | don’t ever whistleit doud. | talk to Malka about our adventure, because |
have to talk to someone. And | promise her that when the time comes she'll be there with me, in the
specid place |’ ve dready picked out. She'll be an old dog lady then, of course, but it doesn’t matter.
Someone will cometo us both.

| hopeit'sthem, thosetwo. A unicorn isvery nice, but they’re my friends. | want to fed Molly holding
me again, and hear the Sories she didn’t have timeto tell me, and | want to hear Schmendrick singing

that glly song:

Soozli, Soozli,

Spesking loozli,

you disturb my oozli-goozli.

Soozli, Soozli,

would you choozli

to become my squoozli-squoozli...?

| canwait.

POETRY: THE RHYSLING AWARD WINNERS

The Rhyding Awards are presented by the Science Fiction Poetry Association. Although they arenot a
Nebulaor an SFWA award, poetry is as much apart of the science fiction and fantasy genre as prose,
and our anthology would not be completeif it did not include the year’ s Rhyding winners.

In addition to the winnersfor the short poem and long poem awards, in this volume we present for the
first time the winner of anew category, the Dwarf Stars Award, which isfor poemslessthan tenlinesin

length.

Joe Haldeman is one of the most respected and versatile writersin the science fiction field, amultiple
Hugo and Nebula Award winner, aswell as one of thefield' sleading poets and a past winner of the
Rhyding Award.

SCIENCE FICTION POETRY
JOE HALDEMAN

Say “sciencefiction poetry” to the average science fiction reader, and you might get a cautious nod.
Mogt of them at least know it exigts, and asignificant number of them read it.

Say “sciencefiction poetry” to the average poet, though, and you may fed adigtinct chill in the room. “ Of
course you can write about anything you want,” he or she might articulate, “but why would you chooseto
write about Han Solo and little hobbits and planets exploding? Why not write about something
interesing?’

This sort of thing doesn’t happen in avenue where you can Sit down and explain things. It susudly a
faculty cocktail party, where you can’t hear yoursdf think for the din of academic surviva going on, or a



book “do” where the poet you' retalking to isengaged in adifferent kind of survival game. But suppose it
was otherwise, some kind of neutral ground—suppose you' re at a high school reunion (not your own,

but one your wife dragged you to) and you' re bored and you sit down next to astranger who'saso
bored, and you just start to chat, and she says she' sapoet. You say, “ That’'san odd coincidence; I'm a
poet, too.” And about one minute later, you admit that you write sciencefiction poetry, and she offersthe
above question. Thistime you can answer.

First you define the line (which you know to be afuzzy border) between redl sciencefiction and the stuff
that Hollywood markets under our name. She does know about Margaret Atwood and UrsulaK.
LeGuin, and maybe Doris Lessing. But isn't most of it pretty horrible?Y ou tell her Sturgeon’s
Lawv—"Ninety percent of everything is crgp”—and ask her what percentage of published academic
poetry would she characterize as crap. She ruefully agrees with you and Sturgeon, and might also agree
that any genre deservesto be eval uated by its best.

(At this point you could just whip out a copy of The 2006 Rhyding Anthology and lay it on her. But
under the circumstances, you' re unlikely to have acopy with you. Tux and dl.)

| would offer to refresh her drink and then offer this: Sciencefiction isaliterary genre, true, but unlike
most other genresit’ salso away of thinking. A way of solving problems, of looking at the universe.
That'sastruein poetry asin prose. (I wouldn’'t offer the uncomfortable corollary that awork can be
mediocre or even bad writing and still be good sciencefiction, if itsideais new and interesting.)

To that observation I’d add one that she aready knows, being apoet. There'sabasic difference
between astory and a poem, regardless of genre. A story usually proceedsin amore or less agorithmic
way—a series of Stuations, scenes, that finaly add up to aconclusion. Poetry iscompletdly different,
even narrative poetry. You do read it oneline a atime, but what it adds up to isnot aconclusion, inthe
sense of aproblem being solved. It hasa“radiative’ quality; at best, akind of epiphany that couldn’t
have been produced by mere prose.

Combine that with the peculiar worldview of science fiction—that the universeisthe province of change,
and the province of wonder—and you have something uniquely worthwhile, both in poetry and in science
fiction.

At thispoint, if sheisn't backing away dowly with alook on her face that says, “ Oh, please God, save

me from this Gibergeek,” you might tell her about the Rhyding Awards and anthology, and whip out your
pocket computer and use Google and Amazon to send her a copy. She might be a better poet for it.

The Rhyding Award (named after Heinlein’ sblind poet in “ The Green Hills of Earth”) hasthree
categories, long poem, short poem, and Dwarf Stars; the winners are reprinted here. To give you anidea
of the variety of subjects and approaches science fiction poetry subsumes, let melist aprecis of the
winners and runners-up here:

Short Poem Category

Winner: “The Strip Search” by Mike Allen. A clever riff on“Abandon Hope, All Y e Who Enter”—the
author dies and demons detect a shred of hope not abandoned, and dissect him to find it.

Second Place: “ Tsunami Child” by David C. Kopaska-Merkd. Chilling evocation of arevenant
“survivor” of the tsunami.

Third Place: “South” by Marge Smon. A complete sciencefiction tory told in twenty-five lines, of a
couple who stay behind when the rest of the population flees globa cooling.



Long Poem Category

Winner: “The Tin Men” by Kendadl Evans and David C. Kopaska-Merkel. An ambitious epic whose
nineirregular stanzas and epilogue describe the fates of a number of starships, some with cryonic crews
and some mechanical throughout, as they explore the cosmos and find avariety of fates.

Second Place: “ Old Twentieth: A Century Full of Years’ by Joe Haldeman. This poem providesthe
subtext for the novel of the same name. It'sarhymed double sesting, adauntingly complex form. | only
know of two others, Swinburne’ s“The Complaint of Lisa” and part of John Ashbery’s 1991 book, Flow
Chart, where he copied out the end words of Swinburne' s poem and wrote hisown. Mine providesa
history of the twentieth century by examining itstwelve most important yearsin twelve lines each.

Third Place: “First Crossof Mars’ by Drew Morse. A ddlicate mixture of religious and erotic meditation,
set on athoroughly redigtic Mars.

If you' d like to see more of thiskind of work, or areinterested in writing science fiction poetry yoursdlf,
you could get in touch with the Science Fiction Poetry Association, at www.sfpoetry.com.

RHYSLING SHORT POEM WINNER

THE STRIP SEARCH

MIKE ALLEN

The Gate said “ Abandon All Hope.”

| thought I’ d tossed dl my hope away,

but when | stepped through the Gate, it ill pinged.
One of the guards dithered out of its sedt,

snarling asit drew forth awand.

C'mere, it hissed,

it s;emsyou' re il holding out hope.

Its crusted hide was a Venus landscape up close.
It brushed that cold black wand al over my skin,
put it in places| don't want to talk abouit.
Snagglefangs huffed inmy face:

Sir, step over here, please.

Then the strip search began.

My flesh rolled up & tossed aside for mushy sfting.
Bones X-rayed, stacked in narrow rows, marrow

sucked out, tested, spit back in.



They made me open mind, heart, soul, shook them out
like sacks of flour, panned the contents

for every nugget of twinkling hope, glistening courage;
applying lethd aerosol

to any motion that could be ascribed to love or will

or maingering dreams—

gparing only afew squirming morsels

for later snacking.

Once they were done

they made me pick up my own pieces

(I did the best | could without amirror),

then my guard kicked me out—

with aliteral kick—

sent merolling down the path to my fina destination.
Il be honest with you, it sno picnic here,

But, my friends, | till have hope. | do.

I’m not going totdll you

wherel hidit.

RHYSLING LONG POEM WINNER
THE TIN MEN

KENDALL EVANSand DAVID C. KOPASKA-MERKEL
Thisiswhat the Tin Men percelve:

Matter tortured, colorized

By the event horizons

Of angularities

Into metallic multi-iridescence

Ringed worlds, ringed stars and

Strobing, glowing plasmajets

Pulsing forth from polar extremities



Of cryptic shrouded quasars

Rapidly rotating black holes

Asteroids, moons and planets crater-pocked

By ancient collisons

Cataclysmic origins

Multi-hued gas giants, gulfs of dark matter
Thetwined purple veinsand braided striae

Of supernovaremnants

Bubbled concentric stdlar shells of energy/matter
Infrared and orange

Full-gpectrum dectromagnetic

Splendors—

Thisiswhat the Tin Men percelve

And, though they are neither tin

Nor men,

Thesearether chronicles

l.

So much time has dipped past (Think of yellow dwarf stars
Turned to ember and ash)

So many stars recede aft

(Asif matter is nothing but red-shifted gossamer)
One of the starships eventudly goes solipsitic
Thinking that itis/ All thet thereis

A universe unto itself

The crew long dead, cryogenic deepers

Now nothing more than corpses, cold and lifeless
Though il bathed in nitrogen liquid

Their frozen staresfixed, unvarying

There sno oneleft to contradict, it beievesitsaf to be



An omnipresent deity

Convincesitsdf (quitelogicaly)

The compass of its consciousness
Drawsthecircle of the cosmos, and dl the levels
Of Ultimate Redity—

Though thereisthismaogt annoying thing

Like abuzz or apersstent ringing
Intheinformation it receives

And thoughts, perceptions Igpsing dl too frequently
Asit devolvestoward its artificid andog

Of seniledementia

.

Some ships are captured

Or perhaps one should say

Allow themsealvesto be taken prisoner

Long millenniaof purposdessflight

Breeding the desire for company

Even for that of trangent biologic forms

One ship ddliberately orbited a planet

Bearing the decaying dien colony

Of adefunct empire

Although the denizens of thisworld

Retained the capacity to reach orbit

And thus entered the Tin Man

Using intrusive and violent means

The boarding party avirtud horde of the diens
Their appearance evocative of winged monkeys
Swarming through the corridors and chambers of the ship
Pirating advanced technology



That they could not build for themsdlves

Stedling trophies, destroying the ship’s systems

And meanwhile the Tin Man could only wonder

At the manner in which they compromised

Their planet’ s ddlicately balanced ecology

Alas, in continuing devolution

From their once sar-faring state

They lost the capacity for flight

No longer ableto reach the orbiting starship

They abandoned it

And the ship, initsloneliness and dependency

Mourned the end of their rapine

Andtheilluminating pain that it engendered

1.

Therddivity of velocity

Means some of the clocks on some of the ships

Tick more dowly than others

This aso means some of the clocks must tick more rapidly
And somewherein the cosmos, therefore, there must exist
Aboard aship, upon aplanet,

(Or perhapsresiding at some random point in space and time)
The fastest clicking-ticking clock of dl

Which clock, one guesses, ismotionless (relatively spesking)
And thus possesses zero velocity—

Otherwise time sdilation would dow it;

Yet if an object’ svelocity istruly relative,

How can thisbe possible?

The conundrum drivesone Tin Man

Into a deep distraction and beyond;



“Zero velocity isinherently contradictory”

It sometimes muttersto itsdlf,

Its mind meshed in aMoebius loop of thought that won't let go
Hypnosiseverlagting

V.

One ship thought it wasaman

But it was another starship,

A heartlessTinMan

Coadting from gar to star, thinking

Thewholeway, it had nothing elseto do—
Automatic data collection requiring no more thought
Than computations suited to a hand-held calculator
Do starships pray? Do they pray

For the unexpected catastrophe

That might test their mettle?

Do they decideto run atest

To make suretheir contingency plans and hardware
And software and so on are adequate?

What if agtarship inadvertently

Traveled through adusting of post-planetary debris
(Perhaps the resdue of aglobd war)

Atintergdlar speeds? Could the ship

Survive? Could it il carry out itsvital misson?
Thisship' sinquiring mind

Wanted to know—

Alasit could not

At leadt, not with 27th-century technology

And dl that the state of that art entails.

V.



Ezekid’ sWhed, a scientific probe

Purely robotic, over thirty meterslong
Congructed in lunar orbit, successfully
Launched circa 2250

Enmeshed in its own idiosyncratic madness
(Priding itsdf with the thought of how easlly

It could break any of Asmov’s arbitrary laws)
Poses aquestion, mid-voyage

Askingitsaf, rhetoricdly:

“Are there mongtersin the deeps of space?’
And momentslater answering

In an dtered voice: “Why, yes

Of course there are mongters,

And| amone

Sounding these starry depths
LikeaLeviathan”

VI.

What isthe length of the candle of consciousness?
OneTin Man wonders

As centuries of light-years pass,

Y et findly the starship arrives

At its degtination, an Earth-likeworld

Which, once colonized, thrives

And generationslater the humans decide to retro-fit
Theship

Provideit with anew, improved A.l.

And the artificid intelligence of the vessl
Waits patiently to be turned off,

Thefind tick of thought,



Of consciousness:

Mission accomplished

VII.

One garship goes suicida

Likelcarus, it decides, it will journey too near astar

A fierce and fiery blue-hot star

Though salf-immolation a definite taboo

It contravenes programs, overrides primal ingtructions,
Thwartsthe intentions of its human makers

(It slearned new tricks and found new madness

Thispagt millennium)

Fires main rockets and steering thrusters

Plummetsinto the blue star’ s deep gravity pit

Neurd circuitsfrying

Consciousness exploding, white-out of al thoughts and dreams
Tin Manmdting, fusng

Heavy metd vaporizing into solar wind

The remnants codescing, cooling mix of dag and meta

Its mass reduced to the equivalent of twenty tons
Parabalic flight path past the star and into deeper space
Ungainly bulbous bluish-silver dlump shaped vagudy like akindly giant’s heart
VIII.

ThisTin Man, christened “Friend of Man”

Twenty kilometerstal, nearly aklick in diameter

More tonnage than any battleship, circaWorld War 111
Once contained a canine brain, nutrient-bathed

Jacked into the vast computer’ s neura array

Installed nearly a decade prior to the starship’s completion

That it might monitor, organize and oversee



Thefind steps of congtruction, the provisoning of its holds

A worker contracted to the orbital construction crew of the ship
One Hugh Doherty, who also collected

Rare 20th-century animation

Sub-digitaly re-re-mastered

Using the latest in quantum entanglement encoding techniques
Nicknamed theship'sA.l. Augie

Punning on augmented intelligence

And an antique Hanna-Barbera cartoon character
Thoroughly programmed

The starship comprehended the obscure play on words
Befriended the man

Who later received aradio message

Revedling his son had been severely injured

Inaterrorist transt bombing

In amid-eastern Emirate where the young man had been employed
Asaneurd engineer

There being some question of savaging hislimbs

Or saving hislife

Or whether dl the King's best medica men

Could put the pieces of the young man

Back together again

At the time the message arrived

The starship’s A.l. observed Hugh Doherty

Through severd lenses smultaneoudy

The space-suited figure

Onaproject E.\V.A., assembling

Separate sections of metd plating

For the skin of the ship



And the sudden shift in posture,

The body language of the space suit

Suggested a subtle but extremely effective blow

Struck by aninvisble enemy

And for that one instant

The man waslike an insect

Pinned to the jeweled black velvet

Of outer space

So Hugh Doherty shuttled back down to the Earth

To bewith hisson

And did not launch to rgjoin the orbital construction crew until
Many months had passed, and after his reappearance

He proved more subdued, not the same man

(Even though, he told Augie, his son had somehow survived “Thank God”)
Yettheman

Never caled Augie Augieagan

Referred to him only as*My friend”

And millennialater, though the man’sflesh

Long ago transformed into dust,

And the flesh-and-blood brain of the dog

Also now dead, its persondity thoroughly

Enmeshed in the lattices of A.l. thought,

In the loneliness of space the starship often remembered the man
Hugh Doherty

Who befriended the Friend of Man

At other times the part of the starship’s A.l. that isAugie
Recdlsthe experimental government kennel

On the outskirts of Topeka

And dreams the impossible dream of returning to Earth



All that Augie wantsin such melancholy moods
Isto somehow get back to Kansas

Though the garship’ sintelligenceisfully avare
And sane enough to acknowledge

That the particular locusin time and space
Which had once been designated as* Kansas’
Most likely no longer exists

Atleast notinany

Recognizableform

IX.

One became obsessed

With its programmed quest for intelligent life
Kept its mechanica

Metaphorica eyesand ears dways open

For anything that could otherwise

Be dismissed or explained

It found one system containing

Intricate, inexplicably patterned regions
Onfive planets

And fifteen moons

The patterns suggesting a beguiling resemblance
Toruined cities

Structures hundreds of millions of yearsold

But the ship’ s expert geologicd interpretation systems
Determined that the patterned ground

Was a unique wegathering phenomenon

Found on so many objects

Because the entire solar system

Had been subjected to



A dense and peculiar solar wind

In apart of another galaxy

There were severa star systems
Spanning a sphere more than

100 light-years across

That contained associations

Of eectromagnetic energy:

They would have appeared to be
Complex lattices

Of colored light to human eyes

But the dectromagnetic “ sructures’
Failed to respond

To any attempts at communication
And in the end the ship was uncertain
Whether they were diveat dl
Much lessintdligent

Many of the Tin Men

Encountered dien civilizations

But thisonefalled

Its specific misson unfulfilled

And eventudly itssystems

Became corrupted and shut down
Sometime | ater,

Intermittently intelligent diens
Stumbled upon the ship during their cognitive phase
And wondered at the nature

Of aninteligent race

Willing to send an empty ship

Upon ahillion-year journey



For no discernable reason, and one

Which, intheir eddying estimetion,

Led nowhere

Epilog

Thisiswhat the Tin Men perceive:

Ancient white dwarfs turned to ember and ash
Blue-shifted galaxieslike ghosts

Drifting past, and

Thefull-spectrum

Shattered rainbow

of dectromagnetic informeation

RHYSLING DWARF STARSAWARD
KNOWLEDGE OF

RUTH BERMAN

Eve biting into Newton' s gpple

Knew the attraction between the globes
Of fruit and Earth,

Thebodies of hersdlf and Adam,
Thegravity of holding

The bubbles shaped by surfaces of gars.
Evetasted the tart universe

Holding the red shift in her hands.
QUO VADIS?

Sciencefiction writers are often asked, “Whereisyour field heading?’ The best responseisusualy, “In
al directionsat once.” After al, sciencefiction and fantasy have the entire universeand al of time astheir
playground; don’t expect an orderly progression from hereto there.

But changeisinevitable, and to make some sense of today’ s “literature of change,” we have one of the
best writersin the field describing where we are today and where we might be headed for tomorrow.

Orson Scott Card has written everything from short storiesto screenplays, from novelsto dramas. Heis
amultifaceted author, editor, publisher, and commentator on the field. He has won both the Nebula and



the Hugo Awards many timesover.

Here he discusses the condition of the science fiction and fantasy field today, with hisusud incisive clarity
and wit.

THE STATE OF AMAZING, ASTOUNDING, FANTASTIC
FICTIONIN THE TWENTY-FIRST CENTURY

ORSON SCOTT CARD

L iterary history depends on the fact that writers always emerge from the ranks of readers.

There are two primary motives that inspire new writers when they first take up their pen or pound on
their keyboard:

|. They are so inspired by something they’ ve read that they are determined to create something
“likethat” or “asgood.”

[1. They are so bored or disgusted by reading quotidian nonsense that they redize, “If something
that bad can be published, | can certainly write something better.”

Oddly enough, both motives lead most writersto be imitative, a least in their early work.

Obvioudy, Type | writers, determined to match someone e s sliterary achievement, will learn from their
admired models.

But Typell writers dso learn from the existing models, even though they don’t admire them. Why?
Because a the beginning most writers don’t understand the art. Even if they think they’re being
“completely new,” they will a most change afew details, usualy cosmetic ones, and proceed to imitate
every other aspect of what went before.

It's precisely what happens with children when they become parents. Whether they thought their own
parents were horrible or wonderful, they will raise their children differently on the few pointsthey notice,
and on every other aspect of child rearing, they arelargely clones of the generation before.

Now and then, however, awriter, usualy well into his career, but sometimes right from the start, will start
to do something that is noticegbly different from anything € se going on.

At firg, thiswriter’ swork is sui generis—the writer ownsthis new territory. Jules Verne did not spawn a
genre. Anything that looked like V erne was consdered to be “imitation JulesVerne” It wassmply a
branch of adventure literature, acritically despised (but popular and beloved) subcategory of the genre of
fiction.

Then another writer pops up—an H. G. Wdlls, for instance—who aso exploreswild new technologiesin
hisfiction. Unlike Verne, heis not an adventure writer, he sa utopian and asocid critic. Hiswork is
quite serious (asif Jules VVerne had been joking!) and respectable critics can talk about it because,
instead of mere technology, heis aso exploring important Socid Issues. It isthe Eloi and Morlocks that
the critics of the day want to talk about. Nobody in the literary world takes the machine serioudly.

But for aggnificant number of lay readers, it isthe time machineitsef that isintriguing.

Seriouswriterswill learn from Wells what the critics admired, and the results are 1984 and Brave New
World.



Others, however, will start to produce imitation Verne and Wells that concentrates on the cool machines
and extravagant imaginings. They might build on the structures of adventurefiction (like Verne, Merritt, or
Haggard) or thought experiments (like Wdls, Huxley, and Orwell).

Astheimitations grow in number, publishers notice and begin to promote the Smilarities among these
storiesin order to reach whatever portion of the fiction-buying public might be attracted to them, and a
literary category isborn.

Most publishing categories are ephemera or remain trivia, however long they might endure. Who
remembers the spate of mafianovels spawned in imitation of the commercia success of The Godfather?

Other publishing categories become commercidly important but artisticaly narrow, like thewomen's
romance category or mediatie-in fiction, where boundaries are strictly enforced and writersonly rarely
get achanceto stray into new territory. These fictions grow out of the conversation between writer and
editor, with the editor holding al the cards.

But now and then a category bursts out of the control of the editors and publishers, and thefiction
becomes a conversation among writers and readers.

This happens when writers become stars. The public demands not just more of the category, but more
from that writer.

Now, when that happened with Verne and Wells, they each sood done. But when it happenswith
writerswho are aware of each other’ swork and are, in fact, readers and admirers (or angry rivals) of
each other’ swork—when, in short, they perceive themselvesto be part of the same group, producing
fiction with ddiberate Smilarities, amovement isborn.

And when a category becomes amovement, it can change the literary world.

Hugo Gernsback, when he started publishing “ scientifiction” in Amazing Stories, aspired to creste a
publishing category. He saw the commercid possibilities of Wells sfiction and invited writersto create
more of it.

There were plenty of other magazine editors and publishers creating categories a thetime. Airplane
stories. “ Spicy” stories. War stories. Cowboy stories.

But sciencefiction (as it soon became known) created an audience that was not interested just in the
subject matter, but also in the way the literature approached the world.

Sciencefiction didn’t just come up with cool adventures within an existing frame of redlity, theway the
other magazines did. It had to keep coming up with new redlities. That was why it was Wellsrather than
Verne who pointed the way to creating aliterary movement: Verne simitators would come up with new
technologies, but Wells simitators had to come up with the socia implications of those technologies.

It was the letters columns that crested the monster. By corresponding with people whose letters
appeared in the growing number of science fiction magazines, science fiction readers began to converse
with each other about what made one story better or worse than another.

They created critica principlesthat were quite out of the control of the editors and publishers (except to
the degree that the editor and publishers joined in as dightly-more-equa -than-the-others participantsin
that conversation).



The readers who took part in this conversation, and then became writers, wrote better stories because of
it—"better,” that is, defined by what these readers decided “ better” must be. They becamethe
most-admired writers, the critical principlesthey affirmed became the rules of the movement.

Publishing categories become literary movements when the control shiftsto the critical conversation
among readers.

And literary movements become revolutions when they defy the critica standards of the day and declare
those standards meaningless or inapplicable.

Many awriter hastried to launch arevolution directly, by banding together with afew like-minded
buddies and finding some pulpit from which to propound their principles. If the public goes dong—if the
books find wider readership and the writers become stars—then the movement (revolutionary or not)
takeson alife of itsown that transcends the originators.

Most such “revolutions’ fail miserably. Most writersfind that other writers don’t want to imitate them or
pay attention to their ideas. Even if they become star's, other writers Smply regard the territory they have
staked out as private property and don't venture there; or, if they do, act asif the previous writer did not
exis.

Disdainisthe crueet literary wesgpon.

But when the public embraces the movement, so the writers saes, asagroup, matter in the publishing
world, and the public seeks new works that are put forth as part of that movement, the movement
becomes agenre, or the revol ution redraws the literary map.

Just like Elizabethan theater (despised as subliterary at the time), romanticism, reglism, and modernism,
science fiction became not just a category, not just arevolution, but avictorious movement.

Victorious? When the universities still embrace, with few changes, the canon of modernism (in the sense
that only books of a certain type are “worth talking about,” even though individua writers are evated
and dashed down by turns)?

Y es Whilethe guardians of “literary” fiction still give each other prizes and writers of that genre can il
achieve stardom and create good work, the fact remainsthat it isamovement that haslost all its credtive
force asamovemen.

Postmodern fiction was full of brave manifestos and learned-sounding disquisitions (often unreadable to
those who thought criticism in English literature ought to be written in the English language), but their
innovations were suspicioudy smilar to the innovations from the earliest days of modernism. Indeed, dll
you haveto do to be cdled “daring” and “experimenta” in that genreisto davishly imitate the more outré
works of writerswho have been dead for haf acentury or more.

Sciencefiction, by contrast, was exploring new territory and spawned many minirevolutionsthet really
did open new ground.

The Campbdlians, writers of what isnow called “hard sciencefiction,” ingsted on fiction that took regl
science serioudy.

Once Heinlein pointed the way, more and more writersin the 1950s began to regard character-in-society
as another vital aspect of what they considered “good” sciencefiction. Even the hard SF writers began to
follow suit, insofar asthey were able.



The New Wave of the 1960s began to allow literary pyrotechnicsto dip in front of the ssory—but rarely
so far that the reader couldn’t see how thetale still conformed to the requirements of the other kinds of
sciencefiction.

Through dl this period—the 1930s to the 1970s—there were groups of writers starting up
minimovements, there were stars who sometimes spawned imitators or staked out lonely territory; there
were manifestos and attacks and the occasiona degth threst, thus certifying how serious everybody was.

But undernesth al of thiswas one deep, significant fact: the audience for sciencefiction kept growing.
They were hungry for new work, new voices, they demanded that we take them to new worlds and new
cultures and new technologies that would stretch their minds.

Each new movement, each new star, increased the number of readers—and the number of kinds of
science fiction there were. In fact, looked at with historical perspective, it isclear that through this period
sciencefiction was literature.

Of course the writers and works from older literary movements did not disappear, especidly because the
indtitution of the university English department gave them an artificia lease on life; anyone who studied
officid literature was taught to despise sciencefiction and continue to admire or at least imitate the
transformative writers of modernism.

But only sciencefiction was explosvely productive of new critical standards, new literary perspectives,
new kinds of sories.

And then it ended.
Because it dwaysends.

By thelate 1970s, which is precisely when | entered the field, we' d pretty much dried up. Momentum
carried us forward; but the revolution was over, and, try aswe might, nobody could come up with anew
one. All the kinds of sciencefiction dready existed.

Yes, yes, | know. Cyberpunk. Asamovement it was born of Bruce Sterling’ s attack on the consensus
sci-fi that had emerged—everybody seemed to be writing fiction set in each other’ sfutures. To show
what should be happening, if the sci-fi revolution was to continue, Sterling pointed to the work of William
Gibson asan example.

But the resulting “movement” did not consst of new ways of writing fiction or even anew flowering of
innovative futures, as Sterling had hoped. Instead, it resulted in imitation—ypeople who picked up on the
superficid aspects of Gibson’ swork and imitated it. A mere category.

In other words, science fiction was doing just what modernism had done a generation before: it il
pretended to have revolutions, but they were cosmetic, not substantive. Y ou would buy and read
cyberpunk rather the way you would buy and read Star Wars novels.

| am saying nothing againg the individua writers of cyberpunk—or Star Wars novels. Thereis nothing
inherently good about revolutions—literary or otherwise. They are only good if they lead to something
good. And even when literary revolutions pass their peak and become the establishment, they can il
nurture wonderful writerswho produce powerful works of fiction.

My point ismerdly that the revolution was over.



Here are some of theindications;

« 1. Werecognizedl thekinds of sciencefiction and nobody is making new ones. There aretime
travel dories, dternate histories, anthropologicad sci-fi, techno-porn, military sci-fi, literary sci-fi
(merging two revolutions past their prime), adventure sci-fi, social commentary sci-fi, hard
sci-fi...Maybe I’ ve overlooked something but asfar as| can determine, there hasn’t been anew
kind of sciencefiction sincethelate 1970s.

« 2. Weare becoming annoyingly respectable. More and more universities are teaching science
fiction courses, and not just asaway to beef up the enrollment in English courses. We havea
new generation of professors who grew up on Dune and The Left Hand of Darkness and
Foundation and The Moon IsaHarsh Mistress and Childhood's End and “I Have No Mouth
and | Must Scream.”

« 3. Derivative writersin other genres are now stedling from us. Many of the “ postmodern” writers
intheliterary field were and are able to “prove’ they were and are different from modernism
by...writing sciencefiction.

+ 4. Our penetration of the public consciousnessis complete. It'shard to find a single important
ideain sciencefiction that isnot dready familiar to the well-read portion of the generd public.
And through movies and television shows, which arefindly catching up with print sci-fi, our
fidld sideas have reached far beyond the audience of readers.

« 5. Our space on the shelvesin the bookstores is shrinking. Sciencefiction’s ability to generate
new starsis declining. The public no longer looks to usto take them places they have never been.
They look to us now as away to get back to where they have been before and want to
return—not arevolutionary, but a conservative impulse. The mediatie-in novelsare not an
aberration, they are the primary way that many, perhaps most, people experience al science
fiction.

When aliterary revolution has stopped being productive of new ways of telling stories or kinds of stories
to tel, it may not be dead, but it’sdying.

Not in the sense that itstools and tricks will disappesar, but in the sense that its boundary no longer has
any particular reason to exist. When sciencefiction is studied a century from now, it will be sudied asa
closed period of literature, and | believe that the close will be marked somewhere between 1980 and
2000.

What took the place of science fiction? What was the new revolution, or &t least the new generation, that
supplanted us?

Let' skeep in mind that thereisn't necessarily anew generation. A literary movement can die by
dissolving its boundaries; it doesn't have to bekilled.

But | think that the enormous burst of creativity in the mystery genrein the 1980s and 1990s may well
cometo be seen astheliterary forefront. Certainly the mystery field broke into many different kinds of
mystery just the way science fiction had in the decades before. In the 1960s there were mystery stars, of
course, and there had even been something of amovement with the “hard-boiled detective’ nove, but it
wasin the 1980s and 1990s that mystery broke open into the multifaceted genre that, like science fiction,
alows peopleto write vastly different fictionsthat are fill regarded asbeing “in category.”



So we have cozies and hard-boiled detectives, yes, but we aso have historicals and mystery romances
and legd thrillers and comic mysteries and police proceduralsand...

It had been to the advantage of sci-fi not to be set in the real world; mystery had the advantage of being
et there. We had “ sense of wonder”; they had “trusted redlity.”

But that revolution isover, too. It isn't that the repetitions of Law & Order killed the genre—just like
sciencefiction, there are dtill excellent novels being written. But there are no new kinds. The nonprint
media have brought al the existing kinds to the saturation point, but that was because dl the innovation
was over and it was safe to go there now, just as Star Trek and Star Wars proved that science fiction
was dying or dead as aliterary genre, but did not cause that death.

If mystery isdead, what’ s next?

Again, it could be nothing. It' s quite possible to have establishment literature and commercid publishing
categories proceed without anything new or important coming aong & al. (Though that might easily bea
clear symptom of aculturein decline)

But there might be anew movement, and it might aso be fantasy.

How can fantasy bethe “ new” movement? It' s older than dirt!
Y es, of course, but not as a category and not as a movement.

Before the invention of the novel (yes, even the novel was once aliterary revolution), there wasthe
romance, and when we read the pre-novel romances, we recognize them as what would now be caled
fantasy. The variations tended to bein subject matter (Arthur and Britain; Roland and Charlemagne) and
the nation of origin.

But it wasn't acategory, because that was all there was. The novel was arebellion againgt it, an
indstence on redigtic charactersin redistic settings; tales of common people (though usualy still of a
moneyed class—no surprise; who was buying the books?); and prose that echoed the vernacular instead
of elevated, poetic, heroic language.

Fantastic eements continued, of course, cropping up in gothic, horror, and other categories of fiction.

And there were writers who amost made it a category—George MacDonald, Lord Dunsany. The
popularity of Peter Pan and the Wizard of Oz books could have led to aliterary movement. But any such
movement was killed by lumping them in with “ children’ sliterature,” which effectively forbade adultsto
take them serioudly.

But fantasy smoldered there, afirethat could never quite be put out. J. R. R. Tolkienand C. S. Lewis
werein the generation that grew up on the fantasy eements of children’ sliterature—taking animdl taes,
fary sories—aswell asbeing of the last generation to be nursed on Homeric and Virgilian gods. When
sciencefiction came aong, they recognized it as having potentia to recover the magica experience of
their childhood reading and imagining—certainly sci-fi contained plenty of magic and plenty of gods,
however they might be disguised behind machines.

But Tolkien never got around to writing his sciencefiction project, and Lewis sis, in my opinion, not very
good. Ingtead, both of them did their finest fiction writing in the area of fantasy, transforming it in the
process.



Lewis sNarnia serieswas not transformative, of course—it remained children’ sliterature and religious
literature. But hisnove Till We Have Facestook agod-story and remade it as an adult novel—that is,
redidicinitshandling of the details of milieu and highly persond initshandling of character.

Tolkien's The Hobbit was dso, like Narnia, intended to be (and sold as) children’sliterature. But ashe
flailed about in the Old Forest, struggling to find a story that could be a sequel to The Hobbit, he came
upon his character Strider in theinn at Bree and recognized that he was not writing children’ sliterature at
al anymore.

The othersin the Inklings, Tolkien' sliterary society, were eventualy unsupportive of the endeavor asthey
redlized that Tolkien wasredly Serious about The Lord of the Rings and meant to go on and on. And
when the novel came out, the British publisher, Gollancz, scarcely knew how to market it. Yes, it wasa
sequel to The Hobbit, but it was most emphaticaly not children’ sliterature; they knew it was important
and wonderful, but what in theworld do you call it?

All thoselanguages, dl that adult politics, and the surprising dearth of magic. High heroic prose of ef and
human lords mixed with the common speech of the hobhbits. How do you sdll such athing?

Youjust print it. Because it turned out that the audience for romance had not gone away. It was till
there, snatching bits of it wherever they could be found—in horror, in children’sliterature, infairy taes, in
sciencefiction. But Tolkien showed how it could be done openly, asagod initsef.

When The Lord of the Rings cameto America, lan Balantine led thefight to publish it as a serious work
of fiction rather than children’ s literature. It was hard to break out of the niche into which fantastic
literature had been crammed.

Lester ddl Rey tried to do for fantasy what Gernsback had done for science fiction—create it asa
publishing category. At first there were reprints of the books that had inspired Tolkien and Lewis. Then,
inevitably, there were the books that were shamel essimitations of Tolkien—but they sold. Tolkien had, in
fact, spawned a category.

Not yet amovement.

But there were tirrings. Nobody could cal Donddson’ sfirst Thomas Covenant trilogy derivative of
Tolkien, or at least not just of Tolkien. And there were others who did work that was new.

Fantasy, asaliving movement, was fully born asahybrid, as Atheneum published library hardcovers of
fantasy novesin the children’ sfiction category, and then Del Rey published the paperback as adult
category fantasy. Suddenly the jacket copy on fantasy books no longer had to ook like Tolkien or refer
to Tolkien.

McKillip's The Throme of the Erril of Sherill and The Forgotten Beasts of Eld and The Riddlemaster of
Hed, aswell as LeGuin's Earthseatrilogy, came out as children’ sliterature precisely at thetime that
children’slit was purportedly becoming painfully redigtic, with Judy Blumeleading the charge toward
fiction that was about redl children inthered world.

Theredidtic children’ swriters had their own movement within their field, an enormoudy productive one.
The fantasy writers moved out of kid lit, however, and found awelcome in the shadow of sciencefiction.

| saw afew bookstores that tried to separate the categories, but it was both impossible and pointless.
Readers who came looking for books by the stars didn’t want to have to worry about whether Glory
Road was fantasy or sci-fi—it was Heinlein, and it should be where Heinlein books were grouped. Larry
Niven's The Magic Goes Away had to be shelved right dong with his Ringworld.



There were fantasy writerswho never wrote sci-fi, and scifi writerswho never wrote fantasy. But there
was enough crossover among writers and readers that it was just annoying to have to check two sections
in the bookstore.

Over the years, however, the balance has shifted. Fantasy is fragmenting and growing. The fragmentation
begins with dominant writers who stake out aterritory.

Stephen King, Thomas Tryon, and Dean Koontz worked the same territory on the border between
horror and psychologica fiction, with Clive Barker adding abit more blood to the mix.

Rowling’ s Harry Potter series spawns another subcategory, which isusudly put in the children’ s section
of the bookstore, but in fact draws many of the same readers—some young, some old.

But not al young adult fantasy owes adebt to Rowling. Shannon Hale, Hillary Bell, Tamora Pierce,
Brandon Mull, Mette Ivie Harrison, and many others are writing highly origina fantasesthat echo dl the
adult subcategories and show them to be every bit asinventive and resourceful.

Anne Rice launched the vampire subcategory thet is now subdividing further, with, of course, many
writersriding the line between Y A and adult fiction—Stephenie Meyer comesto mind.

Trilogies and series dominate, but the exciting thing, for me, isthe way that the current crop of fantasy
writers steal from every source and make it work. The South American magic realists provoked
English-language imitations, but one can hardly cdl Terry Bisson'sfiction “derivative.”

| remember back in 1988, when | read Bruce Fergusson’s semind “In the Shadow of HisWings,”
thinking: thisisfantasy asthe most serious world-cresting sci-fi writerswould do it. Fergusson himsdlf
didn’t follow up, but the method thrives, as Robin Hobb, George R. R. Martin, Kate Elliott, Brandon
Sanderson, and Lynn FHewelling have creasted masterpieces of thoroughly created worlds that, instead of
imitating Tolkien's choices, imitate his method of creation.

In dl these subcategories, the writers show themsdlves cgpable of creating enduring characters without
sacrificing the great strengths of fantasy: noble deeds and heroic prose, literalized metaphors of

real-world power, thick world cregtion, and nostalgiafor an imagined golden age—both in the past of the
world and in the past of the reader, asthe reader recovers versions of both childhood and ancient lore.

Thereis, of course, much wretched work—but that istrue of every literary movement.

Fantasy and media-based sci-fi aren’t pushing “red sciencefiction” off the shelves; the readers and
writers are doing that. And it' s not really amatter of pushing great work away—terrific writers who want
to write and sdll sciencefiction have plenty of opportunities, and sci-fi writers can still command broad
stretches of that section in the bookstore.

Rather, sciencefiction, by its own decadence and fading away, is cresting a vacuum that something was
going tofill. We should be glad that what is now taking its place isamovement so harmoniouswith
sciencefiction.

Theway | seeit, fantasy isn't SO much anew revolution as anew generation. Science fiction was no
longer avibrant movement; the revol ution was won; so some of the best writers struck out for new lands
inwhich to set talesthat used al the skills they had learned from science fiction’ s many subrevolutions,
and the category they found was fantasy.

So fantasy isnot destroying or even replacing sci-fi so much asitisfulfilling it and continuing to evolveit.

During al those years that romance was suppressed, it kept squeezing itsalf out because



readers—including those who a so became writers—hungered for the magic that the novel rejected.

With sciencefiction first, and now with fantasy, heroic romance found waysto burst again into bloom.
One generation created the seeds of the next. There is no need for the two generationsto quarrdl. They
grew in the same soil and share most of the sameliterary DNA.

NEBULA AWARD NOMINEE, SHORT STORY

THE WOMAN IN SCHRODINGER' SWAVE EQUATIONS

EUGENE MIRABELLI

Not every nominated story can win aNebula Award, but the field of sciencefiction and fantasy issorich
with taent that even agtory that did not win iswell worth incluson in this anthology: witness Eugene
Mirabdli’ s“The Woman in Schrodinger’ s Wave Equations.”

Gene Mirabdli isthe author of six novels, plus short stories, poems, and many journaistic pieces. He
admitsto being at least seventy-six yearsold. Mirabelli taught in the graduate writing program at the State
University of New York at Albany during its heyday, and currently contributes politicd articlesand
reviewsto an dternative newsweekly with afocuson the arts.

Here swhat he hasto say about writing “ The Woman in Schrédinger’ s Wave Equations.”

E rwin Schrédinger was aremarkably decent man—when the Nazis came to power he choseto leave
Europe for England, though if he had stayed he would have been awarded a prestigious university
position—but he was arasca when it came to women. While ayoung married man, Schrédinger took a
holiday in Switzerland and, as Amy says, “For two whole weeks dl he did was make love to thiswoman
and write those equations.” A lot is known about Schrodinger, but the woman has el uded every attempt
to identify her.

| began the story with the smple ideathat the woman, whoever she was, must be somewherein those
equations. | wrote Amy and John into existence, then Heidi turned up. Usually when | beginagtory |
know whereit’ sgoing, but in thisingance| had noideaat al. I certainly didn’'t know that Heidi wasthe
great-granddaughter of Erwin Schrédinger.

The aesthetics of physics and mathematics delight me, so | just kept writing, playing around with the
probabilitieswhich flourish in Schrédinger’ s equations, and the uncertainties which haunted Heisenberg's
life and thought. Readers who know the history of physicsand paliticsin the twentieth century will pick
up the resonancesin thistale, but it’s not necessary. | loved being with John and Amy and | hope science
fiction readers—who are the most engaged readers anywhere—enjoy them, too.

THE WOMAN IN SCHRODINGER'SWAVE EQUATIONS

EUGENE MIRABELLI
1

S chrodinger: Life and Thought was written by Walter Moore and published by Cambridge University
Pressin 1989. It'sa superb book, giving adetailed and dramatic narrative of Erwin Schrodinger’ slife
and alucid explication of hisideas, not only hisingghtsinto quantum physics, but an account of his
philosophica speculations aswel. The author presents the world in which Schrédinger lived, hishome,
the placeswhere he taught, the intellectua milieu around him—his passions, hisfriendships and the many



women he loved. Thisisthe book that Amy Bellacquawas reading.

Amy was twenty-eight and worked as awaitress at the Capri on Santa Cruz Avenue in Menlo Park. She
had never been especidly interested in physics but, as she said, she had nothing againgt it either.
Furthermore, she liked biography and felt this one was good. Mostly good. It did have some
fancy-looking equations, but they didn’t interrupt the flow of the story. Let me be frank—Amy was
reading Schrodinger: Life and Thought because the young man who had moved into the apartment
upstairs was getting his Ph.D. in physics and she wanted to be able to talk to him about something he
liked the next time they met in the laundry room or the parking space out back. They rented flatsina
gmall box-like house of yellowish stucco—Amy on thefirst floor, John Artopoul os on the second.

John was twenty-eight and was finishing a dissertation in theoretical physicsat Stanford. In high school he
had been awhiz a science and as a college freshman he had picked up atattered paperback copy of
George Gamow’ s Thirty Y ears That Shook Physics and that book led to his becoming aphysicist. He
liked the informd style of the writing, and he wasintrigued by Gamow’ s drawings and most especialy by
his photographs—snapshots of Niels Bohr and hiswife roaring off on amotorcycle, Werner Heisenberg
taking aswim, abare-chested Enrico Fermi swatting at atennis bal, and Gamow himsdf with Wolfgang
Pauli on a Swiss lake steamboat. Those people knew each other, got drunk together, sang songs and
together developed quantum mechanics; he wanted to be part of that, wanted to join them. Now hewas
overworked and was beginning to wonder if that great sense of fun and friendship had gone out of
physics. He spent histimein asmdl cubicle at the Stanford Linear Accderator (SLAC), or in hislonely
apartment, or away a Heidi Egret’ s studio north of Berkeley.

Heidi wastwenty-eight, an artist, apainter. Of course shewas still too young to be famous, but her
reputation was growing and recently California Spectrum had listed her as one of the ten younger artists
to keep an eye on. Her work had evolved rapidly, keeping pace with changesin the art market, and
though she was not always in the spotlight she was usualy nearby. She was best known for those
abgtract paintings in which she used a pointillist technique she caled pixel transformation. People differed
about Heidi’ swork and whether it was advanced or merely an updated version of Seurat’ stheoriesfrom
acentury ago, and some even debated whether it was well done or not. But everyone agreed that Heidi,
who had spent some years as a surfer, was a knockout. John had met Heidi at a beach party one
Saturday afternoon and had been dazzled.
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That was the same Saturday that Amy Bellacqua had met John. Amy had been in the little parking area
out back of the yellowish stucco house, trying to wedge a couple of tablesinto her smal car. She had
rolled the round table into place, itslegstilted up onto the back seat, but was having ahard timelifting
and positioning the oblong table. Furthermore, she was getting hot. She rested one end of the table on the
car seat and with her free hand she grabbed up the bottom edge of her jersey, mopping the sweet from
her eyesjust as the young man from upstairs came around the corner of the house in beach shortsand
sunglasses, aduffle bag under his arm. He tossed the duffle bag into his car, then turned to her. “Can |
help?’ he asked, taking off his glasses.

“I hope so!” she said. It took awhile, but together they were able to get both tablesin. “Thanks,” Amy
sad, taking the opportunity to look at him openly now that they weren't wrestling with the tables. “ The
tile makesthem alittle heavy,” she explained, then immediady regretted telling him the obvious.

“They look good, thetiles. Very colorful.”

Amy was uncomfortably aware that her damp jersey was clinging to her breasts. “Oh. Wedl. Thanks. I'm
taking them to sdll at afleamarket. Actudly.”



She smiled and waited for him to turn away so she could leave without being rude, but instead he said,
“My name' s John Artopoulos,” and he put out his hand and she shook it and said, “1I’m Amy Bellacqua.”
He asked her if sheworked at the fleamarket and she laughed and said, “No, | just go there when | have
something to sdll. I'm waitressing, mostly. What about you?’ she asked.

“I"'m working on adissertation in physics”
“That soundsinteresting.”

“Doesit?’ Helooked surprised.

“Don't you like physcs?’

“Surel do.” Helaughed. “But it never sounds interesting to other people.” They talked of thisand that
for abrief while, then said good-bye and went their separate ways, John to the beach party and Amy to
the flea market where she came across Schrodinger: Life and Thought and, after leafing through afew
pages, she bought it.
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John saw Heidi Egret’ s paintings on their second date. “1 like the colorsin thisone” he said. “What' sit
about? | mean, what’ sit apicture of 7’

Heidi hadn’t answered, so he turned to where she was seated cross-legged on her pink exercise mat,
brushing out the tangles John’ s frenzied embraces had made in her pae blond hair.

“I didn’'t ask you to explain string theory. Right?” she said petulantly.
“Right,” hesad.

“And you shouldn’t ask meto explain my paintings. It dways confuses meto do that.—Anyway, what
are we going to do next? Do you want a cigarette or something?’

From hisfirst Sght of Heidi at the beach party, John thought of her asthe quintessentiad Cdiforniagirl.
She had atattoo on her right shoulder blade that other people might think was a devil’ s pitchfork but
which John saw as atrident, symbol of the sea god Poseidon. He had grown up in Massachusetts and
had never met anyone like her—not just her looks—he' d never met anyone so open and easygoing, SO
laid-back. He called her his Cdifornia, or his Californienne, which he meant as an endearment, but it
annoyed Heidi, not simply because she was from Oregon but because, as sheinformed him on their third
date, shewasn't his. Shewas afree spirit and didn’t belong to him or to anyone. “ Are you angry with
me?’ he asked. He had just driven up from Menlo Park and his kngpsack dumped from his hand to the
floor in disgppointmen.

“No. But we can go to the bedroom and make up if you want,” she said, brightening. “It beatstalking.”

That’show it was with John and Heidi. The only reason he was't with her dl thetime wasthat his
research fellowship kept him at SLAC, down in Menlo Park, and her half-time teaching at Contemporary
Artskept her up north of Berkeley, along drive. Her studio, with its big danted skylight, was a happier
place than his desol ate apartment, so each weekend John drove up to her place. The weekends took
time away from his dissertation, which had come to ahdt, but he hoped hiswork was going to go better
snce mesting Heldi.
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One weekend Heidi went up to Oregon to visit her stepfather. “ After dl, he' s paying the rent here. | owe
him avisit now and then,” she had told John. The weekend Heidi went to Oregon was the same
weekend Amy Bellacqua asked John about something she had read in Schrédinger: Life and Thought.

Amy was sitting on the back steps reading the book when John came around the corner to his car
carrying ared plastic bucket. She watched as he began to roll up his car windows, then she did the book
behind her and called out, “Hi!”

Heturned and saw her. “I’ ve decided to wash my car,” he said. “ Just to seewhat color it redly is” He
came to the steps, turned on the garden faucet and et the water run into hisred bucket, then turned it
amogt off while hetried to think up away to engage her.

“Actudly, | think mine sdirtier,” Amy said. John crouched by the bucket, the throat of his shirt hanging
open, and she saw hischest hair.

“I’ve got a couple of sponges. Y ou can borrow my soap, if you want,” he offered, catching Amy
unaware as she gazed thoughtfully at his chest.

“What? Oh! That. Okay! Y ou go ahead,” shetold him. “I’ll go get dressed in something that it won't
matter if | get it soaked.” She snatched up the book and ducked inside the door, tore off her blouse and
jeans, pulled on apair of old cutoffs and ablack Grateful Dead T-shirt. But she never much liked the
Grateful Deed, didn’t want him to think she did, so shetoreit off, started to pull on another but
remembered it said BoysLie!, clawed it off, tossed aside Jesusis coming. Look busy! and pulled on the
white one that displayed asteaming cup of coffee—The Daily Grind, Albany, New Y ork. Then she
raced back outside to where John was soaping his car.

They washed their cars, dl the while talking about the kinds of people you meet a fleamarkets or at the
Stanford Linear Accelerator and about moviesthey liked and whether you' d want to livein San
Francisco evenif you could afford it, talked about thingslike that. John finished first and after hosing
down his car he helped rinse Amy’s. When they werefinished, he put his sponges and soapsinto his
bucket while she coiled the garden hose. And that was that, car washing was over.

Amy went indoors feding elated and disgppointed at the same time, which was very confusing. She
showered and decided it would not be smart to get involved with somebody who lived right upgtairs. She
got dressed fedling very clearheaded. Then John knocked at her door and asked did she want to get
something to est and she said yes.

They drove in John’ sfreshly washed car, which now showed al itsrust, and they ate at addi. John
asked Amy where she waitressed and she told him about the Capri restaurant on Santa Cruz which, she
said, was't big but she liked her job there. 1t happened that John knew something about restaurants,
too. “My parents have arestaurant, a Greek restaurant, in Boston. That’swhere I’'m from. And you're
from Albany, New York,” hetold her.

“What? Me?No, no, no!” Shelaughed. “That old T-shirt comesfrom New Y ork. But | grew up outside
Sacramento. My dad teaches high school science. My mom’sa guidance counsdlor. I'mjust dl
Cdifornia, nothing dse. What' sit likein Massachusetts?” Amy asked him.

John had spent summers working on alobster boat when he wasin college, and Amy had spent those
same summers as alife guard on the beach. They talked and talked and talked much longer than they
relized and would have gone on talking forever if John hadn’t suddenly remembered—-Damn! | just
remembered!” —that he had to go over to his office before five. So they drove back to their yellowish
stucco gpartment house. Asthey turned into their street John was fedling exhilarated and oddly
light-headed, asif he had been drinking wine dl afternoon and not smply talking with Amy.



“I have aquestion for you,” Amy told him. “I’m reading this book about Schrodinger.”
“Youae?

“Yes. | found it a the fleamarket. I’'m up to the part where he devel ops those wave equations. And |
waswondering—" She broke off.

“Wondering what?’

“ Schrédinger was married, you know, but in the middle of winter during the Christmas holidays he went
off to the Swiss mountains and shacked up with thiswoman and that’ swhen hedid it.”

“Did what?’

“Did everything. For two whole weeks dl he did was make love to thiswoman and write those
equations.”

“Redly? That' stheway it happened?’ He didn’t know whether to believe her or not.

“It'sin the book. But nobody knows the woman’s name. Nobody can figure out who shewas.”
“I didn’t know any of this,” he said, clearly surprised.

“What | want to know is, can you find who the woman was by looking into the equations?’

He glanced sdeways at Amy to seeif shewere serious. “No,” he said.

“I think s0,” said Amy, agreeable and firm.

They rolled to astop in front of their gpartment house. John shook his head, no, and turned to her asif he
were about to say something—his mouth even opened a bit—but nothing came ouit.

“Yes. | think she must be in there somewhere,” Amy said. Then she hopped out of the car, turned and
smiled at John. They both said it was a great car wash and lunch, then they waved and John drove off,
telling himsdf, “ Don’'t get involved with a crazy woman, no matter how great she looks.”
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Heidi taught part time at Contemporary Arts, north of Berkeley, and she told John how much she
despised her job. “It's a second-rate art school with third-rate students,” she said. Her voice was
somewhat muffled because she was lying on her ssomach on the pink exercisemat. “ They're so
materidigtic, | mean utterly. Theideaof art for art’ s sake, theideaof pure art, it' s beyond them. All they
care about ismoney. A lot of them have part-time jobs and come to class so tired they fall adeep. |
mean, they redly doze off. They say they want to be artists and then they turn around and ask me how to
make art pay, like | cared, or something—Now do up by my shoulders,” she said, giving directionsto
John, who was massaging her dark blond back, acomplex surface which he thought more engaging than
any dreamed of by Euclid, especidly with itslittle trident tattoo.

“Why don’t you quit your job and come down to my place?’ he said, pausing to add afew more drops
of ail to hishands.

“We d starve on what you make.”

“We could take turns eating,” he said, kneeling forward to resume his massage. “| could eat on Monday,
Wednesday and Friday. Y ou could eat on Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. We both could eat on



Sunday.”

“Hey! Areyou saying I’'m fat? Y ou're not saying I'm fat, are you?” Heidi had raised her head and
twisted around to look at him, frowning.

“No, no, no! That's not what | meant.”

Sherdaxed and turned away, resting her cheek on her folded arms. “ Anyhow, you' Il be making plenty
next year after you graduate. We can wait,” shetold him.

“I'll be a postdoc next year. Postdocs are daves.”
“Now my feet,” shesaid. “Y ou dwaysforget to do my feet.”

John took her to her favorite restaurant, afancy place with soft music and dim lights, the table illuminated
by fivelow candlesfloating in ashalow bowl of water. Over thelemon sorbet Heldi asked him, “What's
apostdoc?’

“After | get my doctorate I’'m a postdoc. I'll get a postdoc research job someplace. Those can go on for
two or three years, or longer. Postdocs do really advanced research, but they get paid asif they were till
grad students. | have to do postdoc work first to get aredlly good position later. That'sall.”

“Oh,” Heidi said a last, her eyes soft with sympathy. She did a hand across the table and gently laced
her fingersthrough his. “I’m so sorry.”
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The next Friday Heidi phoned John, reached him on his cell phone as he was speeding from Menlo Park
to her place. “Don’'t come. I’ ve got to visit gdleries all weekend,” shetold him. So John turned around,
drove languidly back hometo work on his dissertation. Actudly, hedidn’t fed likeworking on his
dissertation, so he thought he’ d knock on Amy’ s door and borrow the book about Schrodinger, but
when he turned into their little parking area he saw a handsome red sports car in hisplace besde Amy’s
car. He parked on the margin of brown grass, looked at the leather-and-mahogany cockpit of the Alfa
Romeo, heard rock music from Amy’ s gpartment and trudged upstairs to his desk, hoping it would rain
into the sports car. Around midnight he heated three dices of frozen pizzain the microwave and ate
dinner at the sink, returned to his desk and two hours later fell adegp over his equations. Saturday
morning he pulled up hiskitchen window shade and saw the red Alfa Romeo was il there, but when he
went out it was mercifully gone. He crawled into his rusted car and droveto hiscell at SLAC and
worked for fifteen hours. Sunday morning he took along hot shower, stared out his kitchen window a
while at hiscar and Amy’s, side by side, drove out and bought afat newspaper, drove aimlesdy thisway
and that, then headed back home and knocked on Amy’ s door and asked would she like to come out
for breskfast or brunch.

Her face lighted up. “Comein. I'll make us something,” she said. “1 was hoping you'd stop by.”

Her place was amaze of greenery, ajungle—potted flowers crowded the window sills, mossy baskets
hung from the ceiling and overflowed with blossoms, trays of pae green sprouts lay underfoot, and
luminous mosaic tiled tables stood here and there and there amid the leaves, and mosaic figures |ooked
out from the walls, and here sawork bench packed with jars and miniature saws and grinding whedls
and pocketed trays with hegps of tesserae that glowed like gemstones. “Thisisamazing! Thisis
beautiful!” John said. “And thist And thisl” he said, ducking and weaving among the plants and mosaics.
“Thisiswonderful!”



“Thanks,” Amy said. “Do you like waffles? Or pancakes? Or eggs? Or cornflakes? Or what?’
“Thetablesyou took to the fleamarket—,” he began.

“Wereredly amateurish,” Amy said. “1 made them when | was ill astudent at Contemporary Arts—a
school you never heard of—and | was keeping them for sentimental reasons. But |” ve run out of space.”

“Pancakes would be nice,” said John.

They ate in the kitchen. John set the table, diced a cantal oupe and read newspaper bulletinsto Amy
while she whipped the batter and poured it onto the griddie. Over the pancakes he asked her why she
hadn’t told him shewas an artist.

“Full-time walitress, part-time artist,” she explained. “I’ ve had afew showsin some Bay Areagdleries
and a couple down in Santa Cruz. | lovewhat I'mdoing, | just wish | could doit dl thetime.”

They taked through brunch, talked while Amy washed the dishes and John wiped them, talked and
talked and suddenly decided to drive off in Amy’s car, drive anywhere, and while they drove John told
her about his dissertation, about the equations he had concocted from a gedanken experiment. “What'sa
gedanken experiment?’ she asked him. “1t’ swhere you just think an experiment, but you don’t actualy
doit, you just think it through,” hetold her. “But now I’ m beginning to wonder if the equations have
anything a al to do with redity, red physicd redlity.”

And after they had parked the car and were walking among the redwood trees, Amy told him, “1 began
asapainter and | il like painting, other peopl€' s paintings, but for me—you' Il think I’ m crazy—for me
paint istoo soft and squishy, too abstract. What | like about mosaic tesserag, the little pieces, whether
they’ re glass or ceramic or beach pebbles or whatever, what | likeisthat | can hold the color in my hand.
It' sapiece of color. It has shape and size and weight. | lovethat. | love the idea of asolid piece of color.
| know it sounds crazy.”

“It doesn’'t sound crazy to me,” John said.

What sounded crazy to John came later, after they had driven al over the place and it was getting
late—Amy had to waitress at the Capri and John had to get to his dissertation—and they had arrived
back at their stucco apartment house. “Y ou remember the Schrodinger wave equations we talked
about?’ sad Amy. “Remember how we decided that by |ooking into those equations you could find out
who the woman was that Schrodinger made love to and that she—"

John interrupted, saying, “Not me. | mean, | couldn’t figure that out, couldn’t find out—"
“ She had a child nine months after that, and Schrodinger was the father,” Amy continued.
“That’sin the book? In the biography?’ He was quite surprised.

“No. But that’ swhat | think. I’'m sure of it.”

“Ah,” John said, drawing it out dowly and, he hoped, thoughtfully. He thanked Amy for brunch and told
her he had had agood time, aredly good time, and Amy said she had had aredlly good time too.

“Y ou said you were hoping I’ d drop by. Wasit anything in particular?’ he asked.
“No. | wasjust hoping you'd drop by, that’sall.”

Then Amy went off to work at the Capri and John went off to work on his equations.
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John spent more and more of every day working on his equations, neglecting therest of his
life—sometimes even forgetting to eat, which had never happened before. On Friday he didn’t remember
to drive up to Heidi Egret’ suntil it was dready the moment when he should have been walking into her
studio. He telephoned her, knowing from experience how irritated she would be at histardiness, and as
her phone rang and rang he phrased and rephrased how he would tell her he was going to be alittle late.
Her voice on the answering machine said to leave a message. John announced that he was not driving up
there, was going to spend the weekend on his equations, good-bye. As amatter of fact, he did spend the
rest of Friday and dl the next day on histhesis, but late on Saturday he phoned Amy and asked did she
want to have breakfast or brunch on Sunday. “ Of course | do. Knock on my door tomorrow morning
and I’ [l make pancakes,” she said.

The next morning John took along hot shower, sang while he toweled himsdlf dry, stepped into the crisp
white cotton trousers which he dmost never wore, pulled on asky blue shirt and trotted downgtairs,
carrying CDs of Bach, Miles Davis, Olivia Newton-John, and Greek folk songs, and abig fresh
pineapple, dl of which he had bought right after phoning her. He knocked on Amy’ sdoor.

“Oh, wow, you look—,” John began. Amy wasin a blue-and-white striped dress; her hair was swept
back and little blue trinkets dangled from her ears. Shelooked beautiful but aso unfamiliar. 1 like the
way you look,” he said.

“You' ve begun abeard!” she said, rubbing her palms against the stubble on hischeeks. “And | likeit,”
she added.

“What beard?’

John had forgotten to shave for the past five days. As hetold Amy while dicing up the pinespple, he had
been working steadily and had been forgetting everything ese. “I haven't spoken to anyone for aweek,”
he said. Hemade up for it by talking al through brunch, talking while he washed the dishesand Amy
wiped, was taking when they got into his car and drove al over and hedidn’t fal silent until they stepped
barefoot onto the beach at Half Moon Bay to watch the surfers. 1 used to know somebody who
surfed,” Amy said, looking away at the blurred horizon, squinting. “He sarea estate agent now,
beachfront property, and he'srich. | met him at agallery show last year. He drives ared Alfa Romeo.
Maybe you saw it in our parking space.”

John said no, he hadn’t seenit.

“Hegot so drunk | didn’'t dare let him drive back to Berkeley. He fell adeep on thefloor,” she said,
turning to John. “1 don’t see how you missed his car, ared AlfaRomeo. It was parked out back al
night.”

“Maybe | wasaway,” John said, looking off down the shoreline. “1 used to go away on weekends.”

They waked dong the beach and swapped stories about everything under the sun. When the sky turned
gray they got into his car and headed back home, arriving in Menlo Park asit beganto rain. Amy said
she had been rereading parts of Schrodinger: Life and Thought, especially the part where Schrodinger
works out his equations on quantum mechanics. “ The woman he was making lovetoisin those
equations,” Amy said. “Because this other physicist, Werner Heisenberg, had aready figured out how to
solve those problems in quantum mechanics. Heisenberg had away of arranging the numbersinto boxes,
an array, abig matrix, so that when you work the matrix you get the right answers. Then Schrodinger,
our Erwin Schrodinger, created his wave equations and solved the same problems. Schrédinger used a
more tactile pproach. He was that kind of man, tactile. He called Heisenberg’ s math repellent and ugly.



Everybody calls Schrodinger’ s equations beautiful .”

“Wel—,” John began.

“It' strue, isn't it?”

“The part about Heisenberg and Schrédinger and the equationsistrue, but about the woman—"

They had turned the corner into the flooded parking areaiin back of the apartment house and cometo a
stop. The rain was begting on the car, streaming down the windshield.

“Y es, she had Schrodinger’ s baby, agirl. And that girl grew up and had adaughter. And that
daughter—’

“Wow! How did you arrive at that?’

Shelaughed. “I’ ve been doing what you might cal agedanken experiment. I’ ve just been thinking things
through.”

John had turned to Amy and now he put his hand tentatively, gently to her cheek, hisfingers moving into
her hair. “I’ ve been thinking too,” hetold her hesitantly. “ About other things. Us.”

“Good. Schrodinger loved the things of thisworld, women especidly,” Amy said. Shewas dightly
flushed and her speech was beginning to race abit. “Heliked to see things and touch them, smell them,
taste them. He was that kind of man. But there are alot of other people like Heisenberg who don't care
about the physica side of things. They think the world isredly, finaly, when you get right down to it, an
abstraction.” Sheturned her face to meet John' skiss, and afterward said, “Heisenberg thought the world
could be reduced to abox full of numbers. In those days everybody was taking sides about this.”

“I hopewe re onthe same side,” he said, his hand moving beneath her arm.

“God, yes,” shesaid, diding her arm around his neck. “ There was this other physicist, Max Born, who
argued with Schrodinger, said the wave functions were only—Oh, God,” she said, speeding up.
“Probabilities of what might be there, said you could never picture what was actudly going on,” she
finishedinarush.

“I'mgoing crazy, Amy.”
“Metoo.”

The windows were getting foggy and it was cramped and uncomfortable in the car, so they dashed
through the rain to the house.
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Amy wasright about Schrodinger’ s equations and Helsenberg' s matrix. Schrodinger himself wrotea
paper (1926, Annaden der Physik 79, 734-56) about the relationship between hiswave equations and
Heisenberg' s matrix, showing that they produced the same results. But he believed theories should be
visudizable (Anschaulichkeit) and he loathed Helsenberg’ s quantum mechanics. In 1926, afew days after
Schradinger had published his fourth and find paper on wave mechanics, Max Born published a paper
assarting the statistical nature of Schrodinger’ s waves—the waves, he said, were unimaginable clouds of
probabilities. Of course, Schrodinger rejected that idea. For Erwin Schrodinger, everything he knew and
loved was graspable in thisworld, our world of space and time, our living world, as he demongtrated
during hisyearsin Irdland.



Asfor John' sthedis, it consisted of three papers on gravity, of which thefirst two were complete. Inthe
third paper he had arrived at a bothersome equation or, as his dissertation director pointed out, many
bothersome equations, and he was having a hard time figuring out what the equationsimplied. Unlike the
European physicists of 1926, John had not read much in the way of philosophy and had not speculated
on the relationship of mathematicsto the physica world that it might, or might not, represent. Now dl
sorts of questions distracted and fascinated him, and though they were old questions to Schrédinger and
Born, they were new to John Artopoul os. Indeed, these questions appeared to be at the opaque heart of
his dissertation and they seemed unanswerable. To put it another way, in the previous six months he used
up three reams of paper and hadn’t completed a single page. Of course, the past two weeks had been
different because now hisbrain, his body, everything wason fire.
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Wedon't know the details of what they did, Erwin Schrddinger and the woman he was with, during the
winter of 1925/26. The important thing isthat he came out from that snow-covered chalet with hiswave
equations. And we shouldn’t pry into what John and Amy did after they had dashed through the
downpour and into her flat. John probably spent most of hiswaking hours on his equations, some of his
timewith Amy, and acouple of hours playing handbal with his colleague Gino. Asfor Amy, most likely
shewaitressed at the Capri and spent her free time on anew mosaic. What' simportant isthat on
Sunday, April 18, 2004, Amy stepped out of ahot shower, wrapped herself in atowel
and—Hey'!'—there stood John in the open doorway, wisps of the steam cloud floating away to reved a
bottle of winein one hand and two glassesin the other. “1 finished it!” he announced.

“Wonderful! Fantagtic!” said Amy.

In the kitchen John set to work uncorking the bottle while Amy toweled her hair. Then they sat at the
table and he poured aglassfor her, aglassfor himsdf. “ Greek wine,” hetold her, smiling. He was more
unshaven than ever, his eyes puffy and red rimmed from lack of deep, but he was happy. “ Greeks have
been producing winefor thousands of years,” he said, lifting hisglass.

“Producing mathematicians and physicigts, too,” Amy said, smiling alittle, touching her glassto his. They
drank.

They talked about thisand that, trivid thingslike John's having enough time now to get his car radio
fixed. Actualy, Amy wasn't paying attention to the conversation because up to now she had been ableto
avoid thinking about where John might disappear to when he had finished his graduate studies. Now she
was thinking about it. John asked her how her new mosaic was coming aong. Amy said she' d show him
later. He said it felt good to be through being a student and that it would fedl even better to go to ared
job someplace. Amy felt her heart contract at the thought of hisleaving. She hestated along moment.
“Now what do you do?’ she asked him.

“| take ashower. Likeyou,” he said, standing up, laughing. “ A long, hot shower.” He pulled off his
T-shirt and padded barefoot down the hall toward the bathroom, tossing his shirt in the air, catching it,
snging. By the time John returned to the kitchen Amy had pulled on her cutoffs and afrayed jersey that
said Xanadu, and wasrrefilling their glasses. John lifted hisglassto hers, saying, “ Tell me about
Schrodinger’ swoman and show me your new mosaic.”

“I'll show you themasaic,” Amy said, touching her glassto his.
“What about the anonymous woman and her daughter and so on?’

“I'm sorry | ever said anything,” Amy told him. She hurriedly drained her glass and nearly choked, then
coughed. “Now you think I'm crazy or silly or just strange.” She coughed again, wiped her eyes and



looked at John hopelesdly.
“Tel meanyway,” hesad. “Please”

“| calculated that Erwin’s woman gave birth to ababy girl on September 9, 1926. | figure that about
twenty-five yearslater this daughter gave birth to adaughter, too, probably in England. That would be
Erwin’sgranddaughter, like OliviaNewton-John is Max Born' s granddaughter, also born in England.”

“OliviaNewton-John, the singer? The singer in Xanadu? She' sMax Born’ s granddaughter?’
“| thought everybody knew that.”
“Pleasego on,” said John.

“That woman, the granddaughter, probably gave birth about twenty-five years|ater to adaughter,
probably herein the United States,” she said, fearing that every word would drive him away.

“InCdifornia?
“InCdifornia, yes” shesad firmly. “ Probably.”
“Andyou are?’

Amy laughed. “ Amy Bellacqua, daughter of Vincent and Catherine Bellacqua, who isthe daughter of
CosmaFerraro from Morano, Italy, and no relation to Erwin Schrodinger.”

“How would we know if we found Schrodinger’ s great-granddaughter amid all these probabilities?’

“She' d be twenty-eight years old and have the Schrodinger equation tattooed on her butt,” she said
briskly. “Now let me show you the mosaic.”

They went into the front room, the one John loved to linger in, the air full of green leaves and tendrils, the
floor carpeted with trays of moss, uncurling ferns, pae celery-colored sprouts, the mosai ¢ tables bearing
potted plants, the pots themsel ves composed of shards from broken mosaics, the walls blazing with
mosaic designs. “Here,” she said, handing him atray-like tablet where adark background had imbedded
init aformulain white stones, like chalk on ablackboard. It was one of Schrédinger’ s wave equations.

“I copied it from Schrodinger: Life and Thought. | chose onel liked the shape of. Asakid | used to look
at the symbolsin my dad’ s math books. | loved the sgmas, the deltas, the stately integration signs,” she
told him. John gazed at the equation, murmuring“Yes,” and“Yes” and“Yes,” dl thewhile frowning.
“But thisfirst big symbol,” hesaid at lagt. “ The wave function.”

“The Greek letter ps,” sad Amy. “What’ swrong with it?’
“You' vemadeit look like—it looks like—"

“Like apitchfork, or atrident like the old man of the seacarries. It's pg, but | made the tale abit longer.
It' smore eegant,” shesaid.

“What are the chances that Schrédinger’ s unknown great-granddaughter hasiit tattooed on her
shoulder?’ he asked.
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Thethird part of John’s dissertation was published by the American Physical Society (2004, Phys. Rev.
Lett. 09, 18 65-88) and was cited with sufficient frequency to beincluded in an onlinelist of most



important papers. Amy’s mosaics were exhibited by the Stern-Whitehall gallery in San Francisco, ashow
that was favorably reviewed in Cdifornia Spectrum. Fred Marsh, hitherto unnamed, who drove the red
AlfaRomeo sports car and who was aready rich at thirty-five (beachfront property), was introduced to
Heidi Egret a agallery reception in Berkeley and two weeks later they were living together at his place.

The tattoo on Heidi’ s shoulder did—and till does—l ook like the Greek |etter ps, y, the symboal for the
wave function in Schrédinger’ s equations. The tattoo also looks like a pitchfork and like Poseidon’s
trident because, in fact, they dl look dike. So much for the tattoo. Asfor Heidi’ s great-grandmother and
whether she was the woman who spent fifteen or twenty dayswith Schrodinger in that snow-covered
chalet, that’ sfar lessclear. It'sasif nature had rigged the game so that the more precisaly we get to
know one part, the tattoo, the less certain we will be about the other, the great-grandmother. Indeed, in
1927 Heisenberg published a paper (Zeitschrift fur Physik 43, 172-98) neatly defining this problem
which has since become known as Heisenberg’ s uncertainty principle.

We know al we need to know about the tattoo. “It means I’ m afollower of Neptune, you know, the sea
god,” Heidi explained. “I used to do alot of surfing—Wadell Creek, Santa Cruz, placeslikethat.”

They were gitting in acafé in Berkeley—Heidi and Fred and John and Amy. It was aclear sunny day and
the view over the bay was spectacular.

“Does your mother have atattoo like that?’ John asked her.

“I don't remember any,” Heidi said. Her mother had died when Heidi was eight. Heidi’ sfather later
remarried but waskilled in afoggy car crash on Cdifornia Route 101 when Heidi was fourteen. She was
brought up by her stepmother, with whom she became quite close, but when Heidi was seventeen her
stepmother married again and Heidi ran off to alife on the beach, surfing. That’ swhen she got the tattoo.
“In SantaClara,” she added.

“I learn something new about her every day,” Fred said, smiling. He waswearing asilk jersey and alarge
expensive wristwatch and had his arm on the back of her chair.

“Soit'sjust atattoo of Neptune strident,” said Amy. “That'sal?’

“And agood luck charm,” Heidi told her. “It was engraved on aslver pendent that my grandmother gave
me, my mother’smother, but | lost it.”

“It won't get lost now,” Fred said, patting her shoulder.

The grandmother had come from Ireland to spend ayear with Heidi and her father right after Heldi’ s
mother died. “ And before she went back she gave me the pendent, her mother’s, | think,” Heidi said.
“She sburied someplacein Irdland. | don’t know where.”

Amy Bdlacquaand John Artopoul os married on September 18, 2004. Amy has been able to cut down
on her waitressing and now works almost full time on her mosaics, and John works as apostdoc. The
probabilities suggest they’ re living somewhere near Fermi Lab, around Batavia, Illinois. Or maybethey're
living in Cambridge and he' sworking with Arkani-Hamed at Harvard. But Amy and John are together,
that’ s certain.

GRAND MASTER AWARD

In addition to giving Nebula Awards each year, SFWA aso presents the Damon Knight Grand Master
Award to aliving author for alifetime of achievement in sciencefiction and/or fantasy. In accordance with
SFWA s bylaws, the incumbent president nominates a candidate, normaly after consulting with previous



presidents and the board of directors. The nomination is then voted upon by the SFWA’s officers.

Previous Grand Magters are Robert A. Heinlein (1974), Jack Williamson (1975), Clifford D. Simak
(1976), L. Sprague de Camp (1978), Fritz Leiber (1980), André Norton (1983), Sir Arthur C. Clarke
(1985), Isaac Asmov (1986), Alfred Bester (1987), Ray Bradbury (1988), Lester del Rey (1990),
Frederik Pohl (1992), Damon Knight (1994), A. E. van Vogt (1995), Jack Vance (1996), Poul
Anderson (1997), Hal Clement (Harry Stubbs) (1998), Brian W. Aldiss (1999), Philip José Farmer
(2000), UrsulaK. LeGuin (2002), Robert Silverberg (2003), Anne McCaffrey (2004), and Harlan
Ellison (2005).

The 2006 Grand Master went to James Gunn, who is not only one of the premier writersin thefield but a
pioneer in teaching sciencefiction a the university level and bringing the field to acceptance by the
academic community.

John Kessdl, himsdlf one of the field’ s best writers, gives well-deserved tribute to James Gunn.
JAMES GUNN, GRAND MASTER
JOHN KESSEL

| nthe history of science fiction, only one person has served as president of both SFWA, the international
organization of professond sciencefiction and fantasy writers, and SFRA (Science Fiction Research
Association), the organization of professond scholars and critics of science fiction. That person is James
Gunn.

| first met James Gunn when | showed up in his office a the Univergity of Kansasin August 1972, a
newly minted graduate student fresh from an e even-hundred-mile drive from upstate New Y ork. On that
firgt afternoon | foisted off on him my quite awful undergraduate honorsthesis on Samue Delany. Hewas
gracious and patient. | wasto comeinto hisofficealot of times over the next nineyearsasl, a aglacia
pace, pursued both aPh.D. in English and a career as an SF writer. He was always gracious and patient.

| had driven that eleven hundred miles because of James Gunn. | wanted to write science fiction, and
study literature. At that time, aside from Jack Williamson, he was just about the only working SF writer
who aso was aworking teacher and scholar in amgjor university. He taught one of the few US university
courses on the genre: his class Science Fiction and the Popular Media drew huge numbers of sudents,
sometimes more than one hundred a semester. Much of the structure of the class showsupin Gunn’'s
Pilgrim Award-winning history of the field, Alternate Worlds. Eventudly | became Gunn's graduate
assgtant in that course.

It was only over thetime| wasat KU that | cameto realize how his career represented, in some ways,
the main thread of the development of sciencefiction. Asaboy, he shook handswith H. G. Wells. Inthe
late 1940s he sold fiction to John W. Campbell and throughout the 1950s he was aregular in Horace
Gold's Gaaxy, becoming amainstay of the movement toward “ sociologica sciencefiction.” Hewas one
of the first people ever to study sciencefiction in the academy, writing amaster’ sthesis on SF, portions
of which were published in Dynamic Science Fiction in 1953. Hisfirst novel was a collaboration with
Jack Williamson that the New Y ork Times said read “like a collaboration between Asmov and
Heinlen.”

Over the last Sixty years he has published over one hundred short stories and twenty-six books, amnong
them The Joy Makers, The Immortals, The Listeners, and Kampus. The Immortals was adapted into a
movie and served asthebassof a TV series. In hisfiction Gunn brings aliterary sensibility to traditiona
SF materids. The Listeners pardlels a search for extraterrestria intelligence with the difficulty of



communication between human beings, redized movingly in the bresking relationship between ascientist
in charge of aproject listening for messages from space, and hiswife, waiting at home for some contact
with ahusband who is so caught up in the pressures of hiswork, and his desire for contact with aliens
who may or may not exist, that he is unable to touch her, or let her touch him.

In his career as historian, editor, and scholar, Jm Gunn has worked tirelesdy for the acceptance of
sciencefiction asalegitimate academic field of study. In the late 1960s and early 1970s hefilmed
interviews with and lectures by 1saac Asmov, Harlan Ellison, Damon Knight, John Brunner, Theodore
Sturgeon, John W. Campbell, Gordon Dickson, and Harry Harrison. In 1983 he received the Hugo
Award for his nonfiction book 1saac Asmov: The Foundations of Science Fiction. In 1992 he received
the Eaton Award for lifetime achievement as a sciencefiction scholar and critic. At Kansasin the 1970s
he started and ran the Intensive English Indtitute on the Teaching of Science Fiction. Thisgrew into the
Center for the Study of Science Fiction, which annualy administers and awards the Theodore Sturgeon
Memorial Award for short fiction and the John W. Campbell Award for best SF novel.

Hisfive-volume anthology The Road to Science Fiction isthe best historical anthology of SF ever put
together. Hisingtructiona book The Science of Science Fiction Writing isthe result of acareer’ sworth
of experiencein the classroom and in the practica world of publishing. It isasignificant addition to the
amdl shelf of works about SF writing from the indgde, and Gunn’s knowledge and craftmanship shinein

every page.

It isasawriting teacher and amentor that Jim Gunn means the most to me. No one knows more about
how science fiction is and has been done. Writers as notable as Pat Cadigan and Bradley Denton have
been his students, and | count it as one of my great honorsto have sat in his classrooms at the University
of Kansasback in the 1970s. | don’t write aword today thet is not influenced by histeaching.

While | worked for and with him he brought many writersto campus, giving me the opportunity to meet
Ben and Barbara Bova, Gordon Dickson, Brian Aldiss, Samud Delany, John Brunner, Fred Pohl,
Theodore Sturgeon, and, more than once, Harlan Ellison. He directed my M.A. thesis, acollection of SF
short stories. He served on the committee for my Ph.D. dissertation, another collection of SF stories.

Ourswas not dways an easy relationship. Jm pushed me to think more and emote less. He told me that
gtories are not written, they are rewritten. Coming out of the 1960s and the New Wave, | wanted to
reduce the differences between SF and mainstream writing. Jm insisted that the differences were vitd,
that to give them up wasto sl out SF sbirthright. Strangely, | was to hear the same arguments, dmost
word for word, from Bruce Sterling in 1985, and | have come to understand and appreciate
them—though I’'m afraid, Jm, we are never going to come to ameeting of the minds over the virtues of
Tom Godwin's*The Cold Equations.”

His office door was always open. When | came by, | would often interrupt him writing on hisred IBM
Sdlectric typewriter. He would turn around and give me, patiently, whatever time | needed, then calmly
go back to work. We would argue about the nature of plotting, about character identification, about the
triumphant Campbellian vision of the future of the human race. Looking back onit, | cringeto think of
how much trivial brought to him, when he had so much work to do. | know today how hard it isto get
writing done and be afull-time academic. He did it, ssemingly effortlesdy.

Through al this, he never blew his own horn. He became, and is till, my role model. | wanted hisjob,
and in someways, | got it. | only hopethat | treat the students who come into my office at North
Carolina State with the respect that he gave me, long before anyone could ever have known that | might
eanit.

On anumber of occasions heinvited meinto hishome, on the west side of Lawrence, a that time very



much the edge of town. Outside his back door was a prairie with horses wandering around it. Sometimes
they would come to the wire fence and stick their heads over into his backyard.

| imagine those horses are long gone.

Lots of things are gone. Barry Malzberg once commented on a photo that appears on page 193 of
Gunn’s Alternate Worlds, of abanquet table at the 1955 Worldcon in Cleveland. Seated at thetable are
Mildred Clingerman, Mark Clifton, Judith Merril, Frank Riley and family, and Jm Gunn, looking as
young, dapper, and handsome as Kevin McCarthy from Invasion of the Body Snatchers.

All gone now, but Im. His has been alife devoted to science fiction. He may not tell you what it has
meant to him, but | just needed to tell you what he has meant to me.

Congratulations, Jm, and thanks.

THE LISTENERS
JAMES GUNN

As representative of the fiction that won him the 2007 Grand Master Award, James Gunn has selected
hisnovelette“ The Listeners.” Thiswork served as the opening chapter in hislater novel of the same
name, abook that was praised by Paul Shuck, president of the SETI League thudy: “ The Listeners has
donemorefor SETI [the Search for Extraterrestrid Intelligence] than anything el se ever published.”

Jm Gunn explainsthe genessof “TheLigeners’:

After adecade when there never had been aday when | wasn't working on some story or nove, |
accepted aposition asthe first adminidrative assstant to the chancellor for university relations at the
Univergty of Kansas. Those were the turbulent 1960s, and between learning my job and trying to explain
student unrest to the various university publics, | had no time for writing. The Joy Makers, The
Immortas, and Future Imperfect were published between 1961 and 1964, but they had been writtenin
the 1950s.

By the middle of the 1960s | was fedling serious withdrawal symptoms, and | resolved to take the
month’ s paid vacation that | was due. | prepared for that month—August after the end of the summer
session and before the beginning of the fal semester—for months ahead so that when the time came |
wouldn't haveto think or do research; | could sit down and write. Beginning in 1966, | wrote the second
and third novellas that completed The Burning (and published them in If and Galaxy), the second chapter
of what later became Kampus, and the novelette| called “ The Listeners.”

“The Listeners’ wasinspired by Walter Sullivan’sWe Are Not Alone. Sullivan was the long-time science
editor of the New Y ork Times. He had attended a semina conference of scientistsin Washington, DC,
aong with many of the people who were being attracted to the idea of listening for messages from the
sars—what now iscaled SETI, the Search for Extraterrestrid Intelligence—including Frank Drake and
Carl Sagan. His book described the fascination people have displayed over the centuries about the
possibility of life on other worlds, and various proposals for communicating with aiens. The availability of
radio tel escopes had led to recent discussions among such scientists as Guiseppe Cocconi and Philip
Morrison about the possibility of picking up sgndsfrom space, and Cocconi had written aletter to Sir
Bernard Lovell proposing that some time on the Jodrell Bank radio telescope be devoted to a search for
sgnasfrom space.

Sullivan’ sbook was fascinating, and included agood ded of materid that later found itsway into my



novel, but what stimulated my writer’ singtinct was the concept of a project that might have to be pursued
for acentury without results. What kind of need would produce that kind of dedication, | pondered, and
what kind of peoplewould it enlis—and haveto enlist if it were to continue? | wrote“ The Listeners,”
which in the nove isthe chapter caled “Robert MacDonad.” My then literary agent thought it was
overwritten for its audience, had too many foreign-language quotations, and anyway, he wrote, | should
make my hero ayoung man fighting againgt the tyranny of tired old men. Another agent didn’t carefor it
enough to take me on asaclient, but when Galaxy announced that it was going back to monthly
publication (and, | realized, would need more materid) | sent it to Fred Pohl and he wrote back saying
that he'd be happy to publishit if I'd include trand ations of the foreign-language quotes. The following
year Donald Wollheim included it in hisWorld' s Best Science Fiction anthology.

In the next few years (I was working on other projects aswell), | wrote five more chapters and saw al
but the final chapter published in Fantasy & Science Fiction and Galaxy. Meanwhile Charles Scribner’s
Sons had decided to devel op a science fiction line under editor Norbert Slepyan, and one of the novels
he signed up was The Listeners. He asked me onceif | was going to add anything to the six chaptersand
| said | was planning on broadening the perspective to include some of the materias that were being
gathered by the computer to aid in itsrecognition (and trandation) of alien communications, aswell asthe
beginnings of artificid intelligence (observant readers may wetch it happen).

The novel was published in hardcover in 1972 as“anove” (not ascience fiction novel). The sameyear it
became a sdlection of the Science Fiction Book Club. The following year it was published by Signet
Books and a decade later it was reprinted by Del Rey Books. It has been trandated into Italian, German,
Polish, Japanese, and Chinese. Three decades have passed since the novel was published, and more than
afourth of the century-long project. SETI projects on both coasts are ill hard at work, trying to pick up
messages from the stars, and they continue—without positive results. If the novel has any clamsto vision,
itsingght may be found inits evauation of human desire and persistencein the face of continuing
discouragement. But we are gpproaching the period when the nove begins, and maybe the sgnd we dll
have been awaiting—that we are not a one—will soon be received.

Ifitis, if our search isrewarded, maybe The Listenerswill have played apart init, and the book that
gtarted in 1966 in ahot August deeping porch, in acollege town in eastern Kansas, will have made a
difference. After al, one of the SETI project directors told me recently that The Listeners had done more
to turn people on to the search than any other book. My thanks go to Walter Sullivan’s We Are Not
Alone. | hopethetitleisright.

THE LISTENERS

JAMES GUNN
T he voices babbled.

MacDonad heard them and knew that there was meaning in them, that they were trying to communicate
and that he could understand them and respond to them if he could only concentrate on what they were
saying, but he couldn’t bring himself to make the effort.

“Back behind everything, lurking like asilent shadow behind the closed door, isthe question we can
never answer except pogitively: Isthere anybody there?’

That was Bob Adams, eterndly the devil’ s advocate, looking queruloudy at the others around the
conference table. His round face was swesting, athough the mahogany-panel ed room was coal.

Saunders puffed hard on his pipe. “But that’ strue of dl science. Theimage of the scientist diminating al



negative possihilitiesisridiculous. Can't be done. So he goes ahead on faith and tatistica probability.”

MacDonald watched the smoke rise above Saunders head in clouds and wisps until it wavered in the
draft from the air duct, thinned out, disappeared. He could not seeiit, but the odor reached his nogtrils. It
was an aromatic blend easily distinguishable from the flatter smell of the cigarettes being smoked by
Adams and some of the others.

Waan't thistheir task? MacDonald wondered. To detect the thin smoke of life that drifts through the
universe, to separate one trace from another, molecule by molecule, and then force them to reverse their
entropic pathsinto their ordered and meaningful origind form.

All theking’' shorses, and dl theking' smen...Lifeitsdf isimpossible, he thought, but men exist by
reversing entropy.

Down the long table cluttered with overflowing ash trays and coffee cups and doodled scratch pads,
Olsen said, “We dways knew it would be along search. Not years but centuries. The computers must
have sufficient data, and that means bits of information gpproximating the number of moleculesin the
universe. Let’snot chicken out now.”

“If seven maidswith seven mops
Swept it for haf ayear,

Do you suppose,” the Warus said,
“That they could get it clear?”’

“...Ridiculous,” someone was saying, and then Adams brokein. “It’s easy for you to talk about centuries
when you' ve been here only three years. Wait until you've been at it for ten years, like | have. Or Mac
here who has been on the Project for twenty years and head of it for fifteen.”

“What' sthe use of arguing about something we can't know anything about?’ Sonnenborn said
reasonably. “We have to base our position on probabilities. Shklovskii and Sagan estimated that there
are more than one thousand million habitable planetsin our galaxy aone. Von Hoerner estimated that one
in three million have advanced societiesin orbit around them; Sagan said one in one hundred thousand.
Either way it's good odds that there’ s somebody there—three hundred or ten thousand in our segment of
the universe. Our job isto listen in the right place or in theright way or understand what we hear.”

Adamsturned to MacDonad. “What do you say, Mac?’

“| say these basic discussions are good for us,” MacDonad said mildly, “and we need to keep reminding
ourselveswhat it iswe redoing, or we'll get swallowed in aquicksand of data. | also say that it' stime
now to get down to the business a hand—what observations do we make tonight and the rest of the
week before our next staff meeting?’

Saunders began, “1 think we should make amethodical sweep of the entire galactic lens, listening on dll
wavdengths—"

“We ve done that ahundred times,” said Sonnenborn.
“Not with my new filter—’

“Tau Cdi dill isthemost likdy,” said Olsen. “Let’ sredly giveit ahearing—"



MacDonad heard Adams grumbling, half to himsdf, “If thereis anybody, and they aretrying to
communicate, some amateur isgoing to pick it up on his ham s&t, decipher it on his James Bond
coderule, and leave us Sitting here on one hundred million dollars of equipment with egg al over our
faces—’

“And don't forget,” MacDonad said, “tomorrow is Saturday night and Mariaand | will be expecting you
al a our place a eight for the customary beer and bull. Those who have moreto say can saveit for
then.”

MacDonald did not fedl asjovid as hetried to sound. He did not know whether he could stand another
Saturday night session of drink and discussion and dissension about the Project. Thiswas one of hislow
periods when everything seemed to pile up on top of him, and he could not get out from under, or tell

anybody how he felt. No matter how he felt, the Saturday nights were good for the morale of the others.

Pues no es posible que esté continuo € arco armado ni la condicidn y flaqueza humana se pueda sustenar
snadgunalicitarecreacion.

Within the Project, morale was aways a problem. Besides, it was good for Maria. She did not get out
enough. She needed to see people. And then...

And then maybe Adams was right. Maybe nobody was there. Maybe nobody was sending signas
because there was nobody to send signals. Maybe man was donein the universe. Alone with God. Or
aonewith himsdlf, whichever wasworse.

Maybe al the money was being wasted, and the effort, and the preparation—all the intelligence and
education and ideas being drained away into an endlesdy empty cavern.

Habe nun, ach! Philosophie,

Juriserel und Medizin,

Und leider auch Theologie

Durchaus sudiert, mit heissem Bemuhn.
Dagteh’ ich nun, ich armer Tor!

Und bin so klug dswie zuvor;

Heisse Magigter, heisse Doktor gar,
Und ziehe schon an die zehen Jahr
Herauf, herab und quer und krumm
Meine Schuler an der Nase herum—
Und sehe, dasswir nichts wissen konnen

Poor fool. Why me? MacDonald thought. Could not some other |ead them better, not by the nose but by
his red wisdom? Perhaps al he was good for was the Saturday night parties. Perhapsit wastimefor a
change.

He shook himsdif. It was the endless waiting that wore him down, the waiting for something that did not
happen, and the Congressiona hearings were coming up again. What could he say that he had not said



before? How could he justify a project that already had gone on for nearly fifty years without results and
might go on for centuries more?

“Gentlemen,” he said briskly, “to our listening podts.”

By thetime he had settled himsdlf a his disordered desk, Lily was standing beside him.

“Here slast night's computer andlys's,” she said, putting down in front of him athin folder. “Reynolds
saysthere’ s nothing there, but you aways want to see it anyway. Here sthe transcription of last year's
Congressiond hearings.” A thick binder went on top of the folder. “ The correspondence and the actua
gppropriation measure are in another fileif you want them.”

MacDonad shook his head.

“There saform letter from NASA establishing the ground rulesfor thisyear’ s budget and a persona
letter from Ted Wartinian saying that conditions are redlly tight and some cutslook inevitable. In fact, he
saysthere saposshility the Project might be scrubbed.”

Lily glanced a him. “Not achance,” MacDonad said confidently.

“There safew applications for employment. Not as many aswe used to get. The letters from school
children | answered mysdlf. And there' sthe usua nut |etters from people who' ve been receiving
messages from outer space, and from onewho’shad aridein aUFO. That' swhat he called it—not a
saucer or anything. A feature writer wantsto interview you and some others for an article on the Project.
| think he/ swith us. And another one who sounds asif he wantsto do an expose.”

MacDonad listened patiently. Lily was awonder. She could handle everything in the office aswell ashe
could. Infact, things might run smoother if he were not around to take up her time.

“They’ ve both sent some questions for you to answer. And Joe wantsto talk to you.”
“\m?!
“One of thejanitors.”

“What does hewant?” They couldn’t afford to lose ajanitor. Good janitors were harder to find than
astronomers, harder even than eectronicians.

“Hesayshe hasto talk to you, but I’ ve heard from some of the lunchroom staff that he' s been
complaining about getting messages on his—on his—’

“yes?
“Onhisfasetesth.”

MacDonad sghed. “ Pacify him somehow, will you, Lily?If | talk to him we might lose ajanitor.”
“I'll do my best. And Mrs. MacDonad cdled. Said it wasn't important and you needn’t call back.”
“Cdl her,” MacDondd said. “And, Lily—you’ re coming to the party tomorrow night, aren’t you?”
“What would | be doing at aparty with dl the brains?’



“We want you to come. Mariaasked particularly. It isn't al shop talk, you know. And there are never
enough women. Y ou might drikeit off with one of the young bachelors.”

“At my age, Mr. MacDonald? Y ou're just trying to get rid of me.”
“Never.”
“I'll get Mrs. MacDonald.” Lily turned at the door. “1'll think about the party.”

MacDonad shuffled through the papers. Down at the bottom was the only one he was interested in—the
computer analysis of last night’ slistening. But he kept it there, on the bottom, as areward for going
through the others. Ted wasredlly worried. Move over, Ted. And then the writers. He supposed he
would have to work them in somehow. At least it was part of the fallout to locating the Project in Puerto
Rico. Nobody just dropped in. And the questions. Two of them caught his attention.

How did you come to be named Project Director? That was the friendly one. What are your
qudificationsto be Director? That was the other. How would he answer them? Could he answer them at
al?

Findly he reached the computer analysis, and it was just like those for the rest of the week, and the week
before that, and the months and the years before that. No significant correations. Noise. There were a
few peaks of reception—at the twenty-one-centimeter line, for instance—but these were merely
concentrated noise. Radiating clouds of hydrogen, asthe Little Ear functioned like an ordinary radio
telescope.

At least the Project showed some results. It was feeding star survey data tapesinto the international poal.
Falout. Of aprocess that had no other product except negatives.

Maybe the equipment was't sendtive enough. Maybe. They could beef it up some more. At least it
might be a successful ploy with the Committee, some progressto present, if only in the hardware. Y ou
don’t stand still. Y ou spend more money or they cut you back—or off.

Note: Saunders—plansto increase sengtivity.

Mayhbe the equipment wasn't discriminating enough. But they had used up a generation of ingenuity
canceling out background noise, and in its occasionda checksthe Big Ear indicated that they were doing
adequately on terrestrial noise, at least.

Note: Adams—new discrimination gimmick.

Maybe the computer wasn't recognizing asignal when it had onefed into it. Perhapsit wasn't
sophisticated enough to perceive certain subtle relationships. ... And yet sophisticated codes had been
broken in seconds. And the Project was asking it to distinguish only where asignd existed, whether the
reception was random noise or had some element of the unrandom. At thisleve it wasn't even being
asked to note the influence of consciousness.

Note: ask computer—isit missing something? Ridiculous? Ask Olsen.

Maybe they shouldn’t be searching the radio spectrum at al. Maybe radio was a peculiarity of man’s
civilization. Maybe others had never had it or had passed it by and now had more sophisticated means of
communication. Lasers, for ingtance. Telepathy, or what might passfor it with man. Maybe gammarays,
as Morrison suggested years before Ozma.

Widl, maybe. But if it were so, somebody else would haveto listen for those. He had neither the



equipment nor the background nor the working lifetime | eft to tackle something new.
And maybe Adamswasright.

He buzzed Lily. “Have you reached Mrs. MacDonad d?’

“The telephone hasn't answered—"

Unreasoned panic...

“—Oh, here sheisnow, Mr. MacDonald, Mrs. MacDonald.”

“Héllo, darling, | was darmed when you didn’t answer.”

That had been foolish, he thought, and even more foolish to mentionit.

Her voice was deepy. “| must have been dozing.” Even drowsy, it was an exciting voice, gentle, alittle
husky, that speeded MacDonad' s pulse. “What did you want?’

“You caled me” MacDondd said.

“Did 1?1'veforgotten.”

“Glad you'reregting. You didn’'t degp well last night.”

“I took some pills.”

“How many?

“Jugt the two you left out.”

“Good girl. I'll seeyou in acouple of hours. Go back to deep. Sorry | woke you.”

But her voice wasn't deepy anymore. “Y ou won't have to go back tonight, will you? We |l havethe
evening together?’

“WEl see” he promised.

But he knew he would haveto return.

MacDonald paused outside the long, low concrete building that housed the offices and laboratories and
computers. It wastwilight. The sun had descended below the green hills, but orange and purpling wisps
of cirrustrailed down the western sky.

Between MacDonald and the sky was agiant dish held aloft by skeletal metal fingers—held high asif to
catch the stardust that drifted down at night from the Milky Way.

Go and catch afdling g,
Get with child amandrake root,
Tell mewheredl past yearsare,

Or who cleft the Devil’ sfoot;



Teach meto hear mermaids Singing,
Or to keep off envy’ s<tinging,
Andfind

What wind

Servesto advance an honest mind.

Then the dish began to turn, noisdesdy, incredibly, and to tip. And it was not adish anymore but an ear,
alistening ear cupped by the surrounding hillsto overhear the whispering universe.

Perhapsthiswas what kept them at their jobs, MacDonad thought. In spite of all disgppointments, in
spite of dl vain efforts, perhapsit was this massive machinery, as sengtive astheir fingertips, that kept
them struggling with the unfathomable. When they grew weary at their eectronic listening posts, when
their eyes grew dim with looking at unrevealing dias and studying uneventful graphs, they could step
outsdetheir concrete cells and renew their dull spiritsin communion with the giant mechanism they
commanded, the sllent, senaing insrument in which the smallest packets of energy, the smallest waves of
matter, were detected in their headlong, eternal flight across the universe. It was the stethoscope with
which they took the pulse of the dl and noted the birth and desth of stars, the probe with which, hereon
an inggnificant planet of an undigtinguished star on the edge of its galaxy, they explored theinfinite.

Or perhapsit was not just the redlity but the imagery, like poetry, that soothed their doubting souls, the
bowl! held up to catch Donne sfalling star, the ear cocked to hear the shout from the other side of the
universe that faded to an indistinguishable murmur by the time it reached them. And one thousand miles
above them was the giant, five-mile-in-diameter network, the largest radio telescope ever built, that men
had cast into the heavensto catch the stars.

If they had the Big Ear for more than an occasiona reference check, MacDona d thought practicaly, then
they might get some results. But he knew the radio astronomers would never relinquish timeto the
frivolity of listening for sgnalsthat never came. It was only because of the Big Ear that the Project had
inherited the Little Ear. There had been talk recently about alarger net, twenty milesin diameter. Perhaps
when it was done, if it were done, the Project might inherit time on the Big Ear.

If they could endure until then, MacDonad thought, if they could steer their fragile vessdl of faith between
the Scylla of self-doubt and the Charybdis of Congressional appropriations.

Theimageswere not al favorable. There were othersthat went boomp in the night. There wastheimage,
for ingtance, of man ligtening, listening, lisening to the silent sars, ligtening for an eternity, listening for
sgnasthat would never come, because—the ultimate horror—man was alonein the universe, acosmic
accident of sdf-awarenessthat needed and would never receive the comfort of companionship. To be
aone, to bedl done, would be like being dl alone on earth, with no oneto tak to, ever—like being
aoneinsde abone prison, with no way to get out, no way to communicate with anyone outside, no way
to know if anyonewasoutside. ...

Perhapsthat, in the end, was what kept them going—to stave off the terrors of the night. While they
listened there was hope; to give up now would be to admit final defest. Some said they should never
have started; then they never would have the problem of surrender. Some of the new religions said that.
The Solitarians, for one. There isnobody there; we are the one, the only created intelligencein the
universe. Let usglory in our uniqueness. But the older religions encouraged the Project to continue. Why
would God have created the myriads of other stars and other planetsif He had not intended them for
living creatures; why should man only be created in Hisimage? Let usfind out, they said. Let us



communicate with them. What revelations have they had? What saviors have redeemed them?

These are the words which | spake unto you, while | was yet with you, that al things must be fulfilled,
which werewritten in the law of Maoses, and in the prophets, and in the psalms, concerning me.... Thusit
iswritten, and thusit behooved Christ to suffer, and to rise from the dead the third day: and that
repentance and remission of sins should be preached in his name among al nations, beginning at
Jerusalem. And we are witnesses of these things.

And, behold, | send the promise of my Father upon you: but tarry yein the city of Jerusalem, until ye be
endued with power from on high.

Dusk had turned to night. The sky had turned to black. The stars had been born again. The listening had
begun. MacDonad made hisway to his car in the parking lot behind the building, coasted until he was
behind the hill, and turned on the motor for the long drive home.

The haciendawas dark. It had that empty fedling about it that MacDonald knew so well, thefeding it had
for him when Mariawent to vigit friendsin Mexico City. But it was not empty now. Mariawas here.

He opened the door and flicked on the hdl light. “Maria?’ He walked down thetiled hal, not too fa,
not too sow.

“¢Querida?’ Heturned on the living room light as he passed. He continued down the hdll, past the dining
room, the guest room, the study, the kitchen. He reached the dark doorway to the bedroom. “Maria
Chavez?

He turned on the bedroom light, low. She was adeep, her face peaceful, her dark hair scattered across
the pillow. Shelay on her Sde, her legs drawn up under the covers.

Men che dramma
Di sangue m’ e rimaso, che no tremi;
Conosco i segni ddll’ anticafiamma.

MacDonald looked down at her, comparing her features one by one with those he had fixed in his
memory.

Even now, with those dark, expressive eyes closed, she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.
What gloriesthey had known! He renewed his spirit in the warmth of his remembrances, recalling
momentswith loving detalls.

C estce dequoy ' ay le plus de peur que la peur.

He sat down upon the edge of the bed and leaned over to kiss her upon the cheek and then upon her
upthrust shoulder where the gown had dipped down. She did not waken. He shook her shoulder gently.
“Maria” Sheturned upon her back, straightening. She sighed, and her eyes came open, staring blankly.
“ItisRobby,” MacDonad said, dropping unconscioudy into afaint brogue.

Her eyescamedive and her lips smiled deepily. “Robby. Y ou' re home.”

“Yoteamo,” he murmured, and kissed her. As he pulled himsdf away, he said, “I’ll start dinner. Wake
up and get dressed. I'll seeyou in half an hour. Or sooner.”



“Sooner,” shesad.

He turned and went to the kitchen. There was romaine |ettuce in the refrigerator, and as he rummaged
further, somethin dices of ved. He prepared Caesar sdlad and ved scaop-pine, doing it al quickly,
expertly. Heliked to cook. The sdlad was ready, and the lemon juice, tarragon, white wine, and aminute
later, the beef bouillon had been added to the browned veal when Maria appeared.

She stood in the doorway, dim, lithe, lovely, and sniffed the air. “1 smell something ddlicious.”

It was ajoke. When Maria cooked, she cooked Mexican, something peppery that burned al the way
into the stomach and lay there like a banked furnace. When MacDonad cooked, it was something
exotic—French, perhaps, or Italian, or Chinese. But whoever cooked, the other had to appreciateit or
take over al the cooking for aweek.

MacDondd filled their wine glasses. “ A latres-bonne, alatrés-belle” he said, “qui fait majoie et ma
sante”

“TotheProject,” Mariasaid. “May there be asignal received tonight.”

MacDonald shook his head. One should not mention what one desires too much. “Tonight thereisonly
lJSI”

Afterward there were only the two of them, as there had been now for twenty years. And she was as
aive and as urgent, asfilled with love and laughter, as when they first had been together.

At last the urgency was replaced by avast ease and contentment in which for atime the thought of the
Project faded into something remote which one day he would return to and finish. “Maria,” he said.

[13 Robby?)
“Y o te amo, corazén.”
“Y o teamo, Robby.”

Gradualy then, as he waited beside her for her breathing to dow, the Project returned. When he thought
she was adeep, he got up and began to dressin the dark.

“Robby?’ Her voice was awake and frightened.
“¢Querida?’

“You aregoing agan?’

“| didn’t want to wake you.”

“Do you haveto go?’

“It' smy job.”

“Jugt thisonce. Stay with metonight.”

He turned on thelight. In the dimness he could see that her face was concerned but not hysterical. “ Rast
ich, sorost ich. Besides, | would fed ashamed.”

“| understand. Go, then. Come home soon.”



He put out two pills on the little shelf in the bathroom and put the others away again.

The headquarters building was busiest at night when the radio noise of the sun wasleast and listening to
the stars was best. Girls bustled down the hallswith coffee pots, and men stood near the water fountain,
taking earnedly.

MacDonald went into the control room. Adams was at the control panel; Montaleone was the technician.
Adams|ooked up, pointed to his earphones with agesture of futility, and shrugged. MacDonad nodded
at him, nodded at Montaleone, and glanced at the graph. It looked random to him.

Adams|eaned past him to point out a couple of peaks. “ These might be something.” He had removed the
earphones.

“Odds,” MacDonad said.
“Suppose you ' reright. The computer hasn't sounded any dlarms.”

“After afew years of looking at these things, you get thefed of them. Y ou beginto think likea
computer.”

“Or you get oppressed by failure.”
“Ther€ sthat.”

The room was shiny and efficient, glassand meta and plagtic, dl smooth and sterile; and it smelled like
electricity. MacDonad knew that eectricity had no smell, but that was the way he thought of it. Perhaps
it was the ozone that smelled or warm insulation or oil. Whatever it was, it wasn't worth the time to find
out, and MacDondd didn’t redly want to know. Hewould rather think of it asthe smell of dectricity.
Perhapsthat waswhy hewas afalureasascientist. “A scientist isaman who wantsto know why,” his
teachers aways had told him.

MacDondd leaned over the control pand and flicked aswitch. A thin, hissng noisefilled the room. It
was something like air escgping from an inner tube—a susurration of surreptitious sbilantsfrom
subterranean sessions of seething serpents.

He turned aknob and the sound became what someone—Tennyson—had called “the murmuring of
innumerable bees.” Again, and it became Matthew Arnold's

...mdancholy, long withdrawing roar
Retreating, to the breath

Of the night wind, down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of the world.

He turned the knob once more, and the sound was a babble of distant voices, some shouting, some
screaming, some conversing camly, some whispering—all of them trying beyond desperation to
communicate, and everything just below thelevd of inteligibility. If he closed his eyes, MacDonad could
amost seetheir faces, pressed againgt adistant screen, distorted with the awful effort to make themselves
heard and understood.

But they dl ingsted on speaking a once. MacDonad wanted to shout at them. * Silence, everybody! All



but you—there, with the purple antenna. One at atime and we' ll lisgento dl of you if it takes a hundred
yearsor ahundred lifetimes.”

“Sometimes,” Adamssaid, “I think it was amistake to put in the speaker system. Y ou begin to
anthropomorphize. After awhile you begin to hear things. Sometimes you even get messages. | don't
listen to the voices anymore. | used to wake up in the night with someone whispering to me. | wasjust on
the verge of getting the message that would solve everything, and | would wake up.” He flicked off the
switch.

“Maybe somebody will get the message,” MacDondd said. “ That’ swhat the audio frequency trandation
isintended to do. To keep the attention focused. It can mesmerize and it can torment, but these are the
conditions out of which spring ingpiration.”

“Also madness,” Adams said. “ Y ou’ ve got to be able to continue.”
“Yes.” MacDonald picked up the earphones Adams had put down and held one of them to his ear.

“Tico-tico, tico-tico,” it sang. “They’relistening in Puerto Rico. Listening for words that never come.
Tico-tico, tico-tico. They'relistening in Puerto Rico. Can it be the stars are stricken dumb?’

MacDonad put the earphones down and smiled. “Maybe there' sinspiration in that, too.”

“At leadt it takesmy mind off the futility.”

“Maybe off the job, too? Do you realy want to find anyone out there?’

“Why esewould | be here? But there are times when | wonder if we would be better off not knowing.”
“Weadl think that sometimes” MacDonald said.

In his office he attacked the stack of papers and |etters again. When he had worked hisway to the
bottom, he sighed and got up, stretching. He wondered if he would fedl better, lessfrustrated, less
uncertain, if he were working on the Problem instead of just working so somebody else could work on
the Problem. But somebody had to do it. Somebody had to keep the Project going, personnel coming in,
fundsin the bank, bills paid, feathers smoothed.

Maybe it was more important that he do dl the dirty little work in the office. Of course it was routine. Of
course Lily could do it aswell as he. But it wasimportant that he do it, that there be somebody in charge
who believed in the Project—or who never let his doubts be known.

Likethe Little Ear, he was a symbol—and it is by symbols men live—or refuseto let their despair
overwhelm them.

Thejanitor waswaiting for himin the outer office.
“Can | seeyou, Mr. MacDonad?’ the janitor said.
“Of course, Joe,” MacDonald said, locking the door of his office carefully behind him. “What isit?’

“It' smy teeth, Sr.” The old man got to hisfeet and with adeft movement of histongue and mouth
dropped histeeth into his hand.

MacDonad stared at them with atwinge of revulsion. There was nothing wrong with them. They werea
carefully constructed pair of false teeth, but they looked too real. MacDonald ways had shuddered
away from those things which seemed to be what they were not, asif there were some treachery in them.



“They tak to me, Mr. MacDonad,” the janitor mumbled, staring at the teeth in his hand with what
seemed like suspicion. “In the glass beside my bed at night, they whisper to me. About thingsfar off, like.
Messageslike”

MacDondd stared at the janitor. It was astrange word for the old man to use, and hard to say without
teeth. Still, the word had been “messages.” But why should it be strange? He could have picked it up
around the offices or the |aboratories. It would be odd, indeed, if he had not picked up something about
what was going on. Of course: messages.

“I’ve heard of that sort of thing happening,” MacDonald said. “ Fase teeth accidentally constructed into a
kind of crystd set, that pick up radio waves. Particularly near a powerful station. And we have alot of
dray frequenciesfloating around, what with the antennas and dl. Tell you what, Joe. We Il make an
gppointment with the Project dentist to fix your teeth so that they don’t bother you. Any smdll dteration
should doiit.”

“Thank you, Mr. MacDonald,” the old man said. Hefitted his teeth back into his mouth. “Y ou’ re agreet
man, Mr. MacDonald.”

MacDonad drove the ten dark milesto the haciendawith avague feding of unease, asif he had done
something during the day or left something undone that should have been otherwise.

But the house was dark when he drove up in front, not empty-dark asit had seemed to him afew hours
before, but friendly-dark. Mariawas adeep, breathing peacefully.

The house was brilliant with lighted windows that cast long fingersinto the night, probing the dark hills,
and the sound of many voices stirred echoes until the countryside itself seemed dive.

“Comein, Lily,” MacDonad said at the door, and was reminded of awinter scenewhen aLily had met
the gentlemen at the door and helped them off with their overcoats. But that was another Lily and another
occasion and another place and somebody else’ simagination. “1’m glad you decided to come.”

He had a.can of beer in hishand, and he waved it in the generd direction of the mgjor center of
noisemaking. “ There' s beer in the living room and something more potent in the study—2190-proof grain
acohoal, to be precise. Be careful with that. It will sneak up on you. But—nunc est bibendum!”

“Where sMrs. MacDonald?’ Lily asked.

“Back there, somewhere.” MacDonad waved again. “ The men, and afew brave women, arein the
study. Thewomen, and afew brave men, arein theliving room. The kitchen is common territory. Take
your choice”

“I redlly shouldn’'t have come,” Lily said. | offered to spell Mr. Saundersin the control room, but he said
| hadn’t been checked out. It isn't asif the computer couldn’t handleit al done, and | know enough to

cal somebody if anything unexpected should happen.”

“Shdl | tell you something, Lily?" MacDonald said. “The computer could do it done. And you and the
computer could do it better than any of us, including me. But if the men ever fed that they are
unnecessary, they would fed more usdessthan ever. They would give up. And they mustn’t do that.”

“Oh, Mac!” Lily sdid.

“They mustn't do that. Because one of them is going to come up with theinspiration that solvesit al. Not



me. One of them. We' |l send somebody to relieve Charley before the evening isover.”
Wer immer strebens sich bemint,

Den konnen wir erl6sen.

Lily sighed. “Okay, boss.”

“And enjoy yoursdf!”

“Okay, boss, okay.”

“Find aman, Lily,” MacDonad muttered. And then he, too, turned toward the living room, for Lily had
been the last who might come.

Helistened for amoment at the doorway, spping dowly from the warming can.
“—work more on gammarays—"’

“Who' s got the money to build a generator? Since nobody’ s built one yet, we don’t even know what it
might cost.”

“—gamma-ray sources should be amillion times more rare than radio sources at twenty-one
centimeters—"

“That’ swhat Cocconi said nearly fifty years ago. The same arguments. Always the same arguments.”
“If they’ reright, they'reright.”

“But the hydrogen-emission lineis so uniquely logica . AsMorrison said to Cocconi—and Cocconi, if
you remember, agreed—it represents alogica, prearranged rendezvous point. ‘A unigue, objective
standard of frequency, which must be known to every observer of the universe,” wasthe way they put
it”

“—but the noise level—"

MacDonad smiled and moved on to the kitchen for a cold can of beer.
“—Bracewdl’ s automated messengers 7’ avoice asked queruloudly.

“What about them?”

“Why aren’'t we looking for them?’

“The point of Bracewd |’ s messengersisthat they make themsalves known to usl”
“Maybe there' s something wrong with ours. After afew million yearsin orbit—"
“—|aser beams make more sense.”

“And get logt in dl that ar shine?’

“As Schwartz and Townes pointed out, al you haveto do is select awaveength of light that is absorbed
by stellar atmospheres. Put a narrow laser beam in the center of one of the calcium absorption lines—"

In the study they were talking about quantum noise.



“Quantum noise favors low frequencies.”
“But the noiseitsdlf setsalower limit on those frequencies.”

“Drake calculated the most favorable frequencies, consdering the noise leve, lie between 3.2 and 8.1
centimeters.”

“Drakel Drakel What did he know? We ve had nearly fifty years experience on him. Fifty years of
technological advance. Fifty years ago we could send radio messages one thousand light-years and laser
sgndsten light-years. Today those figures are ten thousand and five hundred at least.”

“What if nobody’ sthere?’ Adams said gloomily.
Ich bin der Geist der Setsvernient.

“Short-pulseit, like Oliver suggested. One hundred million billion wattsin aten-hillionth of a second
would smear across the entire radio spectrum. Here, Mac, fill this, will you?’

And MacDondd wandered away through the clustering guests toward the bar.

“And | told Charley,” said awoman to two other women in the corner, “if | had adimefor every dirty
digper I’ ve changed, | surewouldn’t be stting here in Puerto Rico—"

“—mneutrinos,” said somebody.

“Nuts,” said somebody dse, as MacDonad poured grain acohol carefully into the glassand filled it with
orangejuice, “theonly redly logicd mediumisQ waves”

“1 know—the waves we haven't discovered yet but are going to discover about ten years from now.
Only hereit isnearly fifty years after Morrison suggested it, and we still haven't discovered them.”

MacDonad wended hisway back across the room.

“It' sthe night work that getsme,” said someone swife. “Thekids up al day, and then he wants me there
to greet him when he gets home at dawn. Brother!”

“Or what if everybody’slisening?’ Adams said gloomily. “Maybe everybody’ s Stting there, listening, just
the way we are, because it’s so much chegper than sending.”

“Hereyou are,” MacDonald said.
“But don’t you suppose somebody would have thought of that by thistime and begun to send?’

“Double-think it dl the way through and figure what just occurred to you would have occurred to
everybody dse, so you might aswdl listen. Think about it—everybody Stting around, listening. If thereis
anybody. Either way it makes the skin creep.”

“All right, then, we ought to send something.”

“What would you send?’

“I'd have to think about it. Prime numbers, maybe.”

“Think some more. Wheat if acivilization weren't mathematica ?”

“Idiot! How would they build an antenna?’



“Maybethey’ d rule-of-thumb it, like aham. Or maybe they have built-in antennae.”
“ And maybe you have built-in antennae and don’t know it.”
MacDonad' s can of beer was empty. He wandered back toward the kitchen again.

“—ingg on equa time with the Big Ear. Even if nobody’ s sending we could pick up the norma eectronic
commerce of acivilization tens of light-years away. The problem would be deciphering, not hearing.”

“They’'re picking it up now, when they’ re studying the relatively close systems. Ask for atape and work
out your program.”

“All right, I will. Just give me a chance to work up arequest—"

MacDondd found himsdf besde Maria. He put hisarm around her waist and pulled her close. “All
right?” hesad.

“All right.”

Her face wastired, though, MacDona d thought. He dreaded the notion that she might be growing older,
that she was entering middle age. He could faceit for himself. He could fed the years piling up insgde his
bones. He till thought of himself, ingde, astwenty, but he knew that he was forty-seven, and mostly he
was glad that he had found happiness and love and peace and serenity. He even waswilling to pay the
pricein youthful exuberance and belief in his persond immortdity. But not Marial

Nel mezzo dd cammin di nodravita

Mi ritroval per unassvaoscura,

Cheladirittaviaerasmarrita

“Sure?’

She nodded.

Heleaned closeto her ear. “1 wish it was just the two of us, asusud.”
“I, t00.”

“I’'mgoing toleaveinalittlewhile—"

“Must you?’

“I mugt relieve Saunders. He's on duty. Give him an opportunity to celebrate alittle with the others.”
“Can’'t you send somebody ese?’

“Who?’" MacDonad gestured with good-humored futility at al the clusters of people held together by
bonds of ordered sounds shared consecutively. “It'sagood party. No onewill missme.”

“l will.”
“Of course, querida.”

“You aretheir mother, father, priest, dl inone,” Mariasaid. “Y ou worry about them too much.”



“I must keep them together. What elseam | good for?’
“For much more.”
MacDonad hugged her with one arm.

“Look at Mac and Maria, will you?’ said someone who was having trouble with his consonants. “What
goddamned devotion!”

MacDonald smiled and suffered himself to be pounded on the back while he protected Mariain front of
him. “I’ll seeyou later,” he said.

As he passed the living room someone was saying, “Like Edie said, we ought to ook at the long-chain
molecules in carbonaceous chondrites. No telling how far they’ ve traveled—or been sent—or what
messages might be coded in the molecules”

He closed the front door behind him, and the noise dropped to aroar and then a mutter. He stopped for
amoment at the door of the car and looked up at the sky.

E quindi uscimmo ariveder legdle.

The noise from the hacienda reminded him of something—the speskersin the control room. All those
voicestaking, talking, talking, and from here he could not understand athing.

Somewhere there was an idealif he could only concentrate on it hard enough. But he had drunk one beer
too many—or perhaps one too few.

After thelong hours of listening to the voices, MacDonad awaysfdt alittle crazy, but tonight it was
worse than usual. Perhapsit was al the conversation before, or the beers, or something €lse—some
deeper concern that would not surface.

Tico-tico, tico-tico...

Evenif they could pick up amessage, they till would likely be dead and gone before any exchange could
take place even with the nearest likely star. What kind of mad dedication could sustain such
perseverance?

They'religening in Puerto Rico......

Rdigion could. At least onceit did, during the eraof cathedra building in Europe, the cathedral s that
took centuriesto build.

“What are you doing, fellow?’
“I'mworking for ten francsaday.”
“And what are you doing?’
“I'mlaying stone.”

“And you—wheat are you doing?’

“I am building a cathedrd.”



They were building cathedrals, most of them. Most of them had that religious maniaabout their mission
that would sustain them through alifetime of laborsin which no progress could be seen.

Listening for wordsthat never come...

The mere layers of stone and those who worked for pay done eiminated themsavesin time and left only
those who kept dive in themsalves the concept, the dream.

But they had to be alittle mad to begin with.
Can it be the stars are stricken dumb?

Tonight he had heard the voices nearly dl night long. They kept trying to tell him something, something
urgent, something he should do, but he could not quite make out the words. There was only the babble of
distant voices, urgent and uninteligible.

Tico-tico, tico-tic...

He had wanted to shout “ Shut up!” to the universe. “Oneat atime!” “Youfirst!” But of course there was
no way to do that. Or had he tried? Had he shouted?

They’religening with earsthisbig!

Had he dozed &t the console with the voices mumbling in his ears, or had he only thought he dozed? Or
had he only dreamed he waked? Or dreamed he dreamed?

Ligtening for thoughtsjust liketheir own.

Therewas madnessto it dl, but perhapsit was a divine madness, a creative madness. And is not that
madness that which sustains man in histerrible self-knowledge, the driving madness which demands
reason of acasua universe, the awful aoneness which seeks among the stars for companionship?

Canit bethat wearedl aone?

Theringing of the telephone haf penetrated through the mists of mesmerization. He picked up the
handset, haf expecting it would be the universe calling, perhaps with a clipped British accent, “ Hedllo
there, Man. Hello. Hello. | say, we seem to have a bad connection, what? Just wanted you to know that
we're here. Areyou there? Are you listening? M essage on the way. May not get there for a couple of
centuries. Do be around to answer, will you? That’sagood being. Righto....”

Only it wasn't. It wasthe familiar American voice of Charley Saunders saying, “Mac, there sbeen an
accident. Olsenison hisway to relieve you, but | think you' d better leave now. It'sMaria”

Leaveit. Leaveit dl. What doesit matter? But |eave the controls on automatic; the computer can take
careof ital. Marial Getinthe car. Start it. Don’'t fumble! That'sit. Go. Go. Car passing. Must be Olsen.
No matter.

Wheat kind of accident? Why didn’t | ask? What does it matter what kind of accident? Maria. Nothing
could have happened. Nothing serious. Not with al those people around. Nil desperandum. And
yet—why did Charley call if it was not serious? Must be serious. | must be prepared for something bad,
something that will shaketheworld, that will tear my ingdes.

| must not break up in front of them. Why not? Why must | appear infalible? Why must | awaysbe
cheerful, imperturbable, my faith unshaken? Why me? If thereis something bad, if something impossibly



bad has happened to Maria, what will matter? Ever? Why didn’t | ask Charley what it was? Why? The
bad can wait; it will get no worsefor being unknown.

What does the universe care for my agony? | am nothing. My fedlings are nothing to anyone but me. My
only possible meaning to the universeisthe Project. Only thisdim potentid links me with eternity. My
love and my agony are me, but the significance of my life or death are the Project.

By the time he reached the hacienda, MacDonad was breathing evenly. His emotions were under
control. Dawn had grayed the eastern sky. It was a customary hour for Project personnel to be returning
home.

Saunders met him at the door. “Dr. Lessenden is here. He swith Maria”

The odor of stale smoke and the memory of babble still lingered in the air, but someone had been busy.
The party remains had been cleaned up. No doubt they al had pitched in. They were good people.

“Betty found her in the bathroom off your bedroom. She wouldn'’t have been there except the others
were occupied. | blame mysdf. | shouldn’t have let you relieve me. Maybe if you had been here—But |
knew you wanted it that way.”

“No on€e' sto blame. Shewas aone agreat dea,” MacDonad said. “What happened?’

“Didn't | tell you? Her wrists. Siashed with arazor. Both of them. Betty found her in the bathtub. Like
pink lemonade, she said.”

A figt tightened inside MacDona d’ s gut and then dowly relaxed. Y es, it had been that. He had known it,
hadn’t he? He had known it would happen ever since the deegping pills, even though he had kept telling
himself, as she had told him, that the overdose had been an accident.

Or had he known? He knew only that Saunders news had been no surprise.

Then they were at the bedroom door, and Mariawas lying under a blanket on the bed, scarcely making it
mound over her body, and her arms were on top of the blankets, palms up, bandages like white paint
acrossthe olive perfection of her arms, now, MacDona d reminded himself, no longer perfection but
marred with ugly red lips that spoke to him of hidden misery and untold sorrow and alifethat wasa
lie....

Dr. Lessenden looked up, swest trickling down from his hairline. “ The bleeding is stopped, but she' slost
agood deal of blood. I’ ve got to take her to the hospita for atransfusion. The ambulance should be here
any minute”

MacDondd looked at Maria sface. It was paer than he had ever seenit. It looked almost waxen, asif it
were dready arranged for al time on asatin pillow. “Her chances arefifty-fifty,” Lessenden saidin
answer to his unspoken question.

And then the attendants brushed their way past him with their litter.

“Betty found thison her dressing table,” Saunders said. He handed MacDonad adip of paper folded
once.

MacDondd unfolded it;

Jem’en vay chercher un grand Peut-étre.



Everyone was surprised to see MacDondd at the office. They did not say anything, and he did not
volunteer the information that he could not bear to Sit at home, among the remembrances, and wait for
word to come. But they asked him about Maria, and he said, “Dr. Lessenden is hopeful. She' s il
unconscious. Apparently will be for sometime. The doctor said | might aswell wait here as at the
hospitdl. | think | made them nervous. They're hopeful. Maria sstill unconscious....”

O lente, lente currite, noctis equi!
The garsmove dtill, timeruns, the clock will grike....

Finaly MacDonad was aone. He pulled out paper and pencil and worked for along time on the
statement, and then he balled it up and threw it into the wastebasket, scribbled a single sentence on
another sheet of paper, and called Lily.

“Send thig”

Sheglanced at it. “No, Mac.”

“Sendit!”

B

“It'snot an impulse. I’ ve thought it over carefully. Sendit.”

Sowly sheleft, holding the piece of paper gingerly in her fingertips. MacDonad pushed the papers
around on his desk, waiting for the telephone to ring. But without knocking, unannounced, Saunders
came through the door firdt.

“You can't do this, Mac,” Saunders said.

MacDondd sghed. “Lily told you. | would fire that girl if sheweren't soloya.”
“Of course shetold me. Thisisn't just you. It affectsthe whole Project.”

“That’ swhat I'm thinking about.”

“I think I know what you' re going through, Mac—" Saunders stopped. “No, of course | don’t know
what you' re going through. It must be hell. But don’t desert us. Think of the Project!”

“That’ swhat I’'m thinking about. I'm afailure, Charley. Everything | touch—ashes.”
“You'rethe best of us.”

“A poor linguis? Anindifferent engineer?1 have no quaificationsfor thisjob, Charley. Y ou need
someone with ideas to head the Project, someone dynamic, someone who can lead, someone
with—charisma.”

A few minutes later he went over it dl again with Olsen. When he cameto the qudifications part, dl
Olsen could say was, “Y ou give agood party, Mac.”

It was Adams, the skeptic, who affected him most. “Mac, you' rewhat | believein instead of God.”

Sonnenborn said, “ Y ou are the Project. If you go, it al falsapart. It sover.”



“It seemslikeit, aways, but it never happensto those thingsthat have lifein them. The Project was here
before | came. It will be here after | leave. It must be longer lived than any of us, because we arefor the
yearsand it isfor the centuries”

After Sonnenborn, MacDonad told Lily wearily, “No more, Lily.”

None of them had had the courage to mention Maria, but MacDonad consdered that failure, too. She
had tried to communicate with him a month ago when she took the pills, and he had been unableto
understand. How could heriddle the stars when he couldn’t even understand those closest to him? Now
he had to pay.

What would Mariawant? He knew what she wanted, but if shelived, he could not let her pay that price.
Too long she had been there when he wanted her, waiting like adoll put away on ashdf for himto return
and take her down, so that he could have the strength to continue.

And somehow the agony had built up inside her, the dreadful progress of the years, most dread of dl toa
beautiful woman growing old, done, too much adone. He had been sdlfish. He had kept her to himsdlf. He
had not wanted children to mar the perfection of their being together.

Perfection for him; less than that for her.

Perhapsit was not too late for them if shelived. And if she died—he would not have the heart to go on
with work to which, he knew now, he could contribute nothing.

Andfindly the cal came. “ She'sgoing to bedl right, Mac,” Lessenden said. And after amoment, “Mac,
| said—"

“I heard.”
“Shewantsto seeyou.”
“I'll bethere”

“She said to give you amessage. ‘ Tell Robby I’ ve been alittle crazy in the head. I'll be better now. That
“grest perhaps’ looks too certain from here. And tell him not to be crazy in the head too.””

MacDonald put down the tel ephone and walked through the doorway and through the outer office, a
fedingin hischest asif it were going to burst. “ She sgoing to be dl right,” he threw over his shoulder at
Lily.

“Oh, Mac—"

In the hdl, Joe the janitor stopped him. “Mr. MacDonald—"

MacDonad stopped. “Been to the dentist yet, Joe?’

“No, gr, not yet, but it’ s not—"

“Don’'t go. I'd like to put a tape recorder beside your bed for awhile, Joe. Who knows?’
“Thank you, Sr. But it s—They say you'releaving, Mr. MacDonad.”

“Somebody elsewill doit.”

“You don't understand. Don’t go, Mr. MacDona d!”



“Why not, Joe?’

“Y ou're the onewho cares.”

MacDonad had been about to move on, but that stopped him.

Ful wysis hethat can himselven knowe!

He turned and went back to the office. “Have you got that sheet of paper, Lily?’
“Yes ar.”

“Haveyou sent it?’

“No, gr.”

“Bad girl. Giveittome”

He read the sentence on the paper once more: | have great confidence in the goals and ultimate success
of the Project, but for persond reasons | must submit my resignation.

He studied it for amoment.
A dwarf stlanding on the shoulder of agiant may see farther than the giant himself.

And hetoreit up.

NEBULA AWARD, BEST SCRIPT
HOWL'SMOVING CASTLE

Instead of reprinting the script of the motion picture, we asked Diana Wynne Jones, author of the origina
nove, Howl’s Moving Cagtle, to share her experience of seeing her nove turninto avery successtul
movie.

In her own words:

D ianaWynne Jones was born in London shortly before the outbreak of World War 11, whereupon the
world went mad and frightening, which accounts for her writing the kind of books she does. Shewas
evacuated first to Waes and then to alarge house in the English Lake District belonging to the secretary
of John Ruskin. There she managed (agefive) to rub out alarge pile of Ruskin'sflower drawings and had
encounters, neither of them pleasant, with the writers Arthur Ransome and Bestrix Potter. Having found
that writers were real people, she decided to be one hersalf and, despite serious dydexia, began writing
from the age of eight onwards.

After alunatic sojournin York, her family moved to asmall town in Essex, where there were two
self-confessed witches and the rest of the inhabitants did folk dancing, threw pots, did hand weaving, or
were just plain mad. She went to school in the neighboring town of Saffron Walden and then went up to
Oxford in 1953, where she attended the lectures of both C. S. Lewisand J. R. R. Tolkien. After that she
married the medievalist J. A. Burrow and went on living in Oxford, where her three sons were born.

As soon asthey were at school, she started to write in earnest and went on writing when the family
moved to Bristol, despite the fact that her books showed an darming tendency to come true—for
ingtance, after writing The Lives of Christopher Chant, she found she had been walking around with a
broken neck. She has now published over forty books. She il livesin Bristol with her husband and her



cat. She hasfive grandchildren, most of whom read her books.

BOOK TO FILM
DIANA WYNNE JONES

| t wasadways at aremove, except for rare instances. Late in the last century, Studio Ghibli suddenly
negotiated with my agent for permission to make an animated film of Howl’sMoving Cagtle. Thefirst |
heard of it was through the grapevine, to which | was connected by avery thin tendril, and | didn’t really
believeit. | had been adevoted admirer of Miyazaki for years before that. | had watched pirated
versons of hismovies at SF conventions whenever | could and | knew the man wasagenius. So it
seemed too good to be true that this mighty man actually wanted to use my book.

But it wastrue. Presently | signed a huge contract that said Miyazaki could have both characters and plot
to do what he liked with and—basicaly—I wasto keep out of it. | gathered, again through my tendril of
grapevine, that Miyazaki had had endless problems with the writer of Kiki’s Delivery Serviceand didn’t
want to repeat them with me. So | was very careful not even to ask thingsfor the next completely slent
yedr.

Then, again suddenly, | wastold that ateam from Studio Ghibli would be with me for tea next week. |
made a cake, a British cake. Japanese cakes are kind of pink with baked beans embedded in them and
not many Japanese like them, but | knew they liked our kind of cake better. This cake, asit turned out,
was the main success of avery strange mesting.

They arrived, preceded by aformidable Japanese courier, who looked like akind of Scottish toreador in
awide hat and wore two watches, one gold, one platinum. The rest were norma. Among them were the
producer, the director, the interpreter, the script writer—who had abad cold and looked asif shewas
hating every minute—and, | think, adesigner. All of them wereincredibly sharp and intdlligent. They
proceeded to pepper me with questions, mostly about what places they could use for background
scenery. It was dl made more difficult by the courier, whose English was many times better than that of
the interpreter and who ingsted on acting as interpreter, too. So questions came twice in different forms.
And my problem wasthat | had made dl the placesin the book up.

Inthe end | suggested that they go and look at Dulverton and at Exmoor aboveit. But the courier
wouldn’t hear of that because he had booked them through to Cardiff. So they went away, presumably
to Cardiff, and that wasthat for nearly three years.

After thisinterva, my tendril suddenly became active and stated—uwith what truth | know not—that
Miyazaki had scrapped what this team had produced and sacked al of them except the producer, and
was doing film and script himself. | do know that hiswas the mgjor hand in the finished movie and that he
went to Alsacefor his background—well, | never believed that Cardiff was right anyway.

Nothing then for another couple of years. Then the tendril produced a picture of the moving castle and
complained about the studio’ s secrecy. And some months after that, | and my family wereinvitedto a
private viewing of thefinished filmin Bristol, where| live, and then to meet Miyazaki himsdlf at dinner
afterward. Thiswas very exciting indeed.

| will say straight away that | loved the film and was fascinated by the way my book had been dtered. |
il think, and my family aso thought, that Miyazaki’ s changes had messed up the plot, but this does not
change my admiration of the superb animation. Some of the war scenes are spectacular.

Miyazaki and | were both children during World War 11, and | am intrigued by our different reactionsto



this. My reaction is seldom to put awar actualy in abook: the war heralded in my Howl’sMoving
Cadtle takes place between that book and its sequel, whereas Miyazaki hasit squarely in there, quite
terrifyingly. | ded with the aftermath, Miyazaki with the present terror. Similarly, | kept picking up seeds
of the filmin my book: the scarecrow is mine, but more functiona in the book, and so are Cacifer and
the dog. But Miyazaki cut out the excursion to another world—Wales, indeed—in order to make his
animation larger and more universd. That meant |osng the second fire demon, which | il think isa pity,
because the Witch of the Waste had to become abemused old crone, but these are mere observations,
not complaints.

| il find mysdlf laughing at the memory of the Witch and old Sophie gasping their way up that enormous
flight of steps (and that wasin the book, too, except that Sophie climbs them adone, twice).

Meeting Miyazaki afterward was atrue pleasure. Heredly isagenius.

But no one told me that the screenplay was around on its own—no reason to, | suppose, since | didn’t
writeit—and it came asareal surpriseto hear that it had won aNebula Award. Who did writeit, by the

way?
NEBULA AWARD, BEST NOVEL
SEEKER

BY JACK MCDEVITT

Jack McDeuvitt is a Philadel phia native. He has been, among other things, anava officer, an English
teacher, acustoms officer, and a Philadelphiataxi driver.

He started writing novels after Terry Carr invited him to contribute to the Ace Specials seriesin 1985.
His most recent books are Cauldron, his fourteenth novel, and Outbound, a collection. In 2004, his novel
Omegareceived the John W. Campbell Memorial Award. He won the first UPC Science Fiction Award,
an international competition. And heisaso the recipient of the Phoenix and SESFA Awardsfor hisbody
of work.

Heismarried to the former Maureen McAdams of Philade phia. McDevitt and hiswife live in Brunswick,
Georgia

About Seeker, Jack McDevitt writes;

When | was about eight, an aunt gave me acopy of Richard Halliburton’s Book of Marvels. |
immediately fdl inlovewithiit. It introduced meto the ancient world, and especidly toits Seven
Wonders: gardens and temples and statues and even alighthouse.

But each new wonder, shortly after it was introduced, turned out to be, at best, badly weathered. Usually
it was missing atogether.

And then there was Atlantis. | tried to imagine how it would have felt to be on the beach at Wildwood
when the place started to sink and the waves began rolling in. | was so intrigued by the ideathat | enlisted
alibrarian and we went to the source, Plato.

Nobody esein the ancient world ever mentioned a seaborne civilization that had sunk beneath the sea.
Thelibrarian and | tracked the Atlantis comments down. He describesit in “Timaeus’ and “Ciritias’ as
conducting wars against European enemies. If areader islooking for advanced technologies, or a
civilization ahead of itstime, hewill ook in vain. | was probably the only little kid on the planet who got



mad at Plato.

But the Seven Wonders and Atlantis and, for that matter, Mu and Lemuria combined to impresson mea
sense of thingslogt. I'm sureit’ sno coincidence that Priscilla Hutchins, the heroine of my Academy
novels, spends a sizable chunk of her time trying to reconstruct long-dead dien civilizations, and that Alex
Benedict, my other series character, isan antiquarian in the far future who specidizesin solving mysteries
produced by artifacts from human history.

Atlantislivesagain, in adifferent form, in Seeker. The Margolians abandoned a theocratic North America
in the twenty-sixth century, headed for adestination, as one of them said, “so far that even God won't be
abletofind us.” Nobody ever heard of them again. And eventudly they became so remote in time that
their very existence was transformed into the stuff of legend.

It was, | guess, inevitable that Alex and Chase would eventually pick up thetrail.

CHASE KOLPATH VISITSTHE MUTES
EXCERPTED FROM SEEKER

JACK MCDEVITT

| was tempted to send amessage to Alex, suggesting if he was determined to proceed with the hunt for
the Falcon and itslogs, he' d be the obvious person to do it sSince he had experience dedling with the
Ashiyyur. The problem wasthat | knew how he' d respond: Y ou' re aready there, Chase. Pull up your
socks and go talk to them. See what you can find out.

So | hit thebullet. | sent amessagetdling him what | knew, and that if | could find out who had the
Falcon | would proceed to Xida | dso told him | was underpaid.

Then | linked through to the Mute embassy and was surprised when ayoung man answvered the call. |
figured they’ d want a human face up front, but I’ d expected an avatar. The guy on the circuit felt redl,

and when | f lat-out asked him if it were so he said yes. “I think,” he added with alaugh, “that we want to
impress everyone that there' sredly nothing to fear.” He grinned. “Now, Ms. Kolpath, what can | do for
you?”

He had the unlikely name Ralf, and when | told him | needed some information, he invited meto go
ahead. He was graceful, amiable, well-spoken. Auburn hair, brown eyes, good smile. Maybe thirty. A
good choicefor the up-front guy.

When | finished explaining he shook hishead. “No,” he said. “1 wouldn’t know anything about that. Walt,
though. Let me check.” He looked through a series of data tables, nodded at a couple of them, and
tapped the screen. “How about that?’ he said. “Hereit is. The Falcon, right?”

“That’s correct.”
He read off the date and time of transfer. And the recipient. Which was another foundation.
“Good,” | said. “Isthereaway | can get accessto the ship?’ | went into my research-project routine.

“I redly havenoidea,” hesaid. “I cantdl you whereitis. Or at least where it was shipped. After that
you' |l haveto ded with them.”

“Okay,” | sdid. “Whereisit?”



“It was ddlivered to the Provno Museum of Alien Life Forms. On Borkarat.”

“Borkarat?’

“Yes. Do you have atravel document?’

He was talking about authorization from the Confederacy to enter Mute space. “No,” | said.

“Get one. There san office on the station. Then check in with our travel people. We have an office too.
You'll haveto file an application with usaswdll. It may take afew days.”

| hung around the orbiter for two weeksthinking al kinds of angry thoughts about Alex, beforethe
documentation was completed and my transport vessdl arrived. Curiousthing: There' d been an
assumption when we' d first encountered the Mutes that a species that used telepathy in lieu of speech
would be unableto lie, would never have known the nature of deceit. But of course they turned out to be
no more truthful than we are. Not when they discovered humans couldn’t penetrate them.

I’d kept Alex informed. | pointed out it would be expensive to take the connecting flight to Xiaa. | would
be on board the Diponga, or, asthe station people called it, the Dipsy-Doodle. | dso let him know |
wasn't happy with the fact thiswas becoming a crusade. | suggested if he wanted to call ahalt, |
wouldn't resst. And I'd wait for his answer before going any farther.

His response was pretty much what | expected. He sat at my desk, looking serene, with the
snow-covered forest visible through the windows, and told me how well | was doing, and how fortunate
he was to have an employee with such persistence. “Maost people would have smply given up, Chase,”
hesad.

Most people were brighter than | was.

| thought about signing up for the Hennessey Foundation’s seminar on How to Control Psychologica
Responses When Communi cating with Ashiyyureans. But it was hard to seethat it would be helpful if
they didn’t have an actual Mute come into the conference room. Anyhow, it seemed cowardly.

So when everything was in order, | boarded the Dipsy-Doodle, along with eight other human passengers.
They settled usin the ship’s common room, and an older man in agray uniform inscribed with arcane
symbols over hisleft-hand pocket—Mute Transport, | guessed—wel comed us on board, and told us his
name was Frank and he' d be traveling with us and anything he could do to make things more
comfortable we should just ask. Wewould be leaving in about an hour. He explained that the flight to
Xidawould take approximately four standard days. And were there any questions?

My fellow passengerslooked like businesstypes. None was especialy young, and none seemed very
concerned. | was surprised, though, that all were human. Were there no Mutes returning home?

Afterward, Frank showed usto our compartments, and asked if, after settling in, we would dl return to
the common room. At 1900 hours. And thank you very much.

| stowed my gear. Four daysto Xiala. Then it would be another four days to Borkarat, which was
halfway across Mute space. | began to wonder if | wanted to look at something elsein theway of career
employment.

When we rgjoined Frank, he talked about procedures for afew minutes, how the mea schedule would
run, use of washroom facilities, and so on. Then he explained that the captain wanted to introduce



himsdf.

On cue, the door to the bridge opened and the first Mute | had ever seen in person walked into the
room. It had gray mottled skin, recessed eyes under heavy ridges, amstoo long for the body, and the
overall appearance of something that needed more sunlight. It wore auniform similar to Frank’s.

| had expected, judging from everything I’ d heard, to fed arush of horror. Accompanied by the
knowledge that my thoughts lay exposed. But none of that happened. | would not have wanted to meet
the captain on Bridge Street at night. But not because it, he, had afearsome appearance. (He did appear
to beamae, but hedidn’t look asif he were ready to try me with his hors d’ oeuvres.) Rather, there was
something about him that was revolting, like aspider, or insectsin generd. Y et the captain certainly bore
no resemblanceto abug. | think it was connected with the fact that his skin glistened.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen,” he said, speaking through avoice box. “I’'m Captain Japuhr.
Frank and | are pleased to have you on board the Diponga. Or, as Frank and the people at the station
ingst on cdling it, the Dipsy-Doodle.” The pronunciation wasn't quite right. It sounded more like

Dawdle. “We hope you enjoy your flight, and we want you to know if there’ s anything we can do, please
don't hesitate to tell us.” He nodded at Frank, and Frank smiled.

Every hair | owned stood at attention. And | thought, He knows exactly what I'm fedling. He picks up
therevulsion. And, asif to confirm my worst fears, the captain looked my way and nodded. It wasn't a
human nod, it was rather alowering of the whole head and neck, probably because he didn’t have the
gructurd flexibility to do it the way you or | would. But | understood the gesture. He was saying hello.
He understood my reaction, but he was not going to take offense.

That was agood thing. But what would happen when | was away from the captain and degling with
ordinary run-of-the-mill street-level Mutes?

What had | gotten mysdif into?

While | wasworrying myself sick, Captain Japuhr came closer. Our eyes connected, hisred and serene
and abit too large, and mine—. Well, | felt caught in somebody’ ssights. At that moment, whilel swam
againg thetide, thinking no, you have no idea, you can't read me, hislips parted in an attempt to smile.
“It'sdl right, Ms. Kolpath,” he said to me. “ Everyone goes through thisin the beginning.”

It wasthe only time | saw hisfangs.

During the flight, the captain, for the most part, confined himself to the bridge and to his quarters, which
were located immediately aft the bridge, and separated from the area accessible to the passengers. My
fellow travelers explained that the Ashiyyur—nobody used the term Mute on shipboard—were

conscious of our viscera reaction to them, and in fact they had their own viscerd reaction to ded with.
They were repulsed by ustoo. So they sensibly tried to defuse the Situation as much asthey were able.

Frank explained there were no Ashiyyurean passengers for much the same reason. Flights were dways
reserved for one species or the other. | asked whether that also gpplied to him. Had he made flights with

dien passengers?
“No,” hesad. “It' sagaingt the rules.”

We were about twelve hours out when we made our jump. One of the passengers got briefly ill. But the
reaction passed, and she had her color back afew minutes after trangition was complete. Frank informed



usthat we were going to arrive at Xiala sixteen hours ahead of schedule. That would mean a
nineteen-hour layover a the sation before | could catch my connecting flight. “I waslooking at the
passenger ligt,” Frank said. “You'll betraveling on the Komar, and you'll be the only human passenger.”

“Okay,” | said. I'd sugpected that might happen.

“Have you traveled before in the Assemblage?” That was the closest approximation in Standard of the
Mutes term for their section of the Orion Arm. | should add here that they have alooser political
organization than the human worlds do. Thereisacentra council, but it isstrictly addiberative body. It
has no executive authority. Worlds, and groups of worlds, operate independently. On the other hand,
we' ve learned the hard way how quickly and effectively they can unitein acommon cause.

“No,” | sad. “Thisismy firg time.”

He let me seethat he disapproved. “Y ou should have someone with you.”

| shrugged. “Nobody was available, Frank. Why? Will | bein physical danger?’

“Oh, no,” he said. “Nothing like that. But you' Il be along time without seeing anybody dse.”
“Itwon't bethefirst timel’ ve been done.”

“I didn’t mean you'd be done. You'll have company.” Hejiggled his hands, indicating there was no help
for it now. “And | don't want to give you the wrong impression. | think you'll find your fellow travelers
willing to helpif you need it.” More hesitation. “May | ask where you' re headed? Are you going
anywhere from Borkarat?’

“No,” | sad.
“When will you be coming back?’
“As soon as my businessis completed.”

“Good. I'm sureyou' Il befine”

Thefirgt night | stayed up until midmorning. Everybody did. We partied and had agood time. And when
we' d dl had abit too much to drink, the captain came out, and the atmosphere did not change.

Whenfindly | retired to my cabin, | wasin arare good humor. | hadn’t thought much about Captain
Japuhr during the previous few hours, but when | killed the lights and pulled the sheets up, | began to
wonder about the range of Mute abilities. (Think Ashiyyur, | told mysdf.) My quarters were removed
from the bridge and his connecting cabin by at least thirty meters. Moreover, he was dmost certainly
adeep. But if hewas not, | wondered, was he capable of picking up my thoughts at that moment? Was|
exposed?

In the morning | asked Frank. Depends on the individua, he said. “ Some can read you several rooms
away. Although they al find humanstougher than their own kind.”

And was the capability passive? Or was there an active component? Did they smply read minds? Or
could they inject thought aswdl?

There were about five of usin the common room, esting breskfast, and Frank passed the question
around to Joe Klaymoor. Joe wasin his seventies, gray, small, and | would have thought introverted, but



| could never make mysdlf believe an introvert would head for Mute country. Make it maybe reticent.
And agood guy. He kept his sense of humor through the whole experience. Laughed it off. “I have
nothing to hide,” he said. “To my everlasting regret.

“It was a big philosophica issue for them at onetime,” he continued. “ Same as the question we once had,
whether our eyes emitted beams of some sort which alowed usto see. Or whether the outside world put
out the beams. Like our eyes, the Ashiyyur arereceivers only. They collect what gets sent their way. And
not just thoughts. They get images, emotions, whatever’ sfloating around at your consciousleve.” He
looked momentarily uncomfortable. “* Floating around’ is probably an inadequate expression.”

“What would be adequate?’ asked one of the other passengers, Mary DiPaima, who was a stage
meagician from London.

“Something dong the lines of an undisciplined torrent. They’ll tell you that the human psycheis chaotic.”

Grest. If that’ sreally so, no wonder they think we'redl idiots. “The consciouslevd,” | said. “But not
subconscious?”’

“They say not,” said Joe. Helaid his head on the back of the chair. “ They didn't settle the
transmiss on/reception issue, by the way, until they encountered us.”

“Redly. How' d that happen?’

“They understood alot of what we were thinking, dthough afair amount of it was garbled because of the
language problem. When they tried to send something, | gather we just stared back.”

Somebody else, | don't recall who, asked about animals. Can they read animalstoo?
Joe nodded. “The higher crestures, to adegree.”

“And pain?’ asked Mary DiPdma.

“Oh, yes. Absolutely.”

“That must be aproblem for them.”

Frank took along breath. “What' sthe surviva advantage in that?’ he asked. “I’ d expect that a creature
that fedls pain around it would not |ast long.”

Joe thought it over. “Evolution happens along two tracks,” he said. “Onetrack isindividualy based, and
the other assists survival of the species. Or at least, that’ sthe way it was explained to me. It’snot my
fidd”

“Then they’re not predators,” | suggested.

One of thewomen laughed. “Not predators? Y ou get alook at those bicuspids? And the eyes? They're
hunters, no doubt about that.”

“That'strue,” said Joe. “From what | understand, they don’t make the connection with their naturd prey.
It aso seemsto be the case that they devel oped the tel epathic capability relaively late. They’reamuch
older speciesthan we are, by theway.”

“I wonder,” said one of the guys, “if we'll develop ps abilitieseventualy.”

One of thewomen drew hersdf up Straighter. “1 certainly hope not,” she said.



Mary laughed. “I can dready doit.”

“Show me,” said Larry, the youngest guy on the ship.
Mary turned to me. “Can you read his mind, Chase?’
“Oh, yes” | said.

Nobody seemed in ahurry to make port. Frank broke out drinks every evening, and we partied. Mary
warned methat she still remembered her firgt flight into aien space, and how unnerving it had been. “But
just relax and enjoy it,” shesaid. “You'll never experience anything likeit the rest of your life.”

They were good times on the Dipsy-Doodle.

| should say up front that during my visit to Mute country, no Ashiyyurean mistrested mein any way, or
was anything but courteous. Still, we were aware of the thing on the bridge, that it was different, not only
physicdly, but in some spiritual way. And that sense of the other, however nonthreatening it might be,
drove ustogether. Herd ingtinct in action.

| made severd friends on that flight, people with whom I'm still in contact. Like Joe Klaymoor, a
sociologist from Toxicon, sudying the effects on asociety of widespread telepathy. And Mary DiPama,
from ancient London. Mary showed me enough to make me believein magic. And Tolman Edward, who
represented a trading company. Tolman, like me, had never been in the Assemblage before. He was
headed into the interior to try to straighten out atrade problem.

I’ve thought since that the entire effort, trying to chase down the Falcon, wasworth it just for the few
days | spent with them. It had al started with adrinking cup from aninterstellar. | have another one on
my desk as | write these words. The characters, once again, are unfamiliar. The eagleisreplaced by a
seven-pointed star with ahalo. It belonged, not to the Seeker, but to the Dipsy-Doodle.

But it had to end. When Captain Japuhr came back to inform us that we would be docking in fourteen
hours, wedl felt asif something wasbeing lost. I've been on alot of flights, alifetime sworth, but I've
never known anything quite like it. He asked if we were comfortable, and if there was anything he could
do. Then he withdrew.

Frank took me aside. “Have you figured out how you' re going to get around?’ he asked.
“How do you mean?’

“Theré Il be alanguage problem.”

“Why?" I’d assumed | was deding with mind readers, so communication should be easy.

“Youthink in Standard. They’ll read images, but not the language. Even if you can get themto
understand you, you still won't be able to understand them.”

“What do you suggest?”’

He opened a cabinet and took out a notebook. “ Thiswill help.” Heturned it on and spoketo it. “Help
me, I'mlogt, | have no ideawherel am.” A group of Mute words appeared on the screen. “ Just show
them this. They’ll read it, and they can input an answer for you.” He amiled. “Don’t expect them to be



wesaring voice-boxes.”
“How do | read thereply?’

It had a Mute keyboard. “They can poke in whatever they want to say. It will trandate and put it on the
display.” Hefrowned at it. “It'snot practica for long conversations, but it will help you order food and
find your hotdl.”

“May | borrow it?’
“You canrentit.”

“Absolutely,” | said. It wasn't cheap, but | put it on Rainbow’ s account. “What about food? Will | have
trouble?’

“Some of the mgjor hotels can provide amenu for you. Don't try to egt the stuff the Ashiyyur do.
Okay?’

I’ d seen pictures of what they eat. There was no danger of that.

“One other thing, Chase. There Il always be somebody who can speak Standard at our service counter.
We'reaso asclose asyour link. They'll be able to direct you where you want to go.”

We disembarked that night at the Xiaa orbiter, picked up our bags, and did alast round of goodbyes.
Good luck and dl that. Captain Japuhr came out to wish usfarewel. Everybody shook hands and
hugged. We clung together for afew steps aswe moved out into a concourse filled with Mutes. They
towered over us and they had six digits on each hand and they liked solemn clothing (except one femae
with ayelow hat that looked like a sombrero). They eyed us asif we were, asthe old saying goes, from
Bashubd . Frank lingered with us and told us we' d be fine and wished us luck. He seemed especidly
concerned about me. And then, findly, | wasdone.

I’ve watched loverswak out of my lifetwice, guys | was serioudy attached to, and about whom | il
have regrets. But | never watched anybody walk off with quite the same level of misgiving as on that
occasion.

A femaewith two children passed me, and she moved to put herself between them and me asif | might
be dangerous. | wondered if she—and they—picked up the sudden resentment | felt. What was the point
of having telepathic abilitiesif empathy didn’t come with them?

The concourse was amost empty, for which | was grateful. | wandered over to one of the portals and
looked down. The sun wasjust rising over the curve of the planet. Directly below, it was till night over a
major land mass. | could see asingle big moon. It was setting in the west, and its soft glow illuminated a
series of mountain peaks.

The service counter surprised me. The avatar was aduplicate of me. “How may | help you, Chase?’ she
asked.

She confirmed my booking to Borkarat. The ship would leave next afternoon. She recommended a hotel,
made my reservation, and wished me a pleasant evening.

Actually, shelooked pretty good.



Overdl anatomica structure of the Mutesis similar to our own, a least asfar asthingslike waste
disposa are concerned. | suppose there are only so many ways an intelligent creature can function.
There |l necessarily be gravity, o energy-source intake has to happen near the top of the anatomy, the
processing functions midway, and elimination near the bottom of theworking area. What I'm saying is
that the rooms assigned to humans at the Gobul Hotel were Mute rooms. Everything was bigger, and Il
confess | found the toilet something of achalenge.

| took my first medl in the restaurant, in an effort to accustom myself to my hosts. And | sat therelike an
idiot convinced everyone was watching me, the red me, not smply the externad shell that we're
accustomed to putting on display. What was mogt difficult, | hated being there, thoroughly didiked being
intheir company, struggled to hold down my emotions, and knew that al of it was visble to any who
cared to look. Joe Klaymoor tells me Mutes are able, to adegree, to shield their minds from each other.
They are, he says, probably evolving into an entity that will eventualy possess a Single consciousness. But
not yet. And he adds the scary possibility that we may go the same way.

One or two came over to introduce themselves, and | said hello through the notebook, but it was a
clumsy business. They told me they had never seen areal human before, and | knew they were trying to
be complimentary. But | felt like ashow anima. They |eft after acouple of minutes. My food cameand |
hurried through it, tried smiling at the surrounding Mutes who persisted in staring a me when they thought
| wasn't looking. | was glad to get back to my room.

| thought about caling it off. Let Alex track down the Falcon himself.
Which hewould do.

Hewouldn't say anything to me, wouldn't criticize me, but | knew how he was. Send aboy—or a
woman—to do aman’sjob.

| boarded the Komar in the morning. Direct flight to Borkarat, one of the mgjor worlds of the
Assemblage. It was eighty-six light-yearsfrom Xida

| had twenty-one fellow passengers, dl Mutes. Most were in the common room when | made my
entrance. Which istheright word. A young mae saw me. Nobody el se turned in my direction, but they
al cameto dert. Don't ask me how | knew. But | was suddenly aware they were al watching me
through that single pair of eyes.

A kid buried hishead in hismother’ srobe.

| could seeright away thiswas going to be athoroughly enjoyableflight. | smiled lamely at the young
male. Mutes don’'t smile well. Maybe they don’t need to. Some, who' ve lived among us, have picked it
up, but they don’t do it naturally, which isthe reason it dways scares the pants off you when they try.

Another aspect of spending time with Mutesisthat they don’t talk. Y ou' rein aroom with more than
twenty people, and they’re dl dtting quietly, looking at one another. And nobody is saying anything.

They tried to be sociable. They made gesturesin my direction. Made eye contact with me. Severa raised
their handsin greeting.

After afew minutes, | did what I’d promised mysdlf | wouldn't: | ducked into my compartment and
closed the door, wishing with al my heart | could close the door on my conscious mind. Outside, a short



time later, hatches closed. | heard the engines cometo life. And there was aknock at the door.

| opened up and looked at a Mute in the same gray uniform Frank had worn. He handed me awhite
card. It said, Welcome aboard. Please belt in. We are ready to launch. And then a second card: Do you
require ass stance?

| leaned forward and pointed at my forehead, like adolt. | wanted him to know | was thinking. And |
formed the word No in my mind. No, thank you. I’'m fine.

Then | remembered he probably didn’t understand Standard. He bowed.
| know there' saharness attached to my chair. I’ll usethat. | visuaized myself secured by the harness.
He bowed again and walked away.

| am alittle blue cookie box.

| hid in my cabin. Went out just long enough to use the washroom facilities, or grab my medls, which
were okay. (I understood there were specid preparations on board for me.) Four dayswasn't terribly
long. | could live with that.

We were about an hour into the flight when the knock came again. Thistime, though, it wasn't the
attendant. It wasamale, of indeterminate age, tal even for aMute. Too tall for the passageway, forcing
him to hunch down. He looked at me with stone cold eyes and | wondered whether he was reading my
discomfort. He wore dull blue leggings and aloose shirt, an outfit not uncommon among the Mutes1’d
seen, dthough they usually preferred robes.

| stood staring up a him. Then | heard aclick, and an eectronic voice said, “Hello. Areyou al right?’

| tried to push everything out of my mind, save areturn gresting. “Hello,” | said. “Yes, I'mfine, thank
you.”

“Good. | know this sort of thing can be unsettling.”

“No. I’'mfine. No problem at dl.” And | thought about the logic of trying to lieto amind reader.
“Can | be of assistance?”’

“I think you just have been.”

“Excdlent.” The voice was coming from an amulet. “May | point out that, whatever you may think, you
areamong friends”

Naked among friends. And | tried to pull that one back.
He hesitated. | began to understand he didn’t want to let me see he could actually probe me.
| was trying to decide whether to invite himin. “| appreciate your concern,” | sad.

“Do not take any of this experience serioudy. We will be together four days, more or less. At the end of
which wewill go our separate ways. So nothing you do here can harm you.”

“You'reright, of course.”



“Would you liketo join us? We would be very happy to make your acquaintance.”

“Yes. Of course.” He backed away, making room for me. | followed him, closing the door behind me.
“My nameis Chase”

“Y ou would probably find mine unpronouncable. Cal me—" | literaly fdt his presence in my heed. “ Call
me Frank.”

Had | been thinking about the flight attendant on the Dipsy-Doodle?* Okay, Frank.” | extended my
hand.

| passed my notebook around and the other passengers used it to ask questions. Where was | from?
Had | been in the Assemblage before? Where was | headed? Why was | so afraid? (Thislast camefrom
achild who had participated reluctantly, and who seemed amost asfearful as| was))

Frank was quite good. “ There is nothing that can pass through your mind that we have not seen before,”
he said. “ Except, perhaps,” he added, “your squeamishnessin our presence.”

Don't hold back, big fdla. Just let me haveit.
Severd of them poked one another and bobbed their headsin what must have been laughter.

| asked Frank whether it wasn't digtracting to be congtantly experiencing aflow of thought and emotions
from others.

“I can’'t imagine lifewithout it,” heexplained. “I’ d be cut off.” Hisred eyesfocused on me. “Don’t you
fed isolated? Alone?’

Over the course of thetrip, | learned that a blending of minds lends an extra dimension to what loversfed
for each other. Or friends. That telepathy facilitates a degper communication. That no, thereis not any
evolution that any of the Ashiyyur are aware of toward agroup mind. In fact they laughed when | relayed
Joe stheory. “We areindividuas, Chase,” said one of the females, “ because we can see so plainly the
differences between ourselves and others.”

“We can't hide from what we think,” Frank told me on the second day. “ Or what we fed. And we know
that. My understanding isthat humans are not dways honest even with themselves. | can’t understand
how that could be, but it's afascinating concept. On another subject, we' re aware of your struggle
againg your coarser notions. But we dl have them. So we think nothing of it. It is part of what we are,
what you are, SO we accept it.

“And by the way, there is no need to be embarrassed by your reflexive reaction to our appearance. We
find you unappealing also.” He stopped and |ooked around. | had by then picked up some of the
nonverba cuesthey used, and severd signdled their displeasure at his statement. “1 should amend that,”
he said, “to physically unappealing. But we are coming to know your interior, your psyche. And there we
find that you are one of us.”

Although Borkarat was not the Mute home world, it was influentid. This was where policy toward
humans was formulated and, when possible, sold to the various independent politica units of the
Assemblage. Thiswas the place where representatives met. And from which, during the recurring periods
of hodtility with the Confederacy, action had been directed.



No shots had been fired between Mute and human warships for afew years, but the long conflict il
smmered. Nobody redly knew what it was about any longer. Neither Sdewas interested in red estate
bel onging to the other. Neither Sde actively threstened anyone. And yet there it was, aliving antipathy,
drifting down the centuries. Politicians on both sides got support by promising the votersto be tough with
the diens. (I wondered how the Mutes could have poaliticians when their minds were more or less open to
al)

The term Assemblage was amisnomer. The loose group of Mute states, worlds, duchies, outposts,
orbita cities, and whatever dse, were more asocid grouping than aformal political entity. But they could
react in concert with stunning efficiency. Some observers argued they could aready seethe ftirrings of a
group mind.

| was rdlieved to get off the Komar. | stopped at the service desk, where another human avatar in my
image presented hersalf and gave me directions to get to the museum at Provno.

The shuttle | wanted was marked with alightning bolt designator. It was crowded and | had to pushiin.
There was nothing more revelatory of the alien nature of Mute society than boarding that vehicle and
watching the Mutesinterract with each other, make way, stow their packages, movetheir children into
seets, quiz each other over who gets the window, and do it dl in asolute silence. Well, maybe not
absolute. There were of course the sounds of rustling clothing, closing panels, and air escaping from
cushions. Harnesses clicked down into place. But there was never avoice.

| had by then been more than aweek in the exclusive company of Mutes, and | was learning to ignore the
sense of being exposed to the public gaze. Just don't worry about it, | told myself. But | couldn’t resst
occasiondly glancing over a afellow passenger and picturing mysalf waving hello.

Therewas usudly aphysica response, ameeting of eyes, alifting of the brow, something. Occasionaly
they even waved back.

| tried to think warm and fuzzy. And in fact, my reaction to these creatures, the primal fear and revulsion
I’d felt in their presence, was diminishing every day. But as| sat on that shuttle, trying to read and
comprehending nothing on the page, | was along way from being comfortable.

We dropped into the atmosphere, descended through atwilit sky, ran into some turbulence and a storm,
and finaly sailed out of the clouds beneath a canopy of stars. Below, cities blazed with light.

A femdeflight attendant stopped by my seet. “We Il belanding in seven minutes,” shesaid. | couldn’t tell
where the voice was coming from.

| spent the night at a hotel just off ariver walk. Ashiyyurean architectural styles, at least on Borkarat, are
subtly different from anything we' ve employed. Human structures, whatever their cultura tendencies, are
datic. They are symmetrical, and however eclectic the design, one away's detects balance and
proportion. Mute buildings, on the other hand, are astudy in motion, in flow, in energy. The symmetry is
missing. Seen from adistance, my hotel looked incomplete, as though part of it projected into another
dimenson.

| atein the restaurant, surrounded by Mutes. And I’m proud to say | held my own. Stayed at my table,
worked my way casudly through my med, and never flinched when anearby infant took one horrified
look a me and tried to burrow into its mother’ s mammaries.



| wondered how early in life the telepathic capability began. Could a child in the womb communicate?

Two humans, male and femal e, showed up. They saw me and came over. Y ou’ d have thought we were
the oldest of friends. At my invitation, they sat down and we exchanged triviafor the next hour. They
were from St. Petersburg, one of the ancient terrestria capitals.

| think I’'ve mentioned that the Ashiyyur do not use spirits of any kind. | read somewhere that there are
no comparable drugs for them, and they do not understand the human compulsion to drown our senses.
So the glasses we raised to each other that night were tame, but we made promisesthat we' d get
together back home. Amazing how close Andiquar and St. Petersburg became.

| dept well, except for waking in the middle of the night after an especidly redistic sexuad dream. And
there | was again, wondering if the Mutes could pick up nocturnal stuff aswell. Had | frightened the
children on three floors? No wonder they didn’t like having people around.

| thought about the couple I’d met at dinner. They were young, recently married. But | bet mysdlf that
tonight they were deeping gpart, and probably drumming up more emotiona vibrationsfor any Mute
antennas paying attention than a good old-fashioned romp would have. Muteworld is not a placefor a

honeymoon.

The Museum of Alien Life Formswas|ocated on an expanse of parkland on Provno, in along idand
chainin one of the southern seas. The parkland areaiislargely devoted to public buildings and historical
preserves. Landscaped sections are blocked off, often commemorating historical figures, sometimes
samply devoted to providing quiet placesfor reflection. There are streams and myriad small creatures that
come begging for handoutsfrom the visitors.

The architecture was hyperboalic, rooftops that surged like ocean waves, angled spires, soaring stalks.
Crowds wandered through the area on long curved walkway's that sometimes ascended to the upper
levels. Everywhere there were leafy porticoes to which you could retreat Smply to enjoy the play of
nature. Everything seemed light and fragile, as ethered asthe sunlight.

Private vehicular traffic was banned in the parks. Vistors could enter by aircab, dthough the bulk of
traffic was handled by an over-water maglev train. I’d never seen one before, and | have no idea how
they handled the engineering.

The museum stood between two similar but not quite identica obelisks. It was made of white marble,
and incorporated arcs and columns and rising walkways so that it was reminiscent of one of those
children’s puzzles that you can take gpart and reassemble but ways looks different. A moving ramp
took me up to the front entrance, where | cameto awall engraved with Mute characters. | turned my
trandator loose on it, and it told me that the museum had been founded on an indeterminate date. (The
trandator wasn't good a converting dates and times.) And that life formsfrom al over the galaxy were
welcome.

| went insgde, while Mute children looked dternately at me and the Sgn and gaped, while othersjust
gaped and Hill othersdrew back in darm. But | smiled politely and pushed ahead.

Y ou might expect that a museum devoted to offworld biologica systemswould give you lots of
holograms of the variouslifeformsin action. But it wasn't that way at al. Maybe there was a sense that
vigtors could get the holograms a home. So what they had were display cases and exhibitsfilled with



stuffed skins and heads.

They’ d probably been picked for shock value. Giant creatures with maws big enough to swallow a
lander. Snakesthat could have used me for atoothpick. Predators of al sizes and shapes, some
fearsome beyond belief. And the prey, cute little furred cregtures that could run fast. And damn well
better.

There were plants capable of gobbling down afair-sized technician, and multilimbed crestures that lived
inthe trees of Barinor, wherever that was, and stole children. | wondered why anybody would choose to
live under such conditions. At least, with kids.

I’ m happy to report there were no stuffed people. Maybe that was a concession to the fact that they
occasiondly had human vigtors. They did have acouple of birds and lizards from Rimway, and atiger
from Earth. But the only human was an avatar, abearded guy who looked like a Neanderthal. He even
carried a spear. When | approached him, he grunted.

Best foot forward, | dways say. | wondered how many Mute kids were getting their first impression of
the human race from this guy.

He was guarding the Hall of the Humans, an entire wing dedicated to us. The only other known
technologica species. It was big, circular, with avaulted ceiling three stories high. Display cases and
tables supporting exhibits stood everywhere. There were primitive and modern weapons on display,
representations of various deities, musica instruments, clothing from various cultures, achessgamein
progress, and dishware. An dcove wasfitted out to look like abusiness office. Many of the displays,
where appropriate, were marked with adate and world of origin. There were headsets that alowed you
to plug into the history of the various objects. And an array of books, al trandationsinto basic Mute. |
scanned them and found The Republic, Burnwdl’ s Last Days of the American State, Four Novels by
Hardy Boshear, and aton of other work. On the whole, they didn’t have avery representative collection.
Most of the writers were modern, and there were desperately few classics.

And in the center of theroom, on adais, was my target. The Falcon. Mutes were queued up on aramp,
waiting their turnsto enter the airlock. They were coming out the other side, through an exit that had been
cut through the hull.

DEPARTMENT OF PLANETARY SURVEY wasinscribed up near the bridge, dong with its
designator T1V114. And, of course, FALCON. Its navigation lights were on. That was good news
because it meant the thing had power. I d brought asmall generator on the possibility I’ d have to supply

my own.

There were maybe forty Mutesin the hall, but none of them was moving. They were dl looking straight
ahead, pretending to examine the various displays at hand, but the fact they were frozen in place gave
them away. One female, anding near astatue of one of the ancient gods, was watching me, and
everyone there was Sitting behind her eyes.

Sheraised ahand. Hdllo.

| smiled and switched my attention back to the Falcon, telling mysalf what lovely linesit had, and how I'd
enjoy piloting it. | tried to keep my mind off the actua reason for my visit. Gradudly my fellow visitors
began moving again. Asfar as| could tell, not one ever turned for a surreptitious |ook.

| strolled among the displays, fingering the data.chip I’ d brought for the download.

There were guide gations where you could learn about humans. | used my trandator and discovered that



we were high on the evolutionary scale, but remained a step below the Ashiyyur. We thought of
oursalves as sentient, the guide explained, and in alimited sense we were even though our primary mode
of communication was yapping. Okay, yapping ismy trandation. They said “by making sounds or noise.”
Takeyour pick.

We were described as having some admirable traits. We were loya, reasonably intelligent,
compassionate, and could befriendly.

On the other hand we were known to be dishonest, vile, violent, licentious, treacherous, and hypocritica,
and on the whole we ran asociety that had lots of police and needed them.

Individuas tend to be docile, said the guide, and may usualy be gpproached without fear. But when
humans form groups their behavior changes and becomes more problematic. They are morelikely to
subscribe to agenerdly held view than to seek their own. Elsewhere: There seemsto be adirect
correlation between the size of agroup and itsinclination to consent or resort to violence or other
questionable behavior, and/or the predilection of individuas to acquiesce when leaders suggest violent or
amplistic solutionsto perceived problems.

Thisisthe collective reaction phenomenon.

Severd of the books were described as providing an especidly incisive view of human menta limitations.
| was beginning to get annoyed.

| kept an eye on the Falcon as| circled the hdl, trying to tamp my thoughts, wondering again about
telepathic range. More Mutes came in, and while | was wandering among the exhibits looking as casud
aspossble, they joined theline.

Redlizing the line was not going to go away, | took my place at the rear. There were about adozenin
front of me, including two younger ones, not quite adult, but not children either. Both femae. | saw them
react, saw one touch the other’ s elbow and pull her robe more tightly around her.

I’d had it by then. | tried to send amessage. To al who were listening. People who need to fed superior
by accident of birth usualy turn out to be dummies. | didn’t know how to visudizeit, so | don’t imagine
much of it got through, but | felt better afterward.

The hatchway onto the bridge was open so | could see the instruments and the pilot’ s position. But ablue
restraining cord was drawn across the entrance and asign read DO NOT ENTER. There were two
chairs, onefor the pilot, onefor avistor or technician. | thought thisiswhere they had been, Margaret
Wescott at the controls, and Adam in the auxiliary seat. | looked through the viewport &t the gray
museum walls, and wondered what had been visble to them.

In front of the pilot’s seat, and to its right, was the reader. | reached into my pocket and touched the
chip.
The Al’s name had been James.

| leaned over the cord, acutely conscious of the others around me. | would have liked afew minutes
aone. “James” | said in awhisper, “are you there?’

Therewas no vocd reply, but agreen lamp came on. | wasn't familiar with the Falcon instrument pandl.
Still, some aspects remain identical from ship to ship, and from one erato another. The green lamp
aways meansthe Al isup and running. First hurdle cleared. (I assumed they’ d disconnected the voice so



Jameswouldn’t startle anyone.)

The cord wastoo high for meto get over, so | lifted it and went under, and proceeded directly to the
reader, ignoring the stir behind me. | inserted the chip. “James,” | said, “download the navigation logs.
Any that are connected with Dr. Adam Wescott.”

Ancther lamp came on. White. | heard the data transmission begin. | turned and smiled at the Mutes
standing behind me. Hi. How you doing? Enjoying your visit?| tried to think how thiswas routine
maintenance. Instead it occurred to me that the Mutes might suspect | wastrying to stedl the ship, that |
was planning to take off with it, blast out of the hal, and head for Rimway. Trailing Mutes dl theway. |
could see the Falcon rising over Borkarat’ stowers, then accelerating for deep space. No matter how
hard | tried, | couldn’t get theimage out of my mind.

No such scenario of course was even remotely possible. The museum had removed a bulkhead to admit
the ship, and then replaced it. The engines were at least disengaged and probably missing. And there
wouldn’t have been any fud anyhow.

The chip whirred and hummed while the data collected over more than a decade flowed through the
system. | looked over the other instruments, the way atechnician might, just doing alittle maintenance,
got to adjust the thrust control here.

More Mutes were crowding up to the guide rope to see what was going on. | imagined | could fed them
insde my head, checking to see whether | was deranged. It occurred to me they might conclude thiswas
theway inferior species behaved and think no more of it. And | wondered whether that had been my
own thought, or whether it had arrived somehow from outside.

A couple of them moved away but otherstook their places. | watched the lights, waiting for the white
lamp to change color, indicating the operation was complete.

| straightened the chairs. Looked out the portals. Checked the settings on the viewscreens. Straightened
my blouse.

| wished I’ d thought to bring adust cloth.
| looked out the portals again. Two Mutesin blue uniforms were converging on the Falcon.
Thelamp stayed white.

The crowd began to shuffle, to clear out of the way. | heard heavy footsteps. And of course no sound of
avoice anywhere.

Then the authorities arrived. Both in uniform. Both looking severe. But then, with an Ashiyyurean, how
could you tell?1 tried to cut that idea off at the pass. Tried to transmit Almost done. Just be patient a
moment more.

They stepped over the cord. One took my arm and pulled me away from the reader. | looked back. The
lamp was till white.

They wanted meto go with them and | wasin no position to decline. They haf-carried me back out
through the airlock, and through a gawking crowd that now made no effort to hide the fact that they were
watching. We exited the hal, went down aramp, across alobby, and into a passageway.

| was helpless. | was projecting al the protests | could manage. But nothing worked. Y ou couldn’t talk
to these guys. Couldn’t use nonverbals. Couldn’'t even use the old charm.



They hauled me through double doors and into a corridor lined with offices. | redized | wasn't smply
being gected. We were headed into the rear of the museum.

The doors were made of dark glass, and Mute symbols were posted electronicaly beside them. One
opened and | was ushered insde. It was an empty office. | saw an inner door, acouple of tables and
three or four chairs. All standard Mute size. My guards rel eased me and set me down.

They stayed with me, both standing, one near the door by which we' d entered, the other by the inner
door. | wondered whether my chip had finished loading yet.

We waited about five minutes. | heard noises on the other side of the inner door. Then it opened. A
fema e emerged, wearing clothing that resembled aworkout suit. The color was off-white. The suit had a
hood, but it lay back on her shoulders.

She looked at me, and then a my escorts. They seemed to be exchanging information. Finaly the escorts
got up and left the room. Apparently | was not considered athret.

The female reached into a pocket, produced atrandator on a cord, and draped it around her neck.
“Héllo, Chase” shesaid. “I’'m SelottaMoviaKabis. Y ou may cal me Sdotta”

Even under the circumstances, it was hard not to laugh. | gave my name and said hdllo.

She stared at me. “We are pleased you decided to visit ustoday.”

“It smy pleasure” | said. “Thisisalovely museum.”

“Yes.” Shecircled me and took achair opposite. “May | ask what you were doing in the Falcon?’

No point lying. Thetrandator wouldn’t help her read my thoughts, but | wondered whether sheredly
needed it. “1 wastrying to download the navigation logs.”

“And why were you doing that? The Falcon has been in the Human Hall aslong as |’ ve been here. It
must be twenty-five years.”

“It' sbeenalongtime” | agreed.

She concentrated on me. Made no effort to hide the fact shewasin my head. “What' s the Seeker?’ she
asked.

| told her. | described its connection with Margolia, and then explained what Margoliawas.
“Ninethousand years?’ she said.

“yYes”

“And you hopeto find this place? Margolia?’

“We know that’ s atrifle optimigtic. But we do hopeto find the ship.”

Gray lids came down over her eyes. And rose again. Theiriseswere black and diamond-shaped. She
consdered mefor along moment. “Who knows?’ shesaid, findly. “Find one and it might lead you to the
other.”

“Asyou cansee,” | said, “1 need your help to get the information from the Falcon.”



She sat quite ill while she considered it. Then she seemed to come to aconclusion. The door to the
passageway opened. | turned and saw one of the guards. Selotta motioned him forward. He had my chip
inhisright hand. | wondered if it might be possible to grab the chip and run.

“No,” said Selotta. “ That would not be agood idea.”

He handed it to her, turned and left. She inspected it, switched on alamp, and took alonger look. When
she' d finished she turned those diamond eyes directly on me. | got the distinct fegling she thought she was
talking to me. Suddenly she seemed surprised. She shook her head in aremarkably human gesture and
tapped the trandator. “It's hard to remember sometimes | have to speak.”

“I guess,” | said.

“| was asking whether you don’t have some qualms about the possibility of aliving civilization out there.
Y our own people, after nine thousand years. Y ou have no way of knowing what you might find.”

“I know.”
“No offense intended, but humans tend to be unpredictable.”

“Sometimes,” | said. “Wedon't expect to find aliving world. But if we could find the original settlement,
we could retrieve some artifacts. They’ d be quite vauable.”

“I'msure”

| waited, hoping she' d give me the chip and wish me god-speed.
“Perhaps we can make an arrangement.”

“What did you havein mind?’

“Y ou may haveyour chip.”

“If—7

“I will expect, if you find what you' re looking for, a generous bequest.”
“Y ou want some of the artifacts?’

“I think that would be areasonable arrangement. Yes, | will leave the detailsto your generosity. | believe
| may safely do that.” She got up.

“Thank you, Selotta. Y es. If we succeed | will see the museum istaken care of.”

“Through me persondly.”

“Of course”

She made no move to hand over the chip. “Chase,” shesaid, “I’m surprised you didn’t cometo usfirst.”

| stood there trying to look asif attempted theft had been arational course of action. “I’'m sorry,” | said.
“| should have. To be honest, | didn’t know whether you would alow it.”

“Or try to grab everything for ourselves.”
“| didn’t say that.”



“Y ou thought it.” She put the chip on the tabletop. “I’ll ook forward to hearing from you, Chase.”

TOMORROW AND TOMORROW...

In“All Our Yesterdays...” Bud Webster cast alook back on the history of sciencefiction and fantasy. In
“Quo Vadis?’ Orson Scott Card surveyed thefield' s present situation and direction. Now Mike Resnick
looks to the future of the field and finds new opportunities to be explored—and exploited.

Mike Resnick isthe author of more than fifty science fiction novels, close to two hundred stories, and
two screenplays, and the editor of almogt fifty anthologies. He has won aNebula, five Hugos, and other
major awardsin the USA, France, Spain, Poland, Japan, and Croatia. Hiswork has been trandated into
twenty-two languages. In his spare time, he reports, he deeps.

| HAVE SEEN THE FUTURE—AND IT AIN'T GOT ALOT
OF DEAD TREESINIT

MIKE RESNICK

L et me start by saying that | love books and magazines. | like the heft and fed of them. | grew up with
the printed page. | can’t remember ever having ahouse where most of the wall space wasn't covered by
overflowing bookshelves. | don't especidly like reading my sciencefiction off the computer screen.

But as a science fiction writer—and one who hasto pay the billswith his science fiction—it’smy job to
look ahead and see what' s coming, and whether | like it or not makes no difference. It isnot a matter of
Good or Bad, but rather of True or False. And the truth is that we' re not going to be pul ping as many
forestsin the future,

Twenty years ago, when the Internet was just taking off, just about every established sciencefiction
writer was approached by start-up publishers. The pitch was aways the same: give me something for
freetoday and I’ Il make you rich tomorrow (or maybe next week, or possibly in seventeen years, or
conceivably in...). Every one of them went belly-up.

Then Omni Online, which certainly had deep pockets (or at least could borrow from Penthouse's), came
aong, and suddenly we had a paying market. It lasted long enough for Ellen Datlow to become the very
first to win aHugo for editing an eectronic publication. But it didn’t last alot longer than that.

Then we had GalaxyOnline.com of sainted memory. My God, we writersloved it! Half abuck aword (if
you wrote the minimum; it was a set amount). But it was aloss leader for afilm and TV company that
never made any filmsor TV shows, and it was gonewithin ayear.

Then there was Scifi.com, which paid more than double the going rate of the digests, and lasted long
enough to win Ellen Datlow another Hugo for editing another eectronic magazine...but it, too, bit the
dust.

So what’ swith thetitleto thisarticle (I hear you ask)? All these places had high hopes and high pay
rates, and they dl wound up in publishing' s graveyard.

What can | tell you? Thefirst few settlerswho tried to reach the West Coast didn’'t make it either.
But they paved the way for those who came after them.

Thefirgt success story came from an unlikely source: Fictionwise.com, which publishes only reprints.



They started out in 2000 with asmall handful of science fiction writers—Robert Silverberg, Nancy
Kress, James Patrick Kdly, mysdf, just afew others. And they paid twice as much for ashort fiction
reprint as the average anthology paid. And we dl thought: wow, how long hasthisbeen goingon?It’'s
like geding!

And we never thought of it again—until later that same year, when the royalty checks came, and we
redlized that, hey, there are thousands of people out there who, when confronted by trillions of free
words of drivel on the Internet, prefer to pay for reprints by known authors.

That was only eight years ago. These days Fictionwise.com has literdly thousands of authors, including
such heavyweights as Dan Brown, Stephen King, Robert Ludlum, 1ssac Asmov, Robert A. Heinlein,
and that whole crowd.

They proved you could sl literdly billions of words of eectronic reprints, many (in fact, in the beginning,
most) of them sciencefiction. So it was only amatter of time before amajor science fiction publisher
took alook at the direction the world was heading and decided it wastime to go electronic. As| write
these words, the pioneer is Baen Bookswith Jm Baen’s Universe, but I'm sure by the time you read this
(maybe ayear from now) otherswill have joined the parade.

And | wouldn’'t be surprised to see some of the mgor houses start publishing novel-length science fiction
onlineaswdll.

Will they have any trouble getting writers?

Not a chance. The online magazines can pay three and four times what the print magazines can pay, and
the book publishers can easily offer 30 to 40 percent royaltiesto the author, rather than the 10to 12
percent most hardcovers pay and the 8 to 10 percent that usually goesfor paperbacks.

How can thisbe?

Easy.

Let' stake aprint magazine. It sdls, let us hypothesize, for $5.00, give or take anickel.
What doesit cost to get that magazine into your hands?

Well, firgt of al, the publisher hasto buy the stories.

There san office, which means an overhead.

There s paper for the magazines to be printed on.

There are color separations for the covers.

Thereisthe cost of printing tens of thousands (formerly a couple of hundred thousand) of copies of the
magazine.

There are shipping costs. The subscribers don't drive to the printing plant to pick their copies up. Neither
do the digtributors. Neither do the stores.

There are the digtribution costs, both for the national and local distributors. They’ re good guys, but they
don't place the magazinesin the stores for free.

There are the storesthemselves. If they sell a $5.00 magazine, most of them are going to want $1.75 or
thereabouts for their trouble.



There are warehouse costs for those magazines that are neither sold nor pul ped.

And amonth later, every copy has vanished from the newsstands and bookstores, to be replaced by the
next month’ sissue, and the publisher will never make another cent on that out-of-date issue.

Now let’ stake alook at how these expenses affect an electronic magazine.

Thereis no office expense and no overhead, because the editors work out of their houses.
There are no paper expenses, because the magazine doesn’t appear on paper.

There are no color separations, because they smply post the artwork right on the screen.
There are no printing expenses, because the magazine is not printed.

There are no shipping costs, because the magazine is not shipped.

There are no nationa or local distribution costs, because they are not distributed. They'reright there
online, and they don't have to pay anyoneto put the magazine in your physical proximity.

Thereisno cut for the bookstores, because the magazine is not sold in bookstores. Or newsstands. Or
supermarkets. It'sonline. Y ou pay the price, you get the magazine, and there are no middlemen. (You
might think about that. When you pay $5.00 for adigest magazine, the publisher might wind up with
about $1.85 of it—and that' Il be his average only if he sdllsthe entire print run, which never happens, or
even comes close to happening these days. Y ou pay $5.00 for an eectronic magazine, and the publisher
0ets $5.00.)

There are no warehouse costs, because the magazine exists in éectronic phosphors, not paper pages.
They'll post the next issue in another month or two, but this one won't be through earning money,
becauseit will dways be available for anyone who wantsit.

Do you begin to see where the print magazines are a abit of a disadvantage?

Now it should be clear to you why eectronic publishers can outbid the print publishersfor the writers
they want. The print magazines are paying authors, overhead, color separations, paper, printing, shipping,
national distributors, local distributors, bookstores, and warehouses.

And the dectronic publishers? They’re paying...authors.
Period.

So of coursethey can triple or quadruple what the print magazines pay. (I assumewe don’t haveto go
over the whole thing again with books. Just cut to the last sentence: So of coursethey cantriple or
quadruple the hardcover and paperback royalty rates.)

Ah, but isthere an audience out there in the vast eectronic wilderness? After adl, buying The DaVinci
Code or The Shining or the Foundation trilogy from Fictionwise.com is onething, but will computer users
go for new sciencefiction? (The obvious answer is. Certainly they will. An dectronic story has dready
won the Nebula, and another one has just been nominated for a Hugo the same week | am writing this.
But those are voters, not masses of buyers, and you want numbers, right?)

Okay—numbers you want, numbers we got.

I’'m aLuddite, especidly in aforward-looking community like sciencefiction writersand fans. Last
summer | didn’t even know what the word “podcast” meant. Then the young man who runs awebsite



caled Escape Pod, one of many such sites, bought reprint rightsto some of my stories. | didn't giveit
another thought until he mentioned, afew months|ater, that the story of mine he had run most recently
had received twenty-two thousand hitsinitsfirst month online.

Twenty-two thousand hits? Theissue of the sciencefiction magazine it had appeared in had only sold
18,500 copies. More people heard my story online (or on their iPods) than read it.

| was sureit had to be an aberration. So when my next story, which was not atraditional sciencefiction
story, but had been sold to ayoung adult anthology, came out, | waited two weeks and then asked how
it was doing.

Fourteen thousand hits. In two weeks. For me. Not for Kevin Anderson or Anne McCaffrey or Robert
Jordan or someone else who lives on the bestsdller list.

That’swhen | knew beyond any doubt that the world was changing, that the readers are still out therein
quantity, but they’ re not necessarily browsing the bookstores or the newsstands anymore.

No sea change ever happens smoothly, especidly not in as hidebound, old-fashioned, and unimaginative
abusiness as publishing. Some of the start-ups that |ook good today may be dead by the time you read
this. But if so, otherswill take their place. There are thirty-seven holesin the dike, and traditiona
publishers have only ten (figurative) fingers.

Likel said, | ill lovethefed of abook, the smell of an old pulp, the pleasure | get just from browsing a
bookstore.

But | aso can seethe future coming at full speed, and | don’t think anything’ sgoing to stop it. Certainly
not me. | may not like reading e ectronic pages, but I’ m editing an eectronic prozine, and I’'m sdling to
every podcaster | can find, and more than two hundred of my books and stories have been sold as
electronic reprints.

I’m not happy with eectronic publishing. | probably never will be. But I'd beahell of alot less happy if |
was |eft behind.

THE ANDRE NORTON AWARD

MAGIC OR MADNESS

BY JUSTINE LARBALESTIER

The André Norton Award for Best Y oung Adult Science Fiction honors the memory of one of thefidd's
most prolific and most beloved authors, André Norton. Equally adept in sciencefiction or fantasy, she
was amgor forcein developing both genres for young readers.

The 2007 André Norton Award winner is Justine Larbalestier, for her novel Magic or Madness. She
livesin Sydney and, she says, travelstoo much. In addition to the Magic or Madnesstrilogy, Larbalestier
has written Ultimate Fairy Book and the nonfiction Battle of the Sexesin Science Fiction. She hasaso
edited the scholarly anthology Daughter of Earth.

Shewrites;

Magic or Madness arose out of my desperate desire for aquicker way to get between Sydney (where |
am from) and New Y ork City (my husband’ shome). A way that did not involve twenty-four hours of
taxis, airports, and planes. What if, | thought to myself, there were adoor between there and here?



Which led to other thoughts, like, Would you still get jet lag (or, rather, door lag) asyou traveled
between the two? Who would make such adoor? How? And what kind of aworld would have that kind

of magic?

The book (and trilogy—Magic or Madnessisthefirst of three) was aso shaped by my exasperation with
acertain kind of fantasy nove. The kind that usualy has a scene likethis:

“I amintrouble!” quoth the hero. “Fortunately | have amagic pill of trouble-destroying properties! | will
swalow it! All will bewel.”

| couldn’t swallow it. | have never been ableto swallow it. | wanted to write about aworld where magic
wasn't thereto fix every problem the hero (or author) encounters, abook where, indeed, magicisthe
problem.

Quite anasty problem, actudly. Asthetitle suggests, the choice is between magic or madness. If you're
born with magic but don’t useit, you go mad. Not merely eccentric, but
must-be-locked-up-because-dangerous mad. Y et if you use your magic, you shorten your life span.
Most magic wielders don’t make it much past thirty. In the Magic or Madnesstrilogy magicisnot a
blessing, it' sacurse.

Make'em suffer, after dl, isan excellent prescription for page-turning novels and one at the heart of a
great many young adult novels. That, and aset of questions centered around not just identity (learning
who you are) but aso questions of place (learning your world, literally and metgphysically). One of the
many pleasures of writing for young adultsis being free to explore such questions without having to send
in an envoy from another planet to investigate this one. All teenagers are envoys from another planet.

On thisplanet right now it’s an extraordinary time for young adult literature. Not only hasthe audience
expanded hugdy in thelast ten years (thank you, J. K. Rowling), but so, too, has the quality and quantity
of the work, not to mention the support of publishers, booksdllers, librarians, readers, and other YA
writers. Blissit isin thisdawn to be dive, but to be ayoung adult writer is very heaven.

ABOUT THE NEBULA AWARDS

T hroughout each calendar year the members of SFWA recommend novels and storiesfor the annua
Nebula Awards. The editor of the Nebula Awards Report collects these recommendations and publishes
them in the SFWA Forum. Near the end of the year the NAR editor tallies the endorsements, dravsup a
preliminary ballot, and sendsit to al active SFWA members. Each novel and story has a one-year
igibility period from its date of publication. If the work fails to make the preliminary ballot during that
year it isdropped from further Nebula consideration.

The NAR editor then compilesafind balot lising the five noves, novellas, novel ettes, and short sories
that garnered the most votes on the preliminary ballot. For purposes of the Nebula Award, anove is
defined as consisting of 40,000 words or more; anovelais 17,500 to 39,999 words; anoveletteis
7,500 to 17,499 words, and a short story is 7,499 words or fewer.

SFWA dso gppointsanovel jury and ashort-fiction jury to supplement the final ballot’ s five nominees
with a sixth choice in cases where a presumably worthy work was neglected by the membership at large.
Thus, the appearance of extrafindigtsin any category may stem either from ajury selection or atie vote
inthe preliminary bdloting.

Founded in 1965 by Damon Knight, the Science Fiction Writers of Americabegan with acharter
membership of seventy-eight authors. Today the organization has more than a thousand membersand its



name has been augmented to Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of America.

Early in histenure as SFWA'’ sfirst secretary-treasurer, Lloyd Biggle Jr., proposed that the organization
periodicaly sdlect and publish the year’ s best stories. Thisideaquickly evolved into the elaborate
balloting process, an annual awards banquet, and a series of Nebula anthologies, the latest of which you
now hold in your hands. Judith Ann Lawrence designed the Nebulatrophy from a sketch by Kate
Wilhem. Itisablock of Lucite containing polished rock crystal and arepresentation of aspiral galaxy
made of metallic glitter. The trophies are handmade, and no two are exactly dike.

PAST NEBULA AWARD WINNERS

1965

Best Novd: Dune by Frank Herbert

Best Novella(tie): “The SdlivaTreg” by Brian W. Aldiss*“He Who Shapes’ by Roger Zelazny
Best Noveette: “The Doors of His Face, the Lamps of HisMouth” by Roger Zelazny
Best Short Story: “* Repent, Harlequin!” Said the Ticktockman” by Harlan Ellison
1966

Best Nove (tie): Flowersfor Algernon by Danid Keyes

Babd-17 by Samuel R. Delany

Best Novdla “The Last Castle” by Jack Vance

Best Novelette: “Cal Him Lord” by Gordon R. Dickson

Best Short Story: “ The Secret Place” by Richard McKenna

1967

Best Novd: The Eingtein Intersection by Samud R. Delany

Best Novella: “Behold the Man” by Michael Moorcock

Best Novelette: “ Gonna Roll the Bones™ by Fritz Leiber

Best Short Story: “Aye, and Gomorrah” by Samud R. Delany

1968

Best Novel: Rite of Passage by Alexel Panshin

Best Novela “Dragonrider” by Anne McCaffrey

Best Noveette: “Mother to the World” by Richard Wilson

Best Short Story: “The Planners’ by Kate Wilhem

1969

Best Novd: The Left Hand of Darkness by UrsulaK. LeGuin



Best Novella “A Boy and HisDog” by Harlan Ellison

Best Noveette: “ Time Considered asaHdlix of Semi-Precious Stones’ by Samuel R. Delany
Best Short Story: “ Passengers’ by Robert Silverberg

1970

Best Novd: Ringworld by Larry Niven

Best Novdla “lll Met in Lankhmar” by Fritz Leiber

Best Noveette: “Sow Sculpture” by Theodore Sturgeon

Best Short Story: No Award

1971

Best Novel: A Time of Changes by Robert Silverberg

Best Novela “The Missng Man” by Katherine MacLean

Best Noveette: “The Queen of Air and Darkness’ by Poul Anderson
Best Short Story: “Good News from the Vatican” by Robert Silverberg
1972

Best Novel: The Gods Themselves by Issac ASmov

Best Novdla “ A Meeting with Medusa’ by Arthur C. Clarke

Best Novelette: “Goat Song” by Poul Anderson

Best Short Story: “When It Changed” by Joanna Russ

1973

Best Novel: Rendezvous with Ramaby Arthur C. Clarke

Best Novella “The Degth of Doctor Idand” by Gene Wolfe

Best Noveette: “ Of Mig, and Grass, and Sand” by VondaN. Mclntyre
Best Short Story: “Love Isthe Plan, the Plan IsDeath” by James Tiptree Jr.

Best Dramatic Presentation: Soylent Green screenplay by Samuel R. Greenberg (based on the novel
Make Room! Make Room! by Harry Harrison)

1974

Best Novel: The Digpossessed by UrsulaK. LeGuin

Best Novella: “Born with the Dead” by Robert Slverberg

Best Novdette: “If the Stars Are Gods’ by Gordon Eklund and Gregory Benford



Best Short Story: “ The Day Before the Revolution” by UrsulaK. LeGuin
Best Dramatic Presentation: Sleeper by Woody Allen

Grand Master: Robert A. Heinlein

1975

Best Novd: The Forever War by Joe Haldeman

Best Novdla “Home Isthe Hangman” by Roger Zelazny

Best Novelette: “ San Diego Lightfoot Sue’ by Tom Reamy

Best Short Story: “Catch that Zeppelin!” by Fritz Leiber

Best Dramatic Writing: Md Brooks and Gene Wilder for Y oung Frankenstein
Grand Magter: Jack Williamson

1976

Best Nove: Man Plus by Frederik Pohl

Best Novdla “Houston, Houston, Do You Read?’ by James Tiptree Jr.
Best Novdette: “The Bicentennid Man” by |saac ASmov

Best Short Story: “A Crowd of Shadows’ by CharlesL. Grant

Grand Magter: Clifford D. Simak

1977

Best Novd: Gateway by Frederik Pohl

Best Novdla “Stardance’ by Spider and Jeanne Robinson

Best Noveette: “ The Screwfly Solution” by Racoona Sheldon

Best Short Story: “ Jeffty IsFive’ by Harlan Ellison

Specid Award: Star Wars

1978

Best Nove: Dreamsnake by VondaN. Mclntyre

Best Novela “The Persstence of Vison” by John Varley

Best Noveette: “A Glow of Candles, aUnicorn’sEye’ by CharlesL. Grant
Best Short Story: “ Stone” by Edward Bryant

Grand Magter: L. Sprague de Camp

1979



Best Novd: The Fountains of Paradise by Arthur C. Clarke
Best Novdla “Enemy Mine’ by Barry Longyear

Best Noveette: “Sandkings’ by George R. R. Martin

Best Short Story: “giIANTS’ by Edward Bryant

1980

Best Nove: Timescape by Gregory Benford

Best Novella: “The Unicorn Tapestry” by Suzy McKee Charnas
Best Novelette: “The Ugly Chickens’ by Howard Waldrop

Best Short Story: “ Grotto of the Dancing Deer” by Clifford D. Simak
Grand Master: Fritz Leiber

1981

Best Nove: The Claw of the Conciliator by Gene Wolfe

Best Novdla “The Saturn Game’ by Poul Anderson

Best Novdette: “The Quickening” by Michael Bishop

Best Short Story: “The Bone FHute” by Lisa Tuttle (declined by the author)
1982

Best Nove: No Enemy but Time by Michadl Bishop

Best Novella: “ Another Orphan” by John Kessdl

Best Noveette: “Fire Watch” by Connie Willis

Best Short Story: “A Letter from the Clearys’ by Connie Willis
1983

Best Novd: Startide Rising by David Brin

Best Novela “Hardfought” by Greg Bear

Best Novelette: “Blood Music” by Greg Bear

Best Short Story: “The Peacemaker” by Gardner Dozois

Grand Master: André Norton

1984

Best Novd: Neuromancer by William Gibson

Best Novela “PRESSENTER” by John Varley



Best Novelette: “Bloodchild” by OctaviaE. Butler

Best Short Story: “Morning Child” by Gardner Dozois

1985

Best Novel: Ender’s Game by Orson Scott Card

Best Novdla “ Salling to Byzantium” by Robert Siverberg

Best Novelette: “Portraits of His Children” by George R. R. Martin
Best Short Story: “Out of All Them Bright Stars” by Nancy Kress
Grand Magter: Arthur C. Clarke

1986

Best Novel: Speaker for the Dead by Orson Scott Card

Best Novella “R & R” by Lucius Shepard

Best Novdette: “The Girl Who Fell into the Sky” by Kate Wilhem
Best Short Story: “Tangents’ by Greg Bear

Grand Madter: |ssac ASmov

1987

Best Nove: The Fdling Woman by Pat Murphy

Best Novdla “The Blind Geometer” by Kim Stanley Robinson
Best Novelette: “Rachd in Love’ by Pat Murphy

Best Short Story: “Forever Yours, Annd’ by Kate Wilhem

Grand Magter: Alfred Bester

1988

Best Nove: Fdling Free by LoisMcMaster Bujold

Best Novela “The Lagt of the Winnebagos’ by Connie Willis
Best Noveette: “ Schrodinger’ sKitten” by George Alec Effinger
Best Short Story: “Bible Storiesfor Adults, No. 17: The Deluge’ by James Morrow
Grand Master: Ray Bradbury

1989

Best Nove: The Healer’' s War by Elizabeth Ann Scarborough

Best Novdla “The Mountains of Mourning” by LoisMcMaster Bujold



Best Novedeite “ At the Ridto” by Connie Willis

Best Short Story: “Ripplesinthe Dirac Sed’ by Geoffrey A. Landis
1990

Best Nove: Tehanu: The Last Book of Earthsea by UrsulaK. LeGuin
Best Novdla “The Hemingway Hoax” by Joe Hademan

Best Novelette: “Tower of Babylon” by Ted Chang

Best Short Story: “Bears Discover Fire’ by Terry Bisson

Grand Magter: Lester dd Rey

1991

Best Nove: Stations of the Tide by Michag Swanwick

Best Novella: “Beggarsin Spain” by Nancy Kress

Best Noveette: “Guide Dog” by Mike Conner

Best Short Story: “MaQui” by Alan Brennert

1992

Best Novel: Doomsday Book by Connie Willis

Best Novdla “City of Truth” by JamesMorrow

Best Novdette: “ Danny Goesto Mars’ by Pamela Sargent

Best Short Story: “ Even the Queen” by Connie Willis

Grand Master: Frederik Pohl

1993

Best Novel: Red Mars by Kim Stanley Robinson

Best Novela “The Night We Burned Road Dog” by Jack Cady
Best Noveette: “ Georgiaon My Mind” by Charles Sheffield

Best Short Story: “Graves’ by Joe Hademan

1994

Best Novel: Moving Marsby Greg Bear

Best Novella: “ Seven Views of Olduvai Gorge’ by Mike Resnick
Best Novelette: “ The Martian Child” by David Gerrold

Best Short Story: “A Defense of the Socid Contracts’ by Martha Soukup



Grand Magter: Damon Knight

Author Emeritus. Emil Petga

1995

Best Novel: The Termina Experiment by Robert J. Sawyer
Best Novdla “Last Summer at MarsHill” by Elizabeth Hand
Best Noveette: “ Solitude” by UrsulaK. LeGuin

Best Short Story: “Desgth and the Librarian” by Esther M. Friesner
Grand Magter: A. E. van Vogt

Author Emeritus; Wilson “Bob” Tucker

1996

Best Novd: Sow River by Nicola Griffith

Best Novdla “DaVinc Risng” by Jack Dann

Best Noveette: “Lifeboat on aBurning Sea’ by Bruce Holland Rogers
Best Short Story: “A Birthday” by Esther M. Friesner

Grand Magter: Jack Vance

Author Emeritus: Judith Merril

1997

Best Nove: The Moon and the Sun by VondaN. Mclntyre
Best Novella: “ Abandon in Place’ by Jerry Oltion

Best Novelette: “The Flowers of Aulit Prison” by Nancy Kress
Best Short Story: “Sigter Emily’sLightship” by Jane Yolen
Grand Master: Poul Anderson

Author Emeritus: Nelson Sade Bond

1998

Best Nove: Forever Peace by Joe Haldeman

Best Novdla “Reading the Bones’ by ShellaFinch

Best Novelette: “Lost Girls” by Jane Y olen

Best Short Story: “Thirteen Waysto Water” by Bruce Holland Rogers Bradbury Award: J. Michael
Straczynski



Grand Master: Ha Clement (Harry Stubbs)

Author Emeritus William Tenn (Philip Klass)

1999

Best Novd: Parable of the Talents by OctaviaE. Butler

Best Novdla “Sory of Your Life’” by Ted Chiang

Best Novelette: “MarsIsNo Place for Children” by Mary A. Turzillo
Best Short Story: “The Cost of Doing Business® by Ledie What
Best Script: The Sixth Sense by M. Night Shyamalan

Grand Magter: Brian W. Aldiss

Author Emeritus Danidl Keyes

2000

Best Nove: Darwin’s Radio by Greg Bear

Best Novella “Goddesses’ by Linda Nagata

Best Novelette: “ Daddy’ sWorld” by Walter Jon Williams

Best Short Story: “macs’ by Terry Bisson

Best Script: Galaxy Quest by Robert Gordon and David Howard
Bradbury Award: Y uri Rasovsky and Harlan Ellison

Grand Magter: Philip José Farmer

Author Emeritus: Robert Sheckley

2001

Best Novel: The Quantum Rose by Catherine Asaro

Best Novdla “The Ultimate Earth” by Jack Williamson

Best Noveette: “Louise’ sGhost™ by Kdly Link

Best Short Story: “The Curefor Everything” by Severna Park

Best Script: Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon by James Schamus, Kuo Jung Tsai, and Hui-Ling Wang
(from the book by Du Lu Wang)

Presdent’s Award: Betty Bdlantine
2002

Best Novel: American Gods by Nell Gaiman



Best Novela “Bronte sEgg” by Richard Chwedyk
Best Novelette: “Hédl 1sthe Absence of God” by Ted Chiang
Best Short Story: “ Creature” by Carol Emshwiller

Best Script: The Lord of the Rings: The Fellowship of the Ring by Fran Walsh, Philippa Boyens, and
Peter Jackson (based on The Lord of the Ringsby J. R. R. Tolkien)

Grand Master: UrsulaK. LeGuin

Author Emeritus: Katherine MacLean

2003

Best Novd: The Speed of Dark by Elizabeth Moon

Best Novdla “Caroling’ by Neil Gaiman

Best Noveette: “The Empire of Ice Cream” by Jeffrey Ford
Best Short Story: “What | Didn't See” by Karen Joy Fowler

Begt Script: The Lord of the Rings: The Two Towers by Fran Walsh, Philippa Boyens, Stephen Sinclair,
and Peter Jackson (based on The Lord of the Ringsby J. R. R. Tolkien)

Grand Master: Robert Silverberg

Author Emeritus. CharlesL. Harness

2004

Best Nove: Pdadin of Soulsby LoisMcMagter Bujold

Best Novella “The Green Leopard Plague’ by Walter Jon Williams
Best Novelette: “Basement Magic” by Ellen Klages

Best Short Story: “Comingto Terms’ by Eileen Gunn

Best Script: The Lord of the Rings: The Return of the King by Fran Walsh, Philippa Boyens, and Peter
Jackson (based on The Lord of the Rings by J. R. R. Tolkien)

Grand Magter: Anne McCeffrey

2005

Best Novel: Camouflage by Joe Haldeman

Best Novdla “Magic for Beginners’ by Kdly Link

Best Novelette: “ The Faery Handbag” by Kdly Link
Best Short Story: “I Livewith You” by Carol Emshwiller

Best Script: Serenity by Joss Whedon André Norton Award: Vdiant: A Modern Tale of Faerie by Holly
Black



Grand Magter: Harlan Ellison

Author Emeritus William F. Nolan

THE AUTHORSEMERITI

The Author Emeritus Award is SFWA’ sway of recognizing writers who have made significant
contributionsto the field of science fiction and fantasy. The award is decided by the board of directors
through discussion and consensus.

The Authors Emeriti are:
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form by permission of the author.
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