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"/ believein One God, the Father, the Almighty, Maker of Heaven and Earth . . ."

Some daysit was hard to pray. Angelas mind would float off in any direction but Heavenward. Today,
for example, it started on music (what would be the Numian word for counterpoint1! For that matter,
what wasit in [talian?) ; music was her job, today, and she wanted, as always, to do agood job. Then it
drifted back (asit often did) to when she got the job: walking out of her class hi Advanced Spanish and
seeing the man dressed in the gray suit, incongruoudy formd for aCdiforniafdl "Ms. Summers?”

v

"How long do you think it would take you to learn alanguage from scratch—just from hearing it spoken
by someone who doesn't know any English?!

"Depends on the language.”

"Would you liketo giveit atry?"

"Dontmindif | do."

"/ believein Jesus Chrigt. HisSonour Lord . . .**

Wéll, her religion had caused them aminor problem or two, but she was too good; they had to have her.
Her mind skipped to Bacquier, looking harried, amillion decisionsto be made, her little request one of
theleast of them. "All right, dl right,” he had said. "But you can't go done. Security, you see. Can't have
you people running around alone out there."

Security was dl right by her—aslong as her request was granted.

"/ believein the Holy Spirit, the Lord, the Giver of Life, who proceeds from the Father and Son. With the
Father and Son He isworshiped and glorified . . ."
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Now the end was in Sight: something about the number of cycles that had been completed. And what had
come of dl of it? Enough to keep scholars busy for quite awhile— until the ship returned. If it was going
to return.

"They've got to come back," Colin had said. "We have too much to offer.”

"That's right. Too much," Natasha had countered. * They're afraid of us."

Angdadidn' like to speculate, but she did have one thought on the matter. "What if," she had asked,
"they can't find their way back?"

There were dill far more questions than answers. . . .

The priest plunged ahead. As usual, there had been no sermon. He had nothing to say, Angela supposed,
especidly to five old ladies and one stranger. That wasdl right: it wastheritua that mattered to her, even
when it was trampled through by an overweight middle-aged man eager to get to his morning coffee and
newspaper. Ex op-ere operate, she thought. She knew L atin too.

Numian wasabhit like Ltin, actudly. Highly inflected, reatively few irregular verbs. She and her
co-workerswould writeit al up, of course, and someday it might be declassified. It was odd, redlly, but
more than one person had compared the Numoi to the Romans. There might be something to thet; there
might be something to alot of things.

Sheleft her pew to receive communion. The old ladies stared &t her. She gave them something to talk



about, anyway. She shouldn't be thinking of them, though, she should be praying. Why wasit difficult to
pray?

Her lifewastoo full, too much had been happening the past few months. Her mind was too busy
processing information. She was just a go-between, but so much of it stuck, and got hi the way of what
was more important When it wasdl over . ..

But when she thought about it being over, she was sad. There would never be another job like this one,
"The Massisended. Go hi peace, to love and servethe Lord.”

"Thanksbeto God."

The priest shuffled from the dtar, and Angeladid
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quickly out of the pew, feding vaguely guilty over her dilemma. She genuflected and walked out into the
cold and windy New England morning.

Her driver waswaiting patiently at the curb, gloveless and hatless. Didn't he fed the cold? She hurried
down the steps and into the jeep. The soldier barely nodded to her. As soon as .her door was shut he
sped off toward the compound.

She wished Paddy Maloney was il driving her. Theridewasalot of fun with him at thewhed. But
shifts had changed or something, and now she had thistight-lipped Canadian who made sure she
understood what an imposition thisidiosyncrasy of herswas.

"Isthisextraduty for you?' she asked as the white countryside dipped by,

He shook his heed.

"W, I'm sorry you have to stay outsde in the cold. Y ou could comein, you know. It'salittle warmer
ingde”

He shrugged. "'I'm used to the cold.”

So much for gpologies. They were nearly at the compound before he spoke again. "1 used to go," he
sad.

"To church?' she asked hestantly.

He nodded.

"Why did you stop?’

The high fence appeared in the distance. "'l just stopped.” He dowed the jeep.

**Y ou could always start again,” shefelt obliged to say.

He shrugged once more. "Too late," he said. The guards waved them through.

The ship was alarge, luminous blue pyramid, sparkling in the winter sun. Onelong, narrow staircase led
down from just above the middle of one of the faces. At the bottom of it stood a couple of UN soldiers,
garing iffly forward. Thefirst time Angelahad waked up that Staircase shefdt asif she were taking
part hi some ritua—an Aztec maiden, perhaps, going to be sacrificed. But at the same time she had
thought, inandly: they too use gairs. Can they bethat different from us, if we both use Sairs?

Now she stood near the bottom of the stairs, nibbling on adonut and hurriedly scanning an Italian
dictionary of
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musical terms. She had missed breskfast, as usua, and there was no time for deep thoughts about the
NumoL

In acouple of minutes she noticed the group heading over from the motel, and she put away the book.
She gave a haf-wave to the other interpreters and nodded to Professor ContinL. He greeted her
effusvey, obvioudy very excited. "Ms. Summers, good morning,” hesaid in Itdian. "Thisisabeautiful
day, isit not? We will learn agreat deal today."

Thetypica reaction. She had tried to warn him when they had met last night: thiswill be the most
frustrating experience of your life. It will beliketrying to learn about Mozart's music by reading a
description written by adeaf person in alanguage you don't understand. And just when you think you're
making progress, they will politely declineto answer aquestion, or your turn will be over, and the
opportunity will be gone—perhapsforever.

Wéll, hewould find out soon enough. "Is your tape recorder working?' she asked.



He patted his pocket "Won't missathing."

"Thenweredl st"

One by onethey presented their ID cardsto the guards, who checked alist and impassively nodded their
gpprova. Then up the sairway, asif they were boarding a plane.

At the top, though, there wasn't a tewardess—or an Az-tec priest. They stepped through an oval door,
and were greeted by Samish.

"Hello, good morning,” he said in wretchedly accented English. "I greet you in the name of the Numoi."
"Good morning,” the interpreters mumbled in Numian, and Samish gratefully lapsed into his native tongue.
Heread from alist not unlikethe UN guards*. " Con-tini—music—with Master Zanla.

Ryerson—zool ogy—with Associate Rothra. Chen—visud arts—with Associate Sud-meta.
LaHamme—mathematics—with Novicelilorn. Pleasefollow me."

They followed, down the corridor that was now asfamiliar to Angelaasthe corridor to her office at
UCLA. But she knew what it was like for Contini, gazing at the intricate tilework, smelling the faintly
unpleasant odor (too many of them cooped up heretoo long; yes, they sweat
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too), but most of al observing the yellow-tunicked creature hi front of them. No, cresture was wrong.
Put Samish in shirt and dacks and have him walk aong Main Street, and no one would take a second
look. A little shorter and darker than most Caucasians, perhaps; bone structure alittle off for an Indian.
But il wel within the range of human varigbility.

Only Samish wasn't human. Common ancestry (Spooky thought), or smilar evolutionary pressures?
Angdadidn't gpeculate, but it was certainly keeping alot of scientists up late arguing. And the Sight of
Samish, she knew, was making Contini do a bit of revison on what the word aien meant to him.

When they reached the first room, midway down the corridor, Samish stopped, turned, and bowed.
"That'sus,* Angelawhispered. She bowed in return and led Contini into the room.

It was small and windowless. In the center was a black metal table; two chairs on the near Sde, oneon
thefar dde. Perfectly neat and symmetrica. Angelasat in one of the chairson the near Sde. Thisis
Zanlasoffice" sheremarked, motioning to Contini to Sit down. "They call him the Master, which | guess
isequivdent to aship'scaptain.”

"How do they choose who will speak with us?"

"Knowledge and interest, mainly. The four officers and Samish are the only ones alowed to converse
with humans. | assume Zanlaknows more about music than the other three.”

"This Zanla—ishe agood man, er, dien to talk with?"

"Well, he seems more interested in the information exchange than the others—probably because it was
hisidea—s0 | think hetries harder. But Since heisthe Master they often call him in to consult about
something: whether they should answer a particular question, you know, or how much they, should say.
That can get frustrating." Angeladecided to try once again. "And you know, Professor, heisn't an expert.
Hewon't know a quarter of what you want to find out, and—*

"Yes, yes, well see”

He wastoo excited to hear such things. He tapped impatiently on the table and scanned his
notes—enough ques-
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tions for amonth of meetings, Angelawas certain. Shetook out her dictionary and studied it until she
heard the door open behind them.

*'| greet you in the name of the Numoi. Angela, good morning.” Zanla bowed deeply to both of them and
swept into the room. He was dightly taller than Samish, and dightly darker. He wore blue robes, and had
aclear ar of authority. Angdaliked him.

Sheintroduced Contini to Zanlaquickly but formaly. Zanlawas scrupul ous about learning names, and
was quite good at remembering them—even if he couldn't learn an Earth language. Natasha thought their
linguistic incompetence was dl an €l aborate pretense to gain them some kind of obscure advantage.
Perhaps. But redly, everything could be a pretense, if one wanted to be suspicious. Why bdieve we
werethefirst intelligent race they had contacted? Why believe, even, that they came from outer space?



Angelapreferred smply to do her job.

Which began immediatdy, with Contini firing questions eagerly and hopefully, fretting every time Angdla
stumbled over aterm or asked for something to be repested. Theoretically, in the morning sesson the
Numoi answered questions and in the afternoon session asked them, but as usud it wasn't long before
both parties were sumbling over themsalves to exchange information, each awed by the smilaritiesand
differences of thenl two worlds.

Luckily, in talking about music there was little need for the sudden awkward pause and the (apparently)
sncere apology. "I'm sorry. | can't tell you that" Each side had things they had judged best kept secret,
but their music was not one of them.

This problem did intrude on them, though, when L Dorn would knock on the door and bring Tanla
outside for awhispered discusson. Mathematics, Angelathought. Alwaystricky. Natasha said there
were more pauses than words during the mathematics ons. Angelawel comed these respites,
athough they drove Contini into afrenzy of impatience. "Doesn't herealize—" Contini would begin, and
Angelawould give an I-told-you-so shrug. By the time the morning session was over he had gotten
through atwentieth of his questions, and only reluctantly followed
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Angelaback aong the corridor and down to the surface of the Earth.

"Not enough time," he said, shaking hishead. "So much to learn.”

"They'll be back," she responded, to cheer him up. "They've spent generations looking for another
intelligent race. They won't just forget about us. They'll bring their finest musicians. Y ou'll havejam
sessonstogether.”

Contini forced alaugh. "I have alot to look forward to. Meanwhile, | must prepare for this afternoon. I
you will excuseme. . ." He strode quickly off toward the motel. Angelafollowed at adower pace, letting
the cold air clear her thoughts.

She ate lunch with the other interpreters, and as usual the conversation revolved around words. Natasha,
asusud, had atheory. "It will be the linguists who unlock the door to this mystery of faster-than-light
travel."

"How'sthat?" Scott asked.

"Because the Numoi can hide everything e se, but they can't hide their words—not if they want to
communicate with usat al. For instance, have you noticed the way their number words correspond to
their emotion words? Eblo— one, ablo—tranquility . . ."

"Gava—saven, gavo—uneasiness,” Colin offered.

"But what does that suggest?' Angela asked.

"It'stheir gpproach to mathematics," Natasha replied.

"Sure" Colinsad, "if wed listened to Pythagoras we might be visiting the Numoi, insteed of the other
way round.”

It was al too much for Angela. 'Tell it to Aronson,”" she suggested. "Bright idea number 804."

"Well, dl we need isfor one of them to betrue." Angdafinished her lunch quickly, excused hersdf, and
went up to her smal room on the third floor of what had been, until recently, aHoliday Inn. She sat by
her window and looked out on the highway where now no traffic was allowed.

The aienswould soon be gone, she reflected, and this .room would no longer be home. Back to running
graduate seminars, grading dull papers, preparing dull lectures. Funny, they hadn't seemed dull before.
One quickly got
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used to being at the center of things. A pleasant feding, but trangitory, like al the things of this
world—and of al other worlds. Shetook her rosary beads out of her desk drawer and sat by the
window, praying, until it wastime for the afternoon session.

Contini worked her hard through the long afternoon, getting quite upset when she ssumbled through a
discussion of harmony and he sensed his chance dipping irrevocably away. Then Zanlawas summoned



again, and his mood blackened further. Zanla stuck his head in the door a moment later and said, "1 hope
you will not mind. Thereisa problem, you see, with the mathematics. | must help them.”

"Of course," Angelareplied. It was nothing to her.

Zanlaturned around and motioned to a passing crew member. He muttered something hastily to him and
turned back to Angelaand Contini. "'l hope you will not mind," he repested, gesturing at the crew
member, who stepped inside and stood at attention by the door.

"We understand perfectly,” Angelasaid. Zanla bowed and walked quickly off with Lilom.

"Damn nuisance," Contini grumbled. "And why do we have to be guarded?'

"If thiswere your ship, wouldn't you protect ft from diens?' This had only happened afew times before.
The Numoi appeared to have rather rigid laws of hospitdity that made them quite uncomfortable in this
Stuation—but still, guests like these could not be | eft dlonefor along period of time.

The Numoi's problem was an acute one. As one puzzled scientist put it, " These guys have conquered the
Universe with abow and arrow.” Everyone had adifficult time crediting the notion that the Numoi's
technology was at best early industrial. No computers, no telephones, no airplanes; it was doubtful
whether they even had the interna-combustion engine. Many members of the Alien Study Team il
refused to accept this, preferring to think that the Numoi possessed incredible cunning and acting skill
than to ded with the dternative: that fagter-than-light travel was somehow attainable by a preindustria
ociety.
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And that was the Numoi's problem: the one thing they possessed that Earth could want, beyond the hazy
benefits of culturd exchange, they could not afford to let dip away.

Angelawondered: if | had the run of the ship, would | be able to solve the mystery? Aronson and the
other members of the team were forever pumping them for facts, details, impressions. "It'sapuzzle,”
Aronson had said. " Anything you notice isworth reporting, because it might be apiece of the puzzle.
What if there were strange devices in the base of the pyramid—could she describe them accurately?
What if there were nothing at dl? What if—

A movement a the edge of her field of vision broke her rambling train of thoughts. She turned her heed.
It was the guard, who had evidently moved gradualy away from the door. So that he could see our
faces, Angelathought She amiled tentatively a him.

He bowed in return. "Do you speak the language?' he asked in a rushed whisper.

The language was Numian, and the answer was smple. But should she giveit? The crew was forbidden
to speak with them, she knew. The guard was clearly afraid—of her? or of the consegquencesif he was
caught?

"I spesk thelanguage," shereplied findly, "but are we dlowed to talk?'

"Don't worry. The Master told me he would be at least twenty vobi."

The vobi was a short unit of time that Angela had forgotten how to convert. The response was not
exactly what she had wanted. Her hesitancy must have been obvious, because the guard tried again
amog immediately. "My nameis Tenon,” hesaid. "'l would liketo be your friend.”

Well, she could not resist an offer of friendship. "My nameis Angdla," shereplied politely. "I want very
much to be your friend, too."

"Yes, yes," Tenon cried enthusiagticdly, causing Contini to look up from his notes.

"Areyou supposed to be talking to that guard?' the professor asked Angela.

"It'sdl right," she said, dthough not very sure of hersdlf.
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He stared at her dubioudy for amoment, then went back to his work.

"Y ou are the first"—outlander? barbarian?—"1 have spoken to,” Tenon said hi alower tone. "'l was
afraid the Voyage would end before | had achance.”

"Your Magter is—"

*Yes, yes. Tell me, Angda isit permissibleto ask questions of afriend?’

"Of course”



Tenon glanced nervoudly at the closed door. Angeladidn't like this. "The Master has not told us of your
hasdi. Do you have the Numoi's hasaff1

The word was not easily trand atable—bedlief system waswhat Angelaand the other interpreters had
ettled on. Part of the problem was that Zanla forbade discussion of many aspects of the Numoi's hasdli,
S0 that the exact limits of the definition were vague. "'l do not know the Numoi's hasdi” she replied.
"Humans have many different hasdi. They do not dl believe the samethings.”

Tenon seemed to reflect on this. "Tell meyoursthen, Angda” he sad findly. "What isyour hasaH"
Angelasmiled. In lessthan twenty vobil What did he want to hear about? Politics? Economics? Ethics?
Just what was her hasalH She thought of morning Mass, the words of the Creed that had drifted across
her consciousness. Not easy to explain that. But it waswhat he had asked for, and it wasthe truth. "l
believe," she began, "hi a Supreme Being Who created and rules the Universe. He chose to become one
of usfor awhile, to teach us how to live good lives, so that we could exist with Him after we die. But
humans would not accept Histeaching. They did not understand Him, and they feared Him, and so—"
Angdafdl slent. Why was Tenon acting thisway? His face was animated, his hands were twitching, his
whole body seemed to quiver. Wasit excitement, or illness, or sometotally aien response?"Isthere
something—?"

"And so they put Him to degth,” Tenon finaly managed to whisper. "But He came back to life again, to
show the truth of His message. Didn't He?" he asked, reaching out toward her. "Didn't He?"

"How—I mean, | don't understand—**
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"Tdl me" hesad. Tdl me Finishit."

"They put Him to death,” she continued, barely ableto

think it through. "They nailed Him to a cross of wood

aong with common criminals. But yes, to show Hewas

indeed the Supreme Being, He came back from the dead,

and showed Himsdlf to some of Hisfollowers. Not to

everyone, though, because we must havefaithin Him if we

areto be united with Him after death. But how did you

know? Surely Zanla doesn't—"

Tenon waved the explanation away- "Vomurd,” he said. Angdlawas unfamiliar with theword. "What is
that?' "It is... it iswhen something unexpected happens which neverthelessis part of apatternin
things-asthey-are. | cannot—it isdifficult to explain." Hefdl slent for amoment, swaying dightly in what
Angelarecognized as deep concentration. "What was His name?" he asked. " Jesus."

That seemed to mean nothing to him. He thought some more. "If | tell you of this" he sad findly, "I put
my lifein your hands. Y ou will not tdll the Magter | have spoken with you?"

"l will tell Zanlanothing.” "And the other?'—motioning to Contini. "He does not speek the language.”
"Very wdl." He stopped swaying, but his hands still twitched with excitement. He began talking in alow
tone, quickly, so that Angelahad to strain to follow him.

"We Numoi rule over much of our planet, but there are other nations, other races. Y ou perhaps know
this. The Council could conquer them, | suppose, but it does not chooseto. In ahilly region of the north
thereisarace who call themselvesthe StanL. There are not many of them but they are strong and proud,
and they have never accepted the Numoi hasdli. They have their own instead, which isdifficult to put into
thelanguage. They say that thereis... is persondity in things-as-they-are, and that they— the Stani—will
one day becometheliving focus of this persondlity. Isthisclear a al?

No, but there wasn't time to make it clearer. "Please go On."

"They have had these beliefsfor many generations. But
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over timetheir hasai has become coarsened—Just like the Numoi's. Many of them began to believe that
somehow it meant that one day they would defeat the Numoi and rule the planet themselves. So when
Chilian—""WhoisChitlanr

"Oh, I'm going too fadt. It's so hard. Chilian was a Stani teacher. He was born poor and humble, but he



became very great, and many people listened to him. He claimed— he said that he himsdlf was not only
Iheliving focus, but 1he persondity itsdf. He said the Stani had been chosen not to destroy the Numoi
but to bring peace and love lo the world, so thai everyone could join in the unending happiness of sharing
inthe universal persondity.** "My God," Angelawhigpered in English. "Thiswas his message to the
Sam," Tenon continued. "He traveled throughout their land, performing wonders to show the truth of
what he preached. Many believed him, but many chose not to, because his message was a difficult one. It
was much easier just to hate the Numoi. So the rulers of the Stani plotted againgt him and they arrested
him and—"

"They put him to death,” Angelasaid. ™Y ou see? 1 Tenon cried. "Y ou see? And he too came back to
hie. Oh, Ihey tried to claim it was atrick, arumor spread by hisfollowers, but that is nonsense. Too
many people saw, too many people believe.™ "And do you beieve?"

Tenon moved hishand in acircle, gesturing assent " Chilian's followers have brought his messagelo
Numos. They are perseculed savagdly. Bul some of us believe. Some of usthink the Numoi hasdli is
corrupt and dying, and that Chilianisthefulure, Chilianislhetrulh. Our belief hasto be kept secret,
Ihough, or we loo would be killed. Someday, perhaps ..." Hefdl slent.

"What do you make of it?" Angela asked after amoment

"They are the same,* Tenon whispered dowly. "How could they not be? The words we use are different,
but the meaning, thetruth . . . they must be the same." "We too were persecuted,” Angelaremarked.
"Did your Jesuslivelong ago?'
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"Many, many generations ago.”

"But Hishaesdi survived?'

"Countlessmillionsbdlieve.”

"Millions," Tenon repeated in wonder. " Perhapsthereis hope for our future then.” His hands started to
twitch again in excitement. " One cannot ignore vomurd. The pattern isthere. One must submit to the
pattern. That much of the Numoi haamli istrue,”

"l don'l understand.”

"Y ou humans have much that the Numoi lack, Angela. Zanla does not tell us crew members everything,
but we know about your communicationsinstruments, your caculating machines, your fast land vehicles.
The Council will do much to get these things, because they will give meaning to the V oyages and power
to the Numoi. If your leaders could only say: wewill share our knowledge with you, but only if you let the
followers of Chilian befreeto live by their hasai. The Numoi might agree. They might, do you see?’
Helooked a Angelahopefully, yearningly. She shared his excitement, she wanted to help, but ... he
understood so little and asked so much. "1 will dowhat | can," she said. "But | have no power. | don't
know exactly what—"

The door opened. She stopped. They stared at one another, and she could seethe pleain hisaien eyes,
and she redlized she would probably never spesk to him again.

"You aredismissed,” Zanlasaid curtly lo Tenon, who bowed and left immediately. Zanla sat down and
inclined his head to Angelaand Contini. "Please excuse the interruption. Now, we were discussing chord
Structures?'

Contini began in atorrent of Italian. Angelasighed, and struggled to do her job.

She sat by her window and stared at her notes. Writing them had been the easy part. The hard part was
deciding what to do with them.

Tenon had not asked her to do anything, but her task was clear—and it was hopeless. To bring the
matter before the proper authoritieswould be to have it quietly ignored. The UN would have no wish to
jeopardize relations between the two planets for the sake of atiny cult. Pressure
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would have to come from outside. But, asamember of the Alien Study Team, she was forbidden to say
anything about the Numoi without first clearing it with Bacquier or Aronson, To do so without permission



wasillegd; it would certainly cost her thisjob, no matter how vauable she was, and possibly thresten her
entire career.

Learning and teaching languages were the only things she could do well. The only things she enjoyed.
Stll, if she knew she could be successtul, theloss of her career wouldn't matter. But how in the world
could she do what Tenon wanted her to?

She looked out the window at the empty highway, and after awhile she realized thiswas the wrong
question. The question was: could she live with hersdlf, could sheface her God, if she did nothing?

She put on her coat and went outside. It took her afew minutesto find Paddy Maloney, talking with a
couple of Canadians by the garage. "Could | see you for amoment, Paddy?" she asked as nonchalantly
as she could manage.

Paddy smirked at the other soldiers. "Aw, she'sforever following me around. It'sdisgusting.” But he
moved agreegbly away from them with Angela. "What's up?" he asked. "Need to go to confesson?"
"Not exactly, Paddy." Shetook adeep breath. "I have afriend in town. A very good friend. I'd like to be
ableto get off the compound for acouple of hoursto see him tonight"

Paddy hooted. "A man, isit? Does the good father at Most Precious Blood know you'll be committing
licentious acts of carnal depravity?'

Angelasmiled in spite of hersdf. "I'll haveto commit them aoneif you don't get meinto town."

"Oh, we wouldn't want that. Not at dl." He pondered for amoment. "There's some fellows off duty going
out tonight. Well get something wrong with the jeep and take the van instead. Sneak you under the back
seat. Show up at the garage around eight-thirty. What | won't do for a beautiful woman.”

"How can | ever repay you, Paddy?'

Helaughed. "Tdl me the whole disgusting story tomorrow. That'll kegp me warm on guard duty.”
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"Youreadear." She kissed him headed excitedly back to the motdl.

Darknesswasfaling, and the dien ship glowed dully in the fadrng light. She gazed thoughtfully at it as she
walked past. It—and everything—seemed different now.

Father Gardner came out of the church and checked to make sure the big oak doors were locked behind
him, A couple walked by, heads bowed against the cold wind. Too bad they didn't see him, he thought.
Good example, priest coming out of church at night. Even if it was only to check

the furnace.

He strode quickly toward the rectory, crunching through the crisp snow. Asusud, the sound seemed
impossibly loud, and he thought: they are following me, matching their footsteps to mine. He wanted to
look behind him. If he looked, they would not be there. If he didn't 1ook, they would be there. That was
how it was.

But if helooked (as he always did), and they weren't there (and they never were), then hewould be a
childish coward for giving in to such idiotic reasoning. He looked. No one.

He sighed and went inside the rectory, double-locking the door behind him. He thrust the dirty parka
onto the coatrack and made hisway down the hall to the kitchen. No good living aone, he thought ashe
made himsdlf acup of tea. That wasthe red problem: the big old house with just him hi it Not that he
needed awife, of course. What he needed was another priest. Someone to watch TV, have abeer with.
Ed Finnegan, Charlie Connolly, Al Bernard!, any of them. All of them. The rectory had been built for four
priests, but there hadn't been that many in it for hah6 a century, probably, since the *50s, when they till
had the school, the nuns, Firss Communion classes, May processions, the works. And now there was
just him, saying alast-another-winter prayer over the furnaceand going dightly crazy inthelong, lonely
evenings.
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He snapped on the radio to exorcise his morbid thoughts. Not much luck. On the talk show they were



discussing the aliens—there was no escaping them. The UN said they were leaving soon. Would they be
coming back?Would any humans be going with them?Wasthe UN trying to hide something? No one
had any answers, of course, but that didn't stop the questions.

And that was S0 very familiar: the old ladies clutching at him after Mass, cdling him late a night, bursting
into tears during confession. Are they going to destroy us, Father? Will they make us daves, Father?1s
this part of God's plan? What does this mean to our faith? They looked to him for guidance, and he had
noneto offer. Beneath the reassuring facade was bewilderment, and fear. And while his parishioners had
mostly gotten used to the fact of diensin their midst, his own fear continued, and grew. There was 0
much people expected of you, and only so much you could do. If only—

The sound of the doorbell shattered his meditation. "Idiot, it's not the aliens,”" he muttered to himsalf, but
his hand was shaking as he lowered his teacup to the table. He shut off the radio and hurried back down
the ball to the front door. :

Was he presentable? FHly zipped, collar straight?'Y ou forget these things sometimes when you live aone.
The doorbell rang again. He opened the door a crack, leaving the chain on.

It was awoman, knitted cap pulled down over her forehead, looking cold and worried. "I'm sorry to
disturb you, Father, but do you have afew minutes you could spare?

He did the chain and opened the door, then stepped back to let the woman in. It was- only when she
removed the cap that he recognized her. It was the Woman from the Alien Study Team, the Woman with
the Guard. What did she want with him?

"Arewe aone, Father?

"Yes, yes. No one around here a night much. Wont you comein, uh, Ms—"

"Summers. Angela Summers.*

*'Ms. Summers.”" Her features were thin, dark, vaguely Mediterranean. Her black hair was pulled back
sverdy
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forty-five; she had that antiseptic agelesslook of aprofessona scholar, or anun. And she must bea
scholar, of course, one of "them so-called experts' his housekeeper referred to. Beyond that—and the
fact that she was oh* vioudy adevout Catholic—he knew nothing about her. "We can go into my office
if youwould liketo, ah, talk."

"That would befine.

His office was a mess, but the rest of the place was messier. It wasasmall room, cluttered with overdue
bills and unread diocesan reports. On the mantel was a haf-full bottle of sherry. Oh dear. Just aglass
before dinner, but no one would believe him. "I'm sorry it's so chilly in here. Old heating system, you
know."

"It'sfine. Epecidly after walking up from the center of

town."

"Oh, yes, cartainly." What was she doing downtown? And where was her guard?"Please sit." He
scooped yesterday's newspaper off adusty wing-chair. She took off her coat and sat down, laying the
coat on her lap.

She seemed quiite nervous. That made two of them. Shefiddled incessantly with her cap and avoided his
gaze, obvioudy unable to begin. He sat down opposite her, and tried to help. "Wdl, Ms. Summers, what
can | do for you?' Shelooked up from her cap a him, and he knew she was judging him, trying to
decideif this overweight, not very bright priest wasthe oneto tell her problem to. As he squirmed under
her gaze he suddenly found the right pigeonholefor her. Not anun, but one of those fanatical lay-people
who knew more about religion than he could ever hope to, the kind who come up to you after adecent
homily and ask how you reconciled your position with Thessa-lonians 1:5 or something. And this, oddly
enough, put him somewhat a ease, because, no matter how great their intellectual superiority, those
people dways had animplicit faith hi priests. Direct channd to God and dl that.

Findly shethrust her cap aside, leaned forward, and began. "The reason I'm so hesitant in starting,
Father, is, wdl, I'm not supposed to be here. I'm on the Alien Study Team—you perhaps knew
that—and we had to sgn things
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when wejoined, and | think | may be breaking alaw by leaving the compound and telling you what I'm
going to tell you. It's not easy for someone like meto break the law."

"Takeyour time," Father Gardner said uncomfortably. He had no desire to beinvolved in law-breaking
himsdf.

"Well," shesaid. "I'm an interpreter—one of four people who speak the dien language. So | aminvolved
with the diensday in and day out Y ou know* | guess, how similar they areto usin many ways."

"I've read whatever the UN has put out, of course.”

"Yes, wdl, thereisanother amilarity. . . . Perhapsit would be easier if you just read." Shefished hi the
handbag at her sde and withdrew some carefully-folded sheets of paper. She handed them to him.

He moved the junk around on his desk and found his glasses. He put them on, acutely aware of the
intense gaze directed at him. It made him fed asif he were taking atest; and as soon as be was finished
reading the teacher would start asking unanswerable questions. But there was no escape. He read.

It only took him afew minutesto finish, but be continued to gaze at the last page for awhile afterward,
trying to sort out histhoughts. Then he slently offered the sheets back to her.

"Keep them,” she said. "I'm afraid to bring them back with me."

Reuctantly he held onto them.

"What do you think?" she asked.

Hewished Al Bernard! were here. Al would be able to handle this. He certainly couldn't. "Wdll," he
replied dowly, "thereisardigion on—on—"

"Numos”

*—on Numoswhich is sort of like early Chrigtianity." Ha paused.

"Yes, of course," she said, "But what can we do about

itr

Helooked at her blankly. First unanswerable question. "What do you mean?' She reached for her cap
and crumpled it impatiently. "I
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reigionisin danger of being snuffed out. One of hisfollowers asksfor our hep. Shouldn't we giveit to
them?*

"But how can we help?' he asked, exasperated. "And why should we? Just because thisreligionislike
Chridtianity doesn't mean it is Christianity.”

Angelaabruptly tossed her coat and cap onto the floor and stood up. She turned to look out the window
behind her at the mounds of snow and the dark outline of the church beyond. She* strying to control
hersdf, he thought She's reminding hersdlf that I'm apriest and therefore worthy of respect

She turned back to him finally but remained standing. "What you say istrue," she said, straining to be
cam. "But | think we have an obligation to find out more about it. On another planet, anong another race
of beings, areligion develops hi away that isstartlingly smilar to Chridianity. Isnt it possiblethat thisis
more than a coincidence—that Christ brings His hope of sdvation to every intelligent race hi the
Universe? Isn't it possible that the Numoi'sfinding our planet, and Tenon's finding me are more than just
coincidences? Tenon caled it vomurd, a coincidence that is part of apattern. You seg, | think that God is
giving us an opportunity here, to save anew rdigion and revive an old one. Because if we discover that
their faith isidentical to ours, then it will hep Chridtianity as much asit will help the followers of Chilian."
Father Gardner looked at her helplesdy. ™Y ou may beright | have noidea. But 1 ill don't know what
you want

fromme"

She sat back down. "1 think we—the Catholic Church— must do what Tenon asks of us. We must put
pressure on the UN to make religious freedom on Numos a condition for further discusson with the
diens”

"But that'simpaossible. Even supposing Cathaolic pressure . would have any effect, only the Pope could
spesk for the



Church."

"That iswhy | have cometo you," Angelasaid smply. "l want you to help me get in touch with the
Pope."

Father Gardner leaned back in his chair and sighed. Laypeople never understood. They assumed if you
werea
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priest you knew every other priest, and afew bishopsand' cardinas besides. Thisis Ed Gardner from
Most Precious Blood in Greenough. Would you put me through to his Holiness? Thanks alot. Couldn't
she see hewasjust an anonymous priest in adecaying parish, unknown outside the diocese and only
vaguely recaled within it? How in the world could she expect him to—

With agart he redlized that that wasn't true, not exactly. He knew A! Bernardi. And Al had goneto
school with—what was his name? Collingwood? The Pope's personal secretary, at any rate. Al had a
couple of funny stories he told about that fellow. Yes, it was possible, he supposed, somehow or other.
And that made him more nervous than ever, because if he redly could help her, then that meant he had to
make adecison. He could hear Al'sbig booming laugh over the receiver: she sayswhat? you want meto
what? Damn it, why was this his problem? Why couldn't the diens have landed in Japan, or Nicaragua,
or Vatican City? Why did he have to decide?

"Look," Angelasaid, leaning closeto him, "1 don't know what you can do for me. Probably nothing. |
came here because | didn't know what else| could do. | just knew | wouldn't be able to live with mysalf
if I didn't do anything. The Church is dying, we both can see that. There are no more vocations, no more
schools. People don't want ardligion that's againgt dl the trendy things: abortion, euthanasia, casua sex.
What future do we have? The Pope himself certainly doesn't seem to know. But here we may possess
the ultimate argument in our favor: the proof that our religion istrue. Can we afford to just forget about it?
Oh, I grant you these notes give us very little. But isn't that dl the more reason we should try to study
Chilian'sreligion— to see how far the smilaritiesgo? And if they go far enough, maybe the world will
findly be convinced."

Her intengty smothered him. Suddenly, in the chilly house, he was swesting. Perhaps the short chain of
acquaintances that led him to the Pope was another in her pattern of coincidences. Perhgpshewasa
minor but necessary part in the working out of someimmense cosmic plan.
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Perhaps shewas right: it might al be pointless, but how could you stand to do nothing?

Hefound himsdf praying, an activity that usudly did not come very easily. And when he had finished he
wondered why the decision had been so hard. "Let memake acdl,” he said, "and then well see.”

"Al, thisisEd Gardner.1*

"Hey Ed, how'sit going? Any of the diensjoin your parish yet?'

"Ligten, Al. I've got to talk to you about something pretty important. Could you come over right away?"
"Oh Ed, hey, I'd loveto, but I'm redlly busy. And besides.. . ."

"It'sabout these diens, Al. | wouldn't ask you if it wasn't urgent.”

"Jeez, you sound serious. Can't you .spill it over the phone?’

"Not redly, Al. Please”

"Well, okay. Give me afew minutes—I'll haveto stedl acar somewhere."

"Thanks. Thanksalot, AL**

Father Bernard! strode in twenty minutes later, wearing a Russian hat and flopping overshoes. "Better be
good, Ed," he warned as he flung his hat and overcoat onto the coatrack. "1 had to pull rank on one of
the scholastics to get the car. Good Lord, what if he leaves the order because of it? He's aquarter of the
Jesuits futurein the New England Province.”

"You bethejudge, Al." Father Gardner took him. to the office, where Angela sat Spping a cup of tea.
"ThisisAngela Summers. She hasagtory to tel you."

Father Bernard! sprawled in achair and listened, then read, then listened some more. "Fascinating,” he



murmured finaly asthe other two sat awaiting his verdict "Probably a hundred different ways of
explaining it, of course, if you're an anthropologist or something. All depends on the premisesyou start
with. Y ou want the Pope to push it from Catholic premises?’

"At least to publicizeit,” Angelareplied. "Get it on the
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news, get prieststo preach about it, put pressure on the UN."

"That'satdl order,” Bernard! mused. ""Clement has his handsfull asit is. Thismight just make things
worsefor him paliticaly.”

"That's hisjudgment to make," Angdapointed out. "If we don't tell him the facts, he can't makethe
judgment Will you at least bring it to your friend's attention”?”

"Oh, I wouldn't call Collingwood exactly afriend. Hes not the kind of guy to have friends. Still, we are
acquainted.” - "Will you do it?"

He thought for amoment, then sighed. "Collingwood is nothing if not thorough. Hell need your statement
signed. Hell dso probably want the particulars of your background. To check up on you, see, find out if
you can betrusted.”

"Of course, of course" Angelareplied excitedly. "When will you spesk with Him? The Numoi areleaving
soon, you know."

He smiled. "I'm intrigued by—wheat do they call it— vomurd? Not very persuasive evidence, | suppose.
If you're part of the pattern, though, it's. . . well, intriguing." He reached over onto the desk and grabbed
the previous day's newspaper. He searched through a couple of pages, then began reading aoud. "
'POPE SENDS PERSONAL ENVOY TO BISHOPS SYNOD. Monsignor Anthony Collingwood,
Pope Clement's private secretary, arrivesin New Y ork today to attend the American Synod of Bishops
at the Biltmore Ho-teL It is expected that Collingwood will help map plansto fight proposed legidation
to reped the tax-exempt statusfor religious property. Also on the agenda will be adiscussion of the
theologicd implications of the diens, and various proposasfor changesin theliturgy. A Vatican
spokesman said . . . Wdll, who careswhat the V atican spokesman said. The point is, Coflingwood's
close enough for avigt, just when we want to see him. God works in mysterious ways, would you say?*
"They have akind of sculpture,” Sudmetawas saying. "Only it is not made with stone or clay, but with
concentrated light, so powerful that it produces athree-dimensiona image that one cannot tell apart from
thered thing."

"Rubbish," Rothragrowled. "Another lieto make usafraid. They gotoo far.”

"But you've seen their communicators, you've seen their engines,” Sudmeta exclamed. "Do you haveto
see each wonder beforeyou will believeinit?'

"Certainly. Why should | believe anything they say? They have every reason to lie, don't they?"

"Of course," Ulorn remarked, "if we were dlowed off the Ship, we wouldn't have to take their word for
evarything."

Thethree of them looked over at the priestess Ergentil, who returned their staresimpassively.
Zanlasighed. They were dl tired and irritable. He had pushed them too hard, and these constant
squabbleswere the result. They weredl angry with him, hewas sure, but only Ergentil wasin aposition
to say s0. "What do they call this sculpture?’ he asked camly.

Sudmeta consulted his notes. "Holo—holo—"

"Never mind. Just make sureit'slegible for the archive. Anything else?’

Theofficerswereglumly slent

"All right, now what happened on the lower level ?*

"A fight,” Rothrareplied. "Cliawas washing the floor, evidently, and Marshan walked over it whileit was
dill wet. They are both in theinfirmary.”
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"And these are the cream of the Numoi?' Zanlaremarked.



"Perhaps we should leave now," Ergentil said, "before we start killing each other.”

"Thetimefor the Departureis s&t," Zanlaresponded coldly. "It will not be changed because of a
floor-washing incident,”

"| think there may be concern that thisincident is a manifestation of deeper problems,” Sudmetasaid
carefully. "Ships have stayed out to the maximum before, of course, but never under these stressful
conditions. If there are alot of bonding problems—"

"Then we will keep trying until the problems are solved. Are there any other topics?!

No one spoke.

"All right. Hand in your notes. Samish has the schedule for tomorrow. Aim aNumos.”

The others muttered Aim aNumos and departed, leaving Zanladone a the far end of the oval table. He
took the notes and carefully filed them on the long shelves behind the table. The shelveswere closeto
being full. When he wasfinished he sat back down and stared at the empty seats around the table.

He had little respect for his officers. They had expected an easy Voyage to a safe setting. How they had
blanched when he had twirled them off in an unknown direction, guarantesing them deeth or glory! Well,
they had not died, but ill they were querulous, fretful, immature. Clearly not fit materid for the Council.
Clearly not fit. His hand tightened on the table as he thought of himself at thetune of hisfirst Voyage, a
wide-eyed Novice eager to lay down hislifefor Numos... so he had thought. It isall so easy, until you
are hi the Ship, and you look into the eyes of your bondmate, and you at last understand what it is that
they ask you to do. How could he judge these officers harshly? They grumbled, but they obeyed. What
more was needed?

Ergentil, on the other hand . . . but it was not her place to obey. They were equas before the Council,
though he was Master of the Ship. He didn't lack respect for her,
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he just couldn't dedl with her. A part of him felt like gpologizing every time he spoke with her, and he was
strong enough now to despise such afeding, and to didike the person who evoked it in him. What he
was doing was right, and neither his officers complaints nor her cold stareswould change that.

Hetried to stop thinking, and listened to the silence in the room. He breathed inthe dien air. Y ou will
elither be my greatest success or my greatest failure," histeacher Elid had said once, " Perhaps you will be
both."

No, not both. Not both. He took the literature folder off the shelf, and began studying for the morning's
sesson.

Al Bernardi swizzled his scotch and soda and glanced at hiswatch. He knew exactly how it would be.
Collingwood would arrive fifteen minutes|ate, gpologizing profusdy but intimating that he had been
delayed by matters of far greater import than ameeting with an old schoolmate.

And who could deny it? He had managed to put aredlity beneath his surface, and if the surface il
seemed unpleasantly affected, that might be because old impressions die hard. Or, more likely, because
Coallingwood was incapable of acting naturaly in front of Bernardi; his achievements were meaningless
when confronted with a person from his past. Like an adult transformed into adutiful child before his
mother, Bernard! thought. Our previous salves stay with us, ready to take over a the dightest
provocetion.

This provocation had been planned, of course. Bernardi fead tried and failed to get Collingwood's room
number. So he had checked the time the bishops*® meeting would finish, and stationed himself in the busy
lobby, like a spy looking for a man with ared carnation. He had sat there for over an hour as most of the
American hierarchy trooped by. When hefindly caught sight of Collingwood, it was amost too lateto
pretend a chance encounter. He would have preferred to have had Collingwood notice him firgt, but he
was heading for the elevator deep hi conversation with some cleric, so Bernardi had to crossin front of
them, stop in feigned surprise, and say, "Hey Tony, thisismy turf. Y ou oughta have permisson.”
Collingwood looked up. The gears whirred and produced a smile and ahandshake. "' have a papal
dispensation, Al."

Not a bad response. No one could accuse Collingwood of
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being supid. "I'll let it go thistime. But you'll haveto let me buy you adrink."

The smile wavered. Was the hesitation redl or surface?"Gee, AL I'd loveto, but—"

"Doesn't have to be jjght now. I'm going to be around.”

A suitable pause to consder his schedule. "Ten o'clock in the lounge?"

"Il be there."

And he was, wondering now why he hadn't been truthful with Collingwood, "I have something very
important to discuss with you, Tony. Could | have afew moments of your time as soon as possible?”
Why make agame out of it?

I'm no better than heis, Bernardi reflected. At least, the past affected them both in the same way. For if
Collingwood were quick to assert his position, Bernardi could not help trying to deny itsimportance. To
beg for afew minutes of Collingwood's time would be to admit his superiority and to accept achangein
the roles Bernardi's memory had assigned to them. No longer could he be the wry, detached observer
while Collingwood was the pitiful power-mad adolescent. That shouldn't be important, of course; the
attitude was quite probably sinful. But it existed.

They had met as undergraduates at Fordham. He was the tough New Y ork City kid, Collingwood the
pampered child of awedthy professona couple from upstate. They were drawn together by their
religion, and by the growing fedling both had that perhaps they were prepared to devote their livesto it
That made them rare birds, even on a Catholic campus.

But two people with vocations can be as different as any other two people, and Bernardi quickly found
he had little esein common with Collingwood. He lacked ambition, had atendency to belazy, drank a
bit more than was good for him, refused to take anything very serioudy. Collingwood, in contrast, was
ascetic, deadly serious, and, most important, so consumed with ambition that Bernardi till had difficulty
crediting it Walking back together from Mass one morning, he had jokingly said to Collingwood that the
only reason he wanted to become a priest instead of going into politics was because presidents only rule
two hundred million people, whereas popes rule seven hundred
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million. Collingwood had laughed, but he had aso blushed, and Bernardi knew he had cut very close.
But in those days Collingwood's ambition was forced to be rather unfocused. He wasin love with power
and itstrappings, but what power was within range of a nineteen-year-old? He ran for student
government but failed miserably; electorad politics wasn't his game. He got gppointed to afaculty-student
committee to restructure religious education, but its proposals were ignored. It was, oddly enough, a
part-time job that gave him hisfirst red taste of power. He became atypist in the president's office, and
suddenly found himself with accessto al kinds of information about what was going on in the schooal.
"It'sgreat, Al," hehad gushed. "I help his secretary with the correspondence. Did you know that Father
K eenan was reprimanded last year for his relationship with acoed in one of his psych classes? That's
probably why he's on sab-batical. And did you know that Father Heffernan has asked to belaicized?
Wouldn't he be the last one you'd expect?”

Bernardi had felt obliged to shrug. "So what?!

**So what? Knowledge is power, Af. Y ou've got to know what's going on.”

"What're you going to do? Blackmail Keenan?'

"No, but I'll know enough not to ask him for aletter of recommendation. Y ou've got to be on theinside
to get ahead.”

"So who wantsto get ahead?"

The answer was obvious. Collingwood was not one to miss an opportunity. He got hi good with the
president, received recommendations from him instead of Father Keenan, ended up in Rome at
Gregorian with al the rest of the future bishops and cardinals, then on to some postgrad study at Oxford,
where he somehow managed to attach himself to Cardinal Herbert, whose costtails he held onto all the



way to the top. Meteoric. And Bernardi had done things his own way, ending up out in the woods
teaching obnoxious rich kids the rudiments of civilization.

And both of usare happy, | suppose, Bernardi thought Odd how it turned ot ...
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*Tm sorry I'm late, Al. Somebody called me up at the last minute and | couldnt get rid of him.”

"No problem, Tony." He should have known Colling-wood would be subtler now, smoother. No need to
say flat out how important he was. Let Bernard! guess who that "somebody™ was.

Another difference: his accent had drifted into an odd Anglo-ltalian mixture that would take some getting
used to. Thelong, thin face was still the same, though, and the gold-rimmed glasses, and the small,
suspicious eyes behind them. ™Y ou're looking good, Tony. What'll you have?' »

"Oh, just aginger de. | have along day tomorrow.**

Bernardi ordered the ginger ae, and another scotch and soda for himself, and began to consider how to
approach his subject.

"Still teaching up hi Massachusetts?' Collingwood asked him.

Bernardi nodded. "Still trying to tamethe little savages**

"Y ou dont sound asif youre enjoyingit.”

**Ohno, it'sfing, redly. They actually seemto likeme. | think | have some kind of knack for motivating
them or whatever. It can have its rewards.**

"l suppose s0,” Coallingwood said with ashrug. "But I've dways thought that you had too much talent for
that sort of thing. It seemed to me that you were dways too willing to take the easy way out”

Y es, he could have expected thistoo. The roles were reversed. Now Collingwood was being the
detached observer, judging the qudity of hislife. "I wouldn't say that joining the Jesuits was taking the
easy way out.”

"Yes, of course. But you know what | mean. If you join the Jesuits, then teaching high school isthe easy
way out Where are the books you should have been writing? The promotions you should have been
getting? Don't you think you have too much &bility to be where you are?

The drinks arrived, giving Bernardi a chance to avoid an answer. The meeting had gotten off on the
wrong foot. He should not be on the defensive, but Collingwood was obvioudy amuch more confident
and sophisticated person than the fellow he remembered. Should he just state his
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bus ness then, and stop worrying about the dynamics of their ancient relationship?

Collingwood saved him the trouble of having to decide. "Y ou must befairly closeto those diensup
there," he observed. "Have you seenthem at al?"

"I've been past the outskirts of the compound, but no, they keep people—"

"Damn stuation's quite anuisance," Collingwood went on. "' Clement just doesn't want to make any
theological statements about it That's partly why I'm here. This synod's supposed to issue aposition on
the aliensin the next day or two, and he wantsto be kept informed. Collegidity'sfineif you've got all
eternity to make adecison, but thisdelay and vacillation redly reflect badly on the Church, don't you
think?'

Bernardi nodded vagudy, and jumped in. "These diens, Tony—I have some information about them that
| think the Pope should see.” He took an envelope out of his pocket and did it acrossthe table to
Collingwood. "Before you read this, let metell you how | got hold of it."

He rather enjoyed the tale. Night-time summons, cold rectory, frightened woman: just the sort of thing to
intrigue Collingwood, with histaste for secret plots. When Bernard! finished he was dready opening the
envelope and unfolding Angela Summers notes.

Bernardi felt some trepidation as he watched him read. It would be easy enough for Collingwood to smile
dismis-svely and end it al right there. That would not only prevent the truth about the Numoi from ever
being known, it would dso effectively humiliate Bernardi. He was supposed to have learned humility in
the priesthood, but till he did not want Collingwood to do that to him.



After afew minutes Collingwood put the papers down and pushed his glasses back up histhin nose.
"Not alot to go on," heremarked dubioudly, but Bernardi could detect the excitement in hisvoice.
"True," Bernardi agreed, "but what'sthereis pretty tantdizing.”

Collingwood half-nodded and sipped hisginger de. There are dternative explanations, though. We don't
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know anything about their palitics, for example, their intrigues on that dien ship,” he observed. "What if
thisfellow Tenon heard about Chrigtianity from some other human and made up thistale for hisown
purposes, to cause problemsfor the captain or the like?"

Bernardi shrugged. "'l came up with afew what-ifs mysdf after | heard about this. Let'sfaceit, you could
what-if the thing to death if you wanted to. | don't think we should.”

Collingwood said nothing for awhile, conceding the point " She wants us to speak out about this," he
remarked, having reached another. "But it's certainly arguable whether that'sin the Church's best
interests. We talked about this taxation thing today. Now President Gibson has gone down the line with
usonthisissue. Hes aso risked hisadminigtration by giving the UN charge of dedling with thediens. If
we cause trouble for them over thiswhen things have been running so smoothly, Gibson might just decide
to switch bis postion. He could pull enough people with him to passthe bill."

"l understand,” Bernardi said. "Of course I'm just a backwoods high school teacher—"

"Oh, cut the crap,” Collingwood interrupted with asudden smile.

"Well, at any rate, | dont know beans about internationa diplomacy or Curia policy. But it seemsto me
were talking about entirely different orders of magnitude here. If thereisthe least possibility that the
Chrigtian pattern of salvation is being replicated on another planet, then by comparison it makes our
American tax problems about asimportant as deciding how many angelsfit on the head of apin.”
Callingwood inclined his head hi agreement "lust thinking it through,” he murmured.

"Of course. | did the same thing mysdlf.”

"And you decided it was worth pushing?"

Bernardi grinned. "Worth pushing to ahigher level. The higher you are, though, the tougher it gets. | don't
have to worry about President Gibson."

"Yes, precisaly? Collingwood shifted in his chair and
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tapped therim of hisglass. "Therestoo littleto go on,” he said findly. "Even you backwoods priests
know Clement. Hed want to cal another Council to dea with something like this."

"But if you think—"

"What | think doesn't matter. My effectiveness depends on my ability to push theright issues at theright
time. If | gart annoying Clement then hell stop paying atention to me.”

"Good God, man!" Bernardi exploded. "Who gives & shit about your 'right issues? It sounds like you've
got aterminal case of tunnd vision. Werre talking about the Universe here, about eternity, not Vatican
chess games. Y ou've always been obsessed with power, Tony. But power is usaless unless you've got
some perspective to go dong with it If thisisn't worth risking something for, then | don't know what is."
Collingwood seemed shaken by his outburst. Probably because he till has enough sensetoredize I'm
right, Bernard! thought His dilemmawas clear, to an old acquaintance. Thiswas a golden opportunity to
score big, to solidify his position, to improve Clement's reputation and hisown withit. Butit wasaso a
risk. If hefaled—if Angdlawaslying or mistaken, if it was handled improperly, if there were unforeseen
repercuss ons—then he failed big, and he would suffer the consequences.

Of course he might aso be considering the good of the Church, Bernardi thought wryly. A man like
Collingwood did not get where he was by being one-dimensiond. But did he know how to separate his
own good from his Church's?

Collingwood stared glumly into hisglass, ran his hand over the envelope, sghed. "1 need more," he
murmured finally. "l can't doit for this. It'sjust a piece of paper. It could be apractical joke, aforgery,
anything. Ismereany way | can talk to this Angda Summers?'



Bernardi was taken aback by the question. "I don't see how, really. They won't let her out of the
compound, because she dedl's so much with the diens. Except for—"he smiled suddenly, seeing the
answer, and with it the cer-

A

FORBIDDEN SANCTUARY

tainty of Collingwood's support. "Do you have accessto acar?'

"l suppose so. What are you planning?'

"How would you like to attend Massin M assachusetts tomorrow morning?”

Angela Summers genuflected, blessed hersdf, and hurriedly did into the pew. The Canadian soldier had
been late picking her up, and she had lost severd precious minutes before Mass began. That was her
best timefor prayer: in church, aone with God, mind fresh and receptive.

She composed herself, lowered her head—and prayer came. Some days it waslike that, asif God was
waiting for you, ready to give your worn-out words new meaning, to lift the burden of everydaynessfrom
you. Perhaps it was because she had a specia intention now, areason to demand God's attention;
perhaps it was because she had become a specia part of His plan. No matter: the main thing wasto
pray, to fed God's presence.

It was not surprising, then, that she did not notice the man in the parka sit down next to her. He had to
whisper twiceto get her attention. " Someone wants to meet you," he murmured, smiling, when she
looked up in surprise a him. He motioned to her to follow, and, after amoment's regret, she obeyed,
He went back to the rear of the church, then turned, past the unused collection baskets and the racks of
devotiona pamphlets, through a carved oak door, and down adimly lit staircase. They came out in the
church hdl, with asmadl raised platform at one end and stacks of gray folding chairsalong the sides. "I
only come herefor the AA meetings,”" he said, and led her to the back of the hdll, into asmall kitchen
with acoffee urn and arefrigerator and morefolding chairs.

In the corner was a sdlow-faced man holding a small videotape recorder. "Good morning, Ms.
SUmmers” he
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said. "I'm sorry to take you away from Mass, but I'm sure you can understand how important thisis.”
"My driver iswaiting for me outsde," she said. "He will comein after meif | don't leave with everyone
d"

"Father Gardner isgoing to say an extra-long Massthismorning,” the sallow-faced man responded. "We
will certainly befinished intune.”

He motioned to her to sit down, and the two men quickly set up the videotape equipment. "I hope you
don't mind," thefirst one said. "It makes a greater impact thisway."

"l understand,” shesad. "I may bealittle nervous, that'sall.”

And shewas, a first, epecialy when she thought of who was going to see the tape. They asked about
her background, and she stumbled through her degrees and fellowships. They asked about her job, and
sheforgot for a second the name of her university, then redlized they were talking about the Alien Study
Team.

It was only when they reached the meeting with Tenon that her nervousnessfell avay. As she described
it, she began to recover some of the feding she had just had in praying—the sensation that God was with
her, that He was hel ping her do His work; and she found e oquence she hadn't thought she possessed in
speaking about what had happened and how she interpreted it. She could say so much morein person
than she could in her notes—about her sense of wondw asthe smilaritiesfell into place, for example, and
about Tenon'slast pleading look as their conversation ended. She had to make them understand: it was
her misson.

And, quickly, it was over. The recorder was shut off, the sallow-faced man was shaking her hand and
saying hewould do his best, she was being led back upstairs, where the Mass had just ended and the old
ladieswere shuffling out.



"What will happen now?" she asked her companion.

He shrugged expressively. "God knows."

She hoped hewasright

It was when they began to watch it for the third tune that Collingwood became sure that nothing would
be done. Actudly, he had suspected it ever snce Clement had cdled in Fontandlli to view the tape with
him. Clement's choice of advisers predetermined his policy. He knew what his Secretary of State would
say, and that was what he wanted to hear. It was all so drearily predictable.

What Collingwood did not know was how conscious Clement was of this method. It was hard to credit a
man hi his position with such naivetel, but the longer Collingwood worked for him the more uncertain he
was of just how much intelligence this Supreme Pontiff possessed.

He dumped alittle lower in his chair; with thetip of his shoe he traced a pattern on the tastefully smple
Orienta rug that covered the parquet floor in Clement's private office. He was travel-weary and in a sour
mood. He had no one to blame but himsdlf, of course; he had been carried away by rhetoric, by grand
visions of interplanetary churches and turning pointsin human history. He had lost hold of his one greeat
virtue: his clear-sighted pragmatism. And now he was committed to a position he knew was hopeless.
The tape flickered along. Clement sat bolt upright, hands folded on hislap, white Skullcap dightly askew.
He had seemed very interested at firgt, but now his face was expressionless, except for thetired air that
had lately become a permanent feature. Next to him FontaneUi wastilted to one Sde, acigarette stuck in
the hand that supported his head; alegd pad lay unused on hislap. Behind his hooded eyes he could
have been adeep. After awhile he muttered something to Clement that Collingwood didn't
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catch. Clement nodded, and Fontandlli rose stiffly to turn the machine off.

Clement didn't speak until Fontanelli had sat back down. "Quite fascinating, Anthony," he said in his soft
British accent. "I'm very glad you brought the tape to us. Now, what do you suggest we do?"

'Issue agtatement,” Collingwood replied promptly. "Carefully worded, not saying you necessarily believe
that Chilianis Chrit, but that naturaly we have an interest in studying the similarities between thetwo
religions. Suggest to the UN the importance to the human race of seeing that the followers of Chilian are
not wiped out, and urge that they make that astrong consideration hi their dealings with the NumoL"
"Couldn't these points be made privately?

Collingwood shook his head. "Only by using the threat of a public statement The UN has no reason to go
along with us on this, and we have no power over it, except hi the power we have to influence the citizens
of its congtituent governments. Ashanti would just put us off until the Numoi leave. Besides, the greet
vaue of the stuation would lie hi the public reaction to it. We have a chance to stir them up on our Side,
get them interested in rligion again.”

Clement glanced at Fontanelli, who was lighting another cigarette with his none-too-steaSy hand. "How
do you fed about this, Carlo?"

The cardina waved a cloud of smoke away from hisface. "L et us assumethe best case," hereplied in his
thickly accented English. "Let ussay the girl istdlling the truth—which | believe. Let ussay thisdienis
telling the truth—which | do not know. Let us say things are asthey dlege—therdigion exids, itisamilar
to Chridtianity, it isbeing persecuted. Still, | do not see how a statement like this can help matters. At
best the UN is convinced to do aswe ask; but | cannot see them convincing the diens. If the Numoi are
at dl smilar to the ancient Romans, asthis girl suggests, then they both despise and fear this new religion.
Todlow it to exist would be unthinkable; it threstenstheir civilization. If the diens offered Americathe
secret of faster-than-light travel on condition that it become Com-
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munist, would Americaagree? Infact, | see exactly the

f oppogite effect: the diens become more determined than

* ever to samp out the religion, now that they know it has



support on our planet | say nothing, of course, about the

obvious paliticad dangerswe run by chdlenging the UN."

"Y ou would do nothing, then?" Clement asked.

Fontanelli shrugged. "Tak to Ashanti. | agree he won't do anything, but at least he will be aware of the
Stuation and understand our concern. Perhaps we can work toward something hi future contacts, when
the connection between the two planetsistoo strong to be broken.”

Clement shifted his gaze to Callingwood. Histurn. "What do you think of that, Anthony?"

He thought it was precisely what he had expected from Fontandlli: caution and shortsightedness, cleverly
presented. He knew Clement would grab at the advice. It wasthe easy way out. Well, Collingwood
thought, I won't give up without scoring acouple of points,

**This sounds like a conversation out of World War H," he remarked. "Our support will only harm the
Jews, soitisbest to say nothing." Fontanelli glared at him blackly, but Collingwood pressed on. "In any
event, you ignore my main point. Private dedlings|eave the public unaffected. The world should know
about this. It bears on the truth of what athird of itsinhabitants professto believe. Frankly, I am not
particularly interested in launching an interplanetary crusade to save the followers of Chilian. God will
provide for them. We must tend our own flock. But to bide thisfrom the flock would be a breach of our
trus."

"I wonder," Fontandlli replied, "if thiswill have the marvel ous effect you seem to think ii will have. Even,
once again, in the best case, those who want to believe will believe. Those who do not will find an
explanation that fits then- unbelief. The world will go on, asaways." He stubbed out his cigarette and
began to doodle on hislegd pad.

Clement looked from one to another, dowly, hisface amask. Y ou cannot bring this before the synods,
Collingwood thought. Thisisyour decision. Thisiswhy you were € ected.

Clement stood up abruptly. "Wewill think about this
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matter," he murmured. "Wewill let you know in the morning what we want done.”

The other two men stood up aswell. "I can have adraft of a statement ready for you by morning,”
Collingwood suggested.

Clement smiled. "Wait, Anthony, wait. Y ou must be exhausted. Seep tonight, think tomorrow." He
turned to let his smileinclude Fontandlli, and walked dowly out of the room.

The two men stared after him. He was the one thing they had in common. "Hell never go dong with this,
you know," Fontanelh* remarked conversationdly.

"I know," Callingwood replied.

"Thenwhy suggest it?'

Collingwood shrugged. " Perhaps one day he will redize he made amistake, and remember who
suggested the proper course.**

"Then hewill blame you for not being more persuasive,” Fontandlli said with adry laugh. Thelaugh turned
into acough, and with ahalf-wave be exited, his body shaking with spasms.

Collingwood waited until the sound of the coughing had died away, then he took the cassette and | eft the
office, nodding absently to the guard at the door. He climbed the stairway to hisown littleroomin the
Papal Apartments, where his suitcase lay waiting to be unpacked. He did it onto the floor and took its
place on the bed. Glancing at hiswatch, he performed a quick mental calculation. Then he reached for his
phone and dided anumber.

It took him about aminute to reach Bernard!. "He's thinking," Collingwood said. "But he won't buy it."
**What should we do then?*

"Nothing, at least for the moment. We have no options. Let me give you my private number herein case
something breaks on your end.”

"Y ou fed bad about bringing it up?'



"It was my decigon.**

"Okay. Give me the number.**

When Collingwood hung up helay for awhilein hisclerica garb, staring at the celling. For some reason
he began thinking about the day Clement had been eected:

gtanding in Saint Peter's Square and gossiping with some forgotten priest. They were waiting idly for the
smoketo rise over the Sistine Chapd, not really believing that it would be white thistime, not yet. But
then there it was, gentle fair-weather clouds streaming from the ancient chimney. And what can compare
with the excitement of the wait between the sgnal and the introduction, when the crowd suddenly swells
tofill the square and it ssemsthe Bernini columnswill have to explode outward from its pressure? The
two of them had made afind wager on who would be chosen (Collingwood had thought it would be a
Third Worlder with acceptable Curid ties), and pressed forward toward the balcony. Finadly old Pusateri
had doddered out and croaked into the microphone the obligatory "Habemus Papam.” And then
CoUingwood had glimpsed Cardinal Herbert in the doorway. At first he was puzzled: why was he there,
getting in the way of the new Pontiff? And then he stepped forward, clad in white, and the crowd roared,
and Collingwood's companion was pounding him delightedly on the back, and the new Pope Clement
raised his hand to blessthe city and the world.

And then, Callingwood recalled, | thought to myself: | am smarter than thisman. | an more intelligent
than the Supreme Pontiff of the Roman Catholic Church. He had assumed that before, as amatter of
course, about many different people who had ssumbled onto great power, but never had itstruth been as
evident or asforceful ason that day.

The years since had done nothing to change his opinion. Neither had the meeting that had just ended.
There was something intolerable about the situation that Collingwood just didn't know how to ded with.
The price of advancement was eternal tact, though, and he did his best. Thisman isasaint, hewould
remind himsdf, he has more charity and holinessin him than the entire College of Cardinds. And he did
not do badly back in London, where, perhaps, holiness could still accomplish something.

But dammit, it wasn't enough to run the Church in timeslike these. A man was supposed to grow to fill
the office when he became Pope. But Clement had seemed to shrink;
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his virtues had becometrivid, his shortcomings crippling. He was now timid, uncertain, afraid. And the
worst of it wasthat he didn't seem to know or understand how ineffective he was.

No, theworst of it wasthat Collingwood had been with him every step of the way; Clement'sfailures
were hisfailures. His mind wandered back even farther, back to histime at Oxford, to when he heard
from afriend of aMend that Cardina Herbert's secretary had cancer and was going to resign. "1'm going
to get that job," he had said, and everyone just laughed.

"But you've never even met old Herbert," thefriend of afriend said.

"Nevertheless, it's hard to ignore competence." They remained dubious, and he set out to learn everything
about the Catholic Church in England, After amonth he talked hisway into an interview, a which he
swapped quotes from Newman, gave views that were a closefit to the Cardinal’'s own (although
discreetly differing here and mere to show he was his own man), casudly mentioned hisfantastic
secretarid skills, and ultimately left Herbert no choice but to hire him.

Herbert was a the height of his reputation then, with the Race War behind him and the English church
prosperous and influential. He was widely felt to be papabile, but' Collingwood refused to consider the
possibility of the Vatican. That would be asking too much: it would not come if he wished for it

It had come, nevertheless, and with it the burden of the Pope's weakness. He had done what be could,
but Fonta-nelli wasright: hi Collingwood's position nothing maitered if you couldn't be persuasive.
Collingwood took his glasses off and flopped over on his stomach. Not even Saint Paul could persuade
Clement on something like this. It was asking too much: offend the UN, challenge the diens, risk political
revenge. When you cannot see the god in the distance, it isbest to take only small steps, because then
you cannot go too far wrong in any direction.

And of course you end up going nowhere. Wearily Collingwood rose and dragged his suitcase back up
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bed. It wastime to unpack. Then he could obey the Pope's order and go to seep.

Pope Clement wastired but did not fed like going to bed. It was acommon situation for him, and tonight
he did asadways. hewent into his private chapel to pray. Quite often Marcello would find him there an
hour or two later, adeep, and be would fuss and fume about His Holiness's back and the necessity for
proper rest. And he would be quite right. But was alittle pain sufficient reason to give up praying?

He leaned back on the plush red velvet chair, his eyesfixed on the softly lit tabernacle. The roomwas as
slent as—as outer space, dthough he knew a Swiss Guard was stationed discreetly somewhere nearby,
and dozens of people wereliving out their livesin the Apostolic Palace, and millions doing the samein the
city surrounding the Leonine Walls. Who among them had a better setting for prayer than he did? But
then, who had more need of it?

Did the diens pray? The followers of—what was his name? Chilian? Of coursethey did. Did they dream
that someday their leader would livein asplendid palace in the capita city of their persecutors?

Or no, carry it further: did they dream that their persecutors would one day be an ancient memory, and
different people with strange new theories would be ruling in their place; that their reigion would reach a
peak and then somehow loseits grip on people's minds and hearts, and their leader would sit donein his
palace, helplessto stop what seemed so inevitable?

It was odd, Clement thought, but he had no difficulty in accepting the truth of what that interpreter had
said. Of coursethe religion existed. Of courseit was the same as Chrigtianity. God would not leave any
intelligent race without knowledge of His existence, without accessto His grace.

But gtill that did not solve his problem. Collingwood and FontanelH aways seemed so securein their
positions. Evenif they later reversed them (which sometimes happened), they smply adopted their new
gands with the same certainty and forcefulness, never wavering in the belief that
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they had right on their sde. How long had it been since he had felt that way?

He had read an article once that claimed he hadn't been the same man since the Race War in England.
He had used up whatever reserves of courage and decisiveness he possessed in walking down that street
past the machine guns trained on him and the barricades manned by hate-filled, frustrated blacks, desth
and fear dmost tangible presences beside him. Some men can only do that once, the author had said; you
can give them the Nobel Peace Prize afterward, and even elect them Pope, but you can't make them
regain what they havelost

Clement didn't know. Wasit then? Or later that day, as * he straggled to get through to Kuntasha,
knowing that if hedidn't al his courage would be wasted? Or, perhaps, was it asthe balots were
counted in the Conclave, mounting inexorably toward two-thirds plus one, and he redlized that a grester
burden was about to fal on his shoulders than anyone should have to bear?

He didn't know. Something had happened, something had changed somewhere. He was not who he was,
and tonight the thought of battling the United Nations and President Gibson and the Numoi filled him with
terror. He had listened to al the arguments on both sides® and they had all made sense. There were
aways good arguments for caution, of course. So it came down to something other than reason, and the
nonreasoning part of himsef said he could not act.

They would write more articles about him, and gossip about him in the corridors of the Curia. Fine
people like that earnest young interpreter would be puzzled and disappointed. But they were not Pope,
and only a Pope can redlly understand. And life would go on, because not even the aliens could change a
person'sinner self.

A shadow fdl across him. Marcdlo was standing in the doorway. "It is past midnight, Holiness."

Clement got up from his chair, genuflected, and blessed himsdlf. " Another day,” he murmured to Marcello
as hefollowed him out of the chapd.

"And we are dill dive, thank God."



"You areapious man, Marcello.”
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Marcdllo shrugged. "It isnot being piousto smply spesk the truth.”

They entered Clement's small bedchamber, and in the silent palace the Pope prepared to deep.

Tenon had just been on guard duty by the officers® quarters on the first level—a usdaless assgnment,
everyone knew, but they had to be given something to do as the long days passed. Still, he hadnt minded
it today. It gave him achanceto think, and he desperately needed to do some thinking.

He hadn't made much progress, however, by the time Samish had dismissed him and the worst part of
the day began.

Hewaked dowly down the central stairway, down to the lowest level of the Ship, where most of the rest
of the crew were aready seated around the golden machine. He walked over to his own seat opposite
Sabbata, who lowered her head in greeting. They did not speak.

Rothrawas hi charge today, as usua looking tired and out of sorts. "AH right,” he said, "let's hurry it up.
I'm sick of giving bad reports about this, so let's do alittle better tonight, shal we?' He walked over to
the machine, which, like the Ship, was a pyramid in shape, and pressed a button at its base. It hummed
dightly and turned adull copper color. "All right, let'sgo," he snapped, striding back to the edge of the
room.

Tenon looked at Sabbata. Her eyeswere on him for amoment, then they closed. His closed too.

There was nothing for amoment, and then the struggle: the probing, the adjustment, the stabs of anger
and frudtration, wills stretched taut over the void. Tenon knew what was happening outside: the crew
couples hunched over, straining together, the retheo changing from copper to red and almost to white (he
knew why it was dmaost white), Rothraglaring impatiently &t it and them. And he knew
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what was happening insde himsalf aswell: nothing, Sab-bata's efforts were becoming sporadic,
perfunctory. There was ahaze of sadness and hurt perplexity over everything. It cannot be helped, he
thought, drifting, drifting away. It cannot be hel ped.

All right, dl right, thafs enough—thoughts or words? Words. "All right, let it go," Rothrarepeated asthelr
eyesopened. "Just as bad as ever. Y ou peopled better straighten out or welll never get home." The
retheo was back to the copper color. Hewalked up to it again and turned it off. That'sit Up to the
service. You better pray you do thisright before very long.”

The crew members got up and headed for the stairs,

Sabbata and Tenon walked together, in silence, up to the second level, and into the oval-shaped Room
of the Ancients. They took their accustomed seats and waited along with the other restless crew
members.

Tenon tried to think of something to say. "Whoseriteisit today?' he asked Sabbata.

She gave him an a-lot-it-matters-to-you stare, then softened and said, "Ascanth, | think. It's hard to keep
track, for some reason, with this new day-length.”

"Why couldn't we stay on our own time, and let the diens adjust to us?' Tenon wondered.

"Zanla" shereplied, asif that were dl the explanation that was needed.

Zanla, he repeated to himself, and he could fed his body become tense with fear. "He'slate,” he
remarked, struggling to seem normal (asif that were possible with Sabbata).

"He and Ergentil are probably having another fight"

"But the Departureis set What e seisthereto fight about?”

"They'll find something. They wouldn't be happy otherwise." Sabbatalooked a him meaningfully. He
turned away.

When Ergentil finally appeared she looked weary and cross—like Rothra; like dl of them. Shewas
wearing her white vestments. She surveyed the room quickly, motioned behind her, and entered,
followed by Zanla.



They took their postions at the two foci of the dlipse.
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The crew members stood. The lights dimmed, except for flickering illumination on Zanlaand Ergentil. A
low moaning music arose from beneath them. It swirled through the room for awhile, sghed, and faded.
The crew clattered back into their sedts.

ErgentU'sarmswereraised in front of her, pdms up. "On this day we honor the memory of Ascanth
Most Sage. We seek the blessing of biswisdom on our endeavors. We seek to know what is good for
our people, as he knew. We seek to understand what he wasthe first to perceive. Let us seek his
wisdom." Her pams turned down, and she spread her arms out to encompass the room. The crew
bowed their heads.

Tenon sneaked alook at Sabbata. Her eyes were shut tight in afair pretense of meditation. Was she
redlly trying to reach Ascanth's wisdom? He doubted it. It was a sham; they dl knew it, but they were
locked intoit. And it would take Chilian- to set them free, to let them worship the true essence of life"
instead of some dried-up ghost that no longer had the power to move them.

Zanlawas preparing for the reading, leafing through the Chronicles of the Ancientsto find his place.
Ergentil stared a him sourly. "1 read from the Chronicle of Ascanth,” he recited finaly. "Pay heed to the
greatness of our past.

"Now die people did not understand why man and woman both had to be a part of the sacred machines.
So the Elders brought the question to Ascanth, who strove to answer them in these words:

44 'Man by himsdf is nothing. Woman by hersdf isnothing. But together they arelifeitsdf. Life by itself
islittle. Machines by themselves are less. But together they are hi command of dl-that-is. With man and
retheo we go one step, with woman and retheo we go another step, with man, woman, and retheo we
crossthe Universe”

"And someone asked if it made a difference which man and which woman, and Ascanth replied:

** 'Could we cross the Universe in a sailboat? Just as the machine makes a difference, the people make
adifference. An unclean person and a broken machine will pro-
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duce much the same result. The only differenceisthat it iseasier tofix aretheo thanit isto fix aperson.'”
And on it went, the same old dreary, meaningless platitudes. Where had they dl led? he could remember
the Disciple Argd asking. Had the endless series of Shipsincreased the happiness or the goodness of the
people? Had al the rules and rituals done anything but perpetuate a system that oppressed the planet,
that choseto ignore the truth sprouting adl around it like buds in springtime?

Tenon had difficulty containing hisimpatience as they plodded through the Litany of Praise. It had been
tolerable when it was just a mindless formality—something your family had done generation after
generation, like bowing in thanksto the ground before eating your supper. But now there was something
inits place, and each day it seemed harder to mimic the appropriate responses, to act like a devout
Numian when he knew that they would put hini to deeth if they found out what he truly believed.

After the Litany more music, and then the Act of Homage—aways the worst part. In Sllence, starting
with the youngest, they trudged up—first to Zanla, then to Ergentil—sank to the floor in front of each,
and murmured "Aim aNumos" Tenon lived in fear that his unbelief would become so obviousthat the
Master and the Priestess could not help but recognize it asthey gazed down at him.

Tonight he need not have worried. Neither was paying any attention to him, or to any of the rest of the
crew. They were acting out their parts as much as he was. How could he give homage to peoplelike
this?

Tenon picked himsdlf up, returned to his seat, and waited until the rest were through for the Dismissal.
"May the words and deeds of the Ancientsillumine our lives" Ergentil said, and turned to Zanla.

"Wdll," Zanlasaid to them, "you've had atough day | know, and we've dl been under alot of pressure,
s0 | won't keegp you long. Just remember that it was the wisdom of people like Ascanth that brought usto
wherewe aretoday. If we can al gtriveto have atenth of hiswisdom wewill make the most of our



opportunity and prepare for an even more glorious future. All right, you are dismissed.”
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Thelights came up, and Zanlaand Ergentil left quickly. "If | hear him say 'an even more glorious future
onemoretimel think I'll be sick," someone behind Tenon muttered.

They dl followed the Master and Priestess out of the oval room, and headed down to the refectory.

At dinner the favorite topic of conversation was, as always, Departure. What isthe first thing you'll do
when you get back? The first med, thefirst bath, the first cu-moli concert, thefirst orgy . . . they would
al be heroeswhen they returned, and for oncein their lives dl pleasures (within the bounds of Numian
propriety) would be accessible to them.

Til gtinthefront row at the Turquoise Hill and watch the touvon dancers spin their patterns by moonlight
And they'll spin one around me, faster and faster, till theworld isjust ablur of color and dance. . . .**
"Yes, but first abath. They say you're dlowed to bathe in the marble tubs at the Council Palace, and the
bath maidens are the most beautiful in dl of Numos. . . ."

"But imagine going home. Just riding into town alone, say, asif nothing had happened, and wandering into
the wineshop and laying down agoldpiece. . ."

"They say the ceremony in the goloss is something, especidly if you've been out near the maximum.
Imaginewhat it will be like after this V oyage? Remember when we were leaving, the crowd sitting there
in sllence—more peoplethan | ever .. ."

Tenon felt asif he were being suffocated. He nibbled at hisfood for awhile, then excused himsdlf. He
could fed Sabbata's gaze on him as he | eft the room.

Shecameinto him later, ashelay in darknessin their small cubicle. Sheturned on alight and sat
opposite him, just garing a him for awhile. "Thisisserious” shesad findly.

Hedidn*t reply.

"The problem with the retkeo—it'sus," she went on. Y ou'velocked me out It'sall wrong, all off-center.
We have to see Ergentil—"

"I will not see Ergentfl.**

"Thiscan't go on much longer."

He gestured his agreement dacfcly.
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She continued to stare at him, asif sight could provide understanding where wordsfailed. After afew
moments she gave up. "Ma and Oshaare playing distangi tonight They invited usin. Will you come?’
"No. I'm sorry."

"Very welL"

Sheleftimmediatdy, and Tenon felt nothing but relief.

Hewas scared. The Disciple Arga had said that much would be demanded of him, but he hadn't
expected so much, so soon. He gtill had difficulty comprehending that it wasn't areprimand he was
risking, or dismissa, but death. Cold, final death. He knew that that wasn't right, of course. Death, in his
new religion, was aglorious beginning, especialy when you died for the religion. But old emotionsdie
hard, and he couldn't escape hisfear.

He had done right He knew that He had seen an opportunity and he had taken it. But in the first flush of
his enthusiasm and wonder he hadn't thought through the consequences. Now he had.

Angelawould try to help him, and she would succeed. He was sure of that It was part of the pattern, of
the vo-murd. The Earthpeople would make demands of Zanla, and Zanlawould—what?

Zanlawould redlize that they could only have found out about Chitlan from a crew member. Hewould do
everything in his power to discover that crew member. He would succeed.

It would hardly require any work at al. Especialy if Sabbatawereto seeit as her duty to tell about their
problem. And that would beit. Perhaps Zanlawould wait until they returned to Numosto carry out the
punishment- Probably not

Tenon turned on his somach and listened to his breathing. In, out. In, out. They sirangled heretics.



He had not wanted to come. He had known it would be difficult—although not this difficult But it was
unheard of to refuse. He would have been placed immediately under suspicion. Argd had urged him to
go. "We have no need of more martyrs," he said. "We need you where you are.”

But they didn't need him anymore, surely. He had
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played his part, and what happened to him now mattered little. In away he should feg] free now. Free of
al that bound him, free to worship Chilian, freeto be what Chilian wanted him to be.

A sudden excitement filled him, not unlike the excitement he had felt upon first hearing of Chitlan. He
wanted to jump, to shout, to run. But he did none of those things. Instead he just lay in darkness, waiting.
Endless hours, changing his mind a hundred times, but finally he was sure, determined, eager.

The door opened and he could fedl once again Sabbata's questioning gaze upon him. He did not move.
He heard the rustle of her preparation for bed, and then she was lying next to him. Her hand tentatively
stroked his back, but when there was no response she turned away.

Hewaited. Her breathing became regular, but ill he waited, imagining the crew straggling back to their
rooms after their evening's pleasures, falling adeep, dreaming of home. He waited. Then, slently, gently,
he rose. Hefdt for and found hislight jacket in the corner of his closet, and walked out into the corridor.
It was deserted. Quickly he headed to hisright until he reached the large door that led to the stairwell. He
opened it acrack and did through. Then up onelevel, another, two steps at atune. At thelanding he
paused to catch his breath, and to consider what he should do.

Therewas no plan. If he had to fight, he would fight This corridor would be deserted too—and the
rooms aswdl. The officerswould al be up onthefirst leve. If the fight was not too loud, he would have
achance.

He moved out into the corridor. It was dimly lit a night Good. Hefdt athrill of guilt and fear ashe
passed by Zanlas office. But there was no one there. Only at the end of the corridor, a hisgoa. He
walked slently toward it

Hewas not big; surprise would be his only advantage. He hoped it was not someone he knew well: the
struggle would be al the more difficult then. A few paces away he stopped, and tensed. The guard would
be in the small room to hisleft He would be looking the other way. He would not expect it.

Tenon legped toward the room. And just managed to
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stop himsdlf at the door. The guard stirred but did not waken. "Vomurd,” Tenon said to himself. He
waked past the guard and did open the porta to another world.

Inthefirg ingtant he was haf inclined to turn back. Thisworld was dark, and confusing, and bitter cold.
How could he hopeto find refugein it? But of course he had cometoo far to turn back. He shut the door
behind him, and started carefully down the long staircase to the ground.

They had guardstoo, of course, but they too were looking the other way, more interested in keeping
Earthpeople away from the ship than Numoi away from Earth. He crouched low to the stairsas he
descended, and prayed that the helmeted creatures at the bottom would not turn around.

They didn't Five steps from the bottom Tenon leaped over therailing and landed silently beside the sairs.
Helooked around. There were no other guards nearby that he could see. He moved to hisright until he
waswell outsde the guards line of sight, and then be walked dowly away from the ship.

The areaaround it was deserted. Who could be outside in this cold? It was very well lit, however, and he
felt conspicuous. He picked up his pace, and soon he was in the shadows of a building. He could hear
the murmur of voicesingde. It was probably warm in there; he longed to join the voices. But would they
protect him? No, he needed a sign: something to show him that the vomwd was continuing. He walked
on.

And before very long he reached afence, long and high and fiercely metallic. He could see aguard to his
left, but once again the man was facing away from the Ship. Well then, he must climb the fence.

It was difficult for hishandsto get agrip, and at the top were twisted strands of wire that tore at hisflesh;



but it was dl right, he should be able to put up with pain. When he reached the ground on the other sde
he stopped to look back through the fence at the large pyramid that was bis past, and then be trudged off
along the road he found at bisfeet

Around him were dark, looming hills, and tall, hard, bare-looking plants. Over everything was alayer of
crusted
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snow. He had never actually seen snow before, but there was plenty of it in the land of the Stani, and
Arga had spoken of it more than once. White grains of ice, asfar asyou could see. He shivered, and
looked up at the dien sky. The stars were sharp and clear, their strange patterns amost as unsettling as
the snow. Was one of them their star? He was unclear on such matters. Did anyone redlly know? It didn't
matter now.

By the fence he had seen afew of those fast-moving mechanical vehicles other crew members had talked
about in tones of wonder, but none were on thisroad. Perhaps they were not used at night. Perhaps no
onewas alowed out after dark. There was so much he didn't know— including how much farther he had
to walk before’ he would find what he was looking for. So far there was nothing—no sign of avillage, a
farmhouse, alight He could be going entirely in the wrong direction—atown just out of sight behind him,
none for aday'stravel ahead of him. They would find hisfrozen body hi the snow, by the road, and they
would say: afit punishment for aChitlanian, to diein aland like the Stani's.

If he was not used to the cold, at least he was used to the walking. He had had enough forced marches
to keep hislegsin shape, even after theinactivity of the voyage: rushing to the border to subdue some
recacitrant tribe, providing an escort for some minor ambassador, scouring the hillsdefor heretics. . .
He recdled that painstaking search, knowing only that they were looking for enemies of the state, going
from caveto cave, sword at the ready, determined to root out the traitors.

And he was the one who found them; scrambling up asmal dope at dusk, weary and frustrated, he had
entered the low cave and shined historch, and there they were. About twenty of them, white-robed,
gentle-eyed, Stting, waiting. His sword came out, and then he was calling for assistance, and one of the
white-robes had said: "Cam yoursdf, soldier. Y ou have nothing to fear from us." And they came with
him peecefully, praying al the while to Someone he had not yet heard of.

He had received a promotion for hisdaring sngle-
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handed capture of the heretics. The promotion had made him eligible for the Voyage. But that meant
nothing to hirg compared wilh the image in his memory of those faces asthqy went to their degths, faces
transfigured by an emation he had never felt, but longed to fedl. Soon after that he was scouring the hills,
aone, looking for someone who trusted him enough to bring himto Argal.

His hands were numb. He clapped them againgt his Sde to bring the feding back. He was having
difficulty focusing his eyes. He had to squint continually to keep them working. His ears roared with pain.
Hislegs wanted to stop, but stopping, he now realized, meant death.

And besides, there were sgnsnow of life: lightsin the hills, adwelling, then, after awhile, another. He
squinted at each dwelling as he passed it. Not what be was |ooking for. Not yet.

Millions, he kept tdling himsdlf. Therearemillions.

One of the vehicles suddenly appeared, itslightslike someincredible animal eyes piercing the darkness.
He stopped, transfixed, asit roared past him, its occupant faceless behind the glare of the lights. He took
adeep breath, and continued.

He had been asoldier dl hislife, and yet he had never known fear. Occasiondly there would be danger,
but the Numoi were aways in control, and besides, to die for Nu-mostso he had believed) wasthe
greatest possibleglory of your life.

Now hewould gladly diefor Chilian, but still he was afraid, because hewas aoneinthedark ona
strange world, and he did not know what hazards awaited him around the corner, over the next rise, and
he did not want to die sensdesdy, by walking on the wrong side of the road, or touching an object that



was not supposed to be touched, or making a sound where silence was required.

He did not know whether the water in his eyes was caused by the cold, or by something else.

Hedid not want to think of the past anymore, but he couldn't help it, to keep histhoughtsin thisworld
wasto invite despair; and if helost the will to keep hislegs moving then everything would have beenin
van.

He thought of Argd, who had walked the length of Nu-
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moas, and dl the outlands aswell, risking hislife with every step hetook. But he had amission, and he
never complained. Hethrived on it redly: how he would have enjoyed the challenge of this Situation.
Tenon pictured Argd Sitting in a hearthchamber, his dirty peasant robes gathered around him, hisface
creased and scarred with the ravages of hislife. And the eyes! Eyesthat held knowledge and truth, that
had pierced deeper into the mysteries of dl-that-isthan any living being. Eyes, Tenon thought, with a
shiver, that he would never ook into again.

Herecdled thefirgt time: they had led Tenon to him blindfolded, at night, wary of a pure-blooded soldier
with an impeccable record. He kept waiting for the fed of aknife againgt histhroat, but these people
were different (he kept reminding himsdif); that was why he had put himself in their hands.

When the blindfold came off he found himself in the sone-floored hearthchamber of a peasant
farmhouse. In the dim firdight he saw acouple of young rustics regarding him suspicioudy and, beyond,
the foreigner he had struggled so long to mest, the foreigner who had a price of five thousand goldpieces
on his head.

"Come and sit, soldier,” Argd had said hi alow, friendly voice. "Perhaps we can learn from each other,”
But what could he teach Argal? He knew only what the Numian schools had taught him, and that, it
turned out, was less than nothing in Argd's eyes.

For some reason Argd spokelittle of Chilian that first night. Perhaps he wanted to tear down Tenon'sold
religion before building anew one; perhapsit was just where his thoughts were when Tenon arrived. At
any rate, he began by speaking of the Ancients.

"It isfascinating to me how little even educated Numoi know about these Ancients. It's nothing more than
myth and pious double-talk—which, you know, is precisely what the Ancients wanted. Did you know,
for example, that there were exiles from Numos at the time the Ancients were putting together the hasdli
you are now apart of 7'

Tenon, of course, had not known that.

"Some of them reached the land of the Sant They

wrote about what they understood—and feared—but they were foreigners and, I'm afraid, they were at
best ignored, at worst mistreated. Their writings lay unread—until | came upon them. | was just ayoung
scholar back then, and | had not even heard of Chilian. So the Stani leaders threw open their archivesto
me, not knowing what they possessed.”

"What wasit?' Tenon asked, intrigued and half afraid.

"Well," Argd replied, "hereismy interpretation of it. | believeit to betrue. Y ou see, the Ancients were
practical, clear-sghted, and, according to their lights, benevolent people who above dl were interested in
answering one question: how do you set up alasting, peaceful civilization? Y ou will not find this question
discussed in the Chronicles of the Ancients, or any of the other writings that have been preserved by the
priestesses, because al mention of it had to be suppressed as part of the answer."

"And what wasther ansver?

"Oh, there were many partstoit, like the structure of the government and the size of the nation. But the
centerpiece was this: to create areligion. And the centerpiece of the religion was the Ship.”

"But isnt—wasnt—7?"

"lsn't the Ship proof of the truth of your religion? No, it Jsonly proof of the genius of the Ancients. | don't
pretend to understand how it works, but | do know there is nothing miracul ous about it—nothing to



compare, for example, with aresurrection from the dead. But we will come to that another night

"Y ou see, they wanted it to appear miraculous. So they destroyed al documents concerning the theory of
timelesstravel and the congtruction of the Ship. They cloaked their work in mystica terminology, and
taught their successors how to copy what they had done, but not how to understand it Instead of using
what they had learned to add to the materia well-being of their nation, they used it to transform its spirit
"They gave Numos a central symbol, a ceasdess quest that would provide afocusfor dl thework and
thoughts of its people. They werelucky, | think, in acouple of points. Enough of the Ships returned from
the black void that they
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have not come to symbolize utter futility. And the crews never have discovered other intelligent
life—because that would end the quest, and with it the value of the symbol."*

(Tenon-by-the-hearth had circled his hand dowly in understanding, findly getting used to this strange
perspective on hisworld, starting the dow transformation that would lead him far from hismindless
orthodoxy. Tenon-in-the-cold-dien-air, product of the transformation, thought: the VVoyages are too
important to Numos, though. The Council will smply redefine the god, and the VVoyageswill continue,
more meaningless than ever. But that has nothing to do with me anymore. Tenon shivered, and tried to
wak fagter.)

ArgaTseyeshad gleamed in the firelight, pleased at Tenon's understanding. "Do you see?’ he exclaimed.
"Itisan artificid religion, designed to provide Sability and meaning to acivilization. Assuch it has been
successful and, in someways, | grant, admirable. But it is not the truth. A civilization, it seems, can be
based on alie, but now we know the truth, and the truth will destroy this civilization like arock shettering
ahollow, decayed fossI"

Tenon noticed one of the young peasants writing down Arga'swords, and he started to redize that this
was the beginning of something immense, that he was hearing words that would be rememberedina
thousand generations the way the acts of the Ancients were remembered in his. But till there were
doubts. "If alieisso powerful, how will the truth destroy it?*

"Itstime has come,” Argd responded. *""helieisnot what it once was. The crews still go off every
twenty cyclesto meet their fate, but there is confusion and fear beneath their brave facades. The
priestesses till carry out the prescribed rituas, but there is boredom behind their gestures. The Council
gtill rules, but the people fed freeto grumble at their edicts. The entire planet isready to listen, ready to
believe. And that is precisaly why Chilian chose this moment to appear in our midst Wewill be
victorious, and thereis not apower in the Universe that can stop us.”

And how often had he heard those words spoken—nby different hearths, to other new believers? Y et
they never failed to thrill him. Often he lacked Argd's utter certainty
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in thefind triumph, but he never lacked faith hi him, or in Chilian.

A cold wind cut through him, as he redlized again that Argal was gone. He was on his own; he had | eft
those hearths behind forever.

Therewere dwellings al around him now, but no sign of what he was looking for. Pray, he must pray.
Hislegs must continue to move, he must fight off thetears. . . .

And eventudly he saw it—sharply etched againgt the planet's bright half-moon, just as he had imagined it
Angelaswords echoed hi his mind: they put Him to death on a cross. And she hersdlf had worn atiny
gold cross around her neck. Symbol of her faith.

O, lucky people, who could display their symbols so openly! He rushed over the banks of snow to the
building with the cross, joy and anticipation warming hisfrigid body. Acrossthe walk, up the short flight
of gairs. , .

And the door was |locked. Tenon stared &t it in disbelief. That could not be. Then he reasoned: not
everyone on the planet was afollower of Jesus, Perhaps there were still people who wanted to harm
them. Of course they would lock their place of worship in that case. But certainly their chief priest or



priestess would be insde—adeep, most likely, but eager to help abeliever introuble.

He pounded on the door. No one came. He pounded again. His hands, aready cut and raw from the
wire of the fence, ached with the effort, but the door remained locked. Finally he gave up and started to
walk around the building, looking for other entrances. They were dl locked. There were windows, of
course. He could break awindow and get inside. But that would be desecration. That would not be
dlowed.

He came around to the front again and sat on the steps, exhausted and fearful. Perhaps someone would
open it up in the morning. But when was morning? He could not survive much longer without shelter.
How much worse a death that would be—frozen on the very steps of their temple, hisgoa reached but
meaningless.

That could not happen. He struggled to think things through. It was clear that he had to get indoors.
There were plenty of dwellings. Most of them were probably oc-
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cupied. What he needed was one occupied by afollower of Jesus. But how would he know?

He would have to take a chance. Which one?

The one nearest the temple, obvioudy. Would someone who was not afollower of Jesuswant to live
next to one of Histemples?

Tenon got up and walked across a short pathway to the nearest dwelling. It wasin darkness, like the
temple. He stood in front of the door for along time, summoning his courage. It had to be done, he told
himsdlf. There was no other way. He knocked.

And knocked. And after an eternity alight appeared behind the door. He saw the shadow of a person
through the small, curtained glass panes and heard abrief, gruff sentence. There was nothing he could
say, so he knocked some more.

Findly the door opened a crack—till locked with achain—and aface appeared.

They looked at each other through the crack, and Tenon dimly redlized that the man was asfrightened as
hewas.

With histrembling hands Tenon tried to form across. " Jesus," he whispered, hoping it sounded right on
hisdien tongue. "Jesus.

The man kept looking at him, and the chain remained in place, and suddenly Tenon could take no more,
and the tears came streaming out of hiseyes. "Jesus," he moaned as hefdt hislegs giving way, and then
he heard the chain move, and the door sivung open, and he fell forward into warmth and light

8

Father Gardner, in pgamas and ratty bathrobe, looked relieved and grateful. "Thanks, Al, | didn't
know—1 wouldn't have—"

"Of course, Ed. Thisis serious business. Who'd you sted that bathrobe from?”

He smiled and led Bernardi down to the kitchen.

Thedien was Stting againg the radiator, a blanket around his shoulders, his bandaged hands clasping a
cup of tea. He stared at the two men as they stood in the doorway.

"His handswere kind of cut up," Gardner said. "'l did what | could.”

"Helooksfrightened,” Bernardi noted. "And human.”

"Helikestea," Gardner remarked.

Bernardi walked over to the huddled figure. "Tenon?" he asked.

Thedien put down his cup and moved his hand quickly inacircle.

"| think that means he agrees with you," Gardner said from across the room.

Bernardi pointed to himself. "Al Bernardi.” Then he put out his hand.

Tenon grasped it with both of his. "Albernardi,” he repeated. Then he withdrew his hands, formed them
into across, and pointed inquiringly & Bernardi.

Bernardi nodded vigoroudly, thought for amoment, and soun hishandinacircle.

Tenon'seyeslit up and he too spun his hand.

"It'sthe latest dance,” Bernardi said to Gardner.



"I'm glad you're both having agood time," Gardner replied. "But what are we going to do with him, Al?"
Bernardi looked down a Tenon and considered. "Wéll, |
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guess he's escaped from the ship, probably because they found out about his religion. So presumably
they'll want him back. But do we want to let them take him?"

"He can't stay here," Gardner interjected hurriedly. "I've got aparish to run. | cant—"

Bernard! waved him slent. He walked over and leaned back againgt the sink. Tenon's eyes followed him.
Did Le understand what they were talking about?

"If we send him back, Ed, they'll kill him."

"But if we keep him, we're liable to get arrested or something. Why do we have to make that decison?!
Bernardi thought for amoment and nodded dowly. "Youreright. So let'scall the Vatican." Hefished in
his pocket and pulled out a scrap of paper. There was awall phone next to the door. He went over to i,
punched afew numbers, talked to an operator, and punched afew more. "What time do you figureitisin
Rome?" he asked as the connection was made. Father Gardner shrugged helplesdly.

Collingwood answered in Itdian. He sounded deepy.

"Anthony, it'sBernard!. From America. We have acomplication.”

"What'sthat?' The voice wasingantly aert.

"Qur friend from the ship has escaped. He's Sitting with usin the rectory kitchen a Most Precious
Blood."

"How the hell did he manage that?"

"Beats me. It dso beats me how he ended up here, but he did. So now what?"

Therewas along silence as the problem crossed the ocean. "If we hold onto him," Collingwood said
findly, "it will probably force everything out into the open. Clement will haveto tekeastand.”

"That's pretty risky, though."

"True, but if we give him back we're just washing our hands of the whole business.”

"So you say keep him?"

Another dlence. "Canyou doit?'

Bernardi shrugged. "Well haveto go into hiding. | might—"

"Don't tell me," Collingwood interrupted. "1 don't want to know. Let'skeep the Vatican ascleaninthisas
possble”
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"Fine by me. But look—if I'm out hiding with him on my own, I'm going to stay hiding until | get the
message otherwise. From the Pope.”

"Right. Until Clement givestheword.”

Bernardi smiled. "Hey, Tony?I'm alittle surprised at you. Isn't your neck sticking out abit far on this?'
Therewas adight pause. "'I've been known to consider the good of the Church, Al," Collingwood
replied.

"Well, | approve. See you who knowswhen."

"Right. Good luck, then."

"Thanks. I'll need it."

Bernardi hung up. The adrenaine was pumping aready. Hefdt great

"You're going to take him?" Gardner asked.

"Sure. Wannacome aong?’

"No thanks. Where will you go?"

"Y ou don't want to know."

"That'strue”

Bernardi looked over a Tenon, whose eyes were fixed on them. Histeamug was empty. "Y ou think he's
warm enough to take atrip?’



"l guessso. I'll lend him a coat. Are you going back to the resdence first?"

"No, | think welll just disgppear into the night.”

"They won' like you taking their car.”

Bernardi laughed. "We dl have to make sacrifices. Get that coat, will you? People may adready be
looking for him."

Car, That'swhat Albernardi caled it. His vocabulary wasincreasing. Grammar was the hard part,
though. He had heard them talking about that on the ship. Only Ergen-til seemed to have any ideahow to
put the words together.

But now he knew thiswas a car, and he blessed it, because it was taking him far from the ship. Hewas
streaking through the night, warm and secure, with afriend by hisside. It was unbdievable, but he had
succeeded. For the first time in along while he began to relax. The hum of the car was so nice. He closed
his eyes and listened to the hum.
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TTie darkness was changing amost imperceptibly into predawn fog. He would haveto hurry. They rose
at some ungodly hour, and he would prefer to be seen by asfew people as possible. Even them.

When he was a couple of miles away, Bernards stopped at a roadside phone. He looked over a Tenon.
Still adeep. He got out and made his call.

The phonerang severa times, and Bernard! began to think the whole thing wasn't such ahot idea. Then
therewas aclick and an dert hello, and Bernard! explained his situation as quickly and as vaguely as he
could. The response was brief and affirmative, so he got back in the car and headed for the place.
Therewas arutted country road, then along, winding drive up arocky hill. Not apleasant route in fog
and darkness, with little deep. If be missed the road, he could get them both killed. A strange way to go.
But he made it to the top. He stopped the car at the far end of the empty parking area. He looked at
Tenon again. Best to wake him thistime. No telling what he would do if he woke by himsdlf here.

Tenon looked baffled for amoment when he opened hiseyes. Bernardi couldn't be sure he got his
message across with his gestures, but Tenon seemed to understand, and stayed where he was when
Bernardi walked away from the car.

Bernardi strode quickly up to the front door of the building and gazed in. With asigh of relief he saw the
gray-fringed bald head of hisfriend, sitting in achair reading abook. Bernardi rapped softly on the glass
door. The man looked up, smiled, and let him in. "Well, what hi the world are you up to, Albert?' the
man whispered.

"A long story, Michad. I'm sorry if | got you up.”

"Oh, nonsense. | rise a two."

Bernardi shook hishead. "I wouldn't last aday with you guys. May I—T

"Of course. Comeinto my office. | have afeding great favorsare going to_be asked of me."

"Oh no, no. Just advice."

They both amiled.
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Bernardi sat opposite Michad in his sparsdy furnished office and told him the story from the beginning.
"Quite exciting," Michag commented at the end, in the voice of one whom nothing excited. "I guess| can
seewhereit'sal heading. And now you want my advice."

Bernardi amiled.

"My adviceisfor you to leave immediately and go far awvay. Chances are they will track you down, you
know."

"| seewhat you mean. And you?'

Michael shrugged. "Our lives are very peaceful. Nothing happens here.”

"Lucky you." Bernardi arose. "Timeto be going, then."

"I'll seeyou to your car."

Bernardi walked back outside, with Michael following. Dawn was clearly gpproaching now, and with it



some promise of warmth after the long night. Tenon was il Sitting in the car, huddled in Father
Gardner's coat, "Will you introduce me?' Michael asked.

"Of course”

They laughed, and Bernardi performed the amenities. Then Michadl grasped Bernardi's hand. "Good
luck, Albert. It may be dangerous.”

"Ohwell. It'sabout time| had alittle danger inmy life."

Michad looked a him. "I do believe you're enjoying this."

Bernardi looked back. "Aren't youT

They laughed again, and then turned back to Tenon.

Sabbata awoke shivering. She had never felt such cold. It was beyond discomfort, beyond pain. It was
killing her. Sheingtinctively reached out for Tenon. . ..

But Tenon wasn't there.

And then her mind started to sort things out It wasn't her feding, it was abonding feding; sometimes
powerful emotions or sensations leaked across, even unconscioudy. She must have been dreaming of
Tenon, and dipped into the familiar routine while ill adeep. It was Tenon's coldness, then. Hewas
somewherein the cold-He had |&ft the Ship.

Sabbatawilled the bonding away, and the coldness retreated to the fringes of her mind. Her normal
fedings flooded in to take its place, and she began to cry. How could he leave the Ship? That was not
only forbidden, it was unthinkable. He was disgppearing into the alien world, and leaving her behind.
Her body began to produceits own coldness.

There was supposed to be such a depth of fedling between you and your bondmate. It was inevitable,
they said. But Tenon had always been so distant, so uninterested. They had worked together al right until
the Voyage, but then things had deteriorated until there was nothing: no bond, only the weight of hismind,
resisting. She should have told someone right away, before the VVoyage, but that would have meant she
couldn't go, and she kept hoping it would change, that she could make Tenon respond.

But now her bed was empty, and she had to decide what to do.

Zanlahad to be told. Should she go up there now, awaken him, tell him everything? No, she couldn't
bring hersdf to
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do that. What if she were wrong? What if there had been aduty change that Tenon hadn't bothered to
tell her about? What if Zanlahad sent him on somekind of secret misson? It was dl so confusing. She
would wait, she decided finally. If he had not returned by worktime, she would spesak to Zanla.
Worktime. Sabbatawas not used to being on the third leve, particularly thisearly in the morning. She
looked nervoudy up and down the corridor, expecting Sam-ish to appear and reprimand her. She
wished with dl her heart that she didn't have to be here, but there was no .avoiding it now. Tenon was
gone, and it was her duty to report it

When Zanlafinaly approached, she had to suppress an urgeto flee. He looked surprised, of course, a
trifle uncertain. She bowed deeply. "Aim aNumos.”

"Aim aNumos, Sabbata. What, uh, brings you up here?!

"Magter, Tenon—my bondmate—I think he's gone.”

"L eft the Ship," she managed to whisper.

Zanlagtared at her for along moment, then opened the door of hisoffice. "Comeinsde," he
commanded.

She followed him in. She had never seen the Master's office before. She barely saw it now, as she
concentrated on the details of her story. She went through dl of it, everything she should havetold
before, everything she thought might matter now.

At the end Zanlawas slent for awhile, looking down at thetablein front of him. "Y ou fdt cold last
night,” he said findly. "Any bonding fedings now?'



She searched. "Nothing. He could be adleegp or—"

"Or unconscious. Or dead."

"Or the bond could just be broken," she added, unwilling to consider those possibilities.

Zanlagestured dackly in agreement. "All right, then. Why? Why would he act like this?'

The question was familiar to Sabbata. She had been asking hersdlf the same onefor along time. Her
answer was strange and frightening, but it was al she could think of. "1 think ... he may be adisciple of
Chilian."
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"Y ou think? Have you any proof?"

"l only know that this should be the greatest opportunity in the life of acitizen of Numos," she replied.
"And Tenon scorned it. | feel he must have had some other hasdli. Otherwise..." She could not finish.
Zanla pondered her answer, then motioned wearily to the door. "Go get Samish,” he said. "We will
search the Ship, just to be sure.”

She bowed in obedience and rose. "Master?' she asked hesitantly, afraid to bring thislast question up.
v

"What will happen to me, Master? Without my bond-mate—"

"Oh, don't worry," Zanlasaid, trying to be cheerful. "It's not your fault. We still have the power to return,
even if wedon't get Tenon back. But we will get him back."

Sabbata should have been reassured by the last sentence, but somehow Zanla's tone frightened her more
than ever. She bowed again, and hurried off to find Samish. It was out of her hands now.

The search was quickly completed, and Samish stood in front of Zanla, awaiting further indructions. " Get
last night's exit guard and have him questioned,” Zanla ordered. "'If he was adeep, rdieve him of his
duties. Tell the Earth guardsthat al meetings are canceled for today and that | wish to see Bacquier
immediady."

"Yes, Mader," Samish replied. "Priestess Ergentil—"

"And keep Ergentil away from me, will you?' he snapped.

Samish bowed and scurried away.

All he needed now wasto have Ergentil carping a him, Zanlathought. He had to have time to plan
before he confronted Bacquier, and she would only draw him into afruitless argument over who wasto
blame, only point out the consequences that were aready dl too apparent to him.

Y ou've taken too many risks, he could hear her say. We should have |l eft as soon as we discovered the
planet had intelligent inhabitants. Let the Council decide how—or whether—to deal with these creatures.
Now see what has happened. Now ook at the chaos you've created.
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But they were necessary risks, Zanlathought, unconscioudy dipping into amental debate with her. Isn't
the purpose of these Voyagesto find another intelligent race? And after generations of fruitless searching,
are weto leave the race behind the ingtant we find it, with the possibility that the retheo setting was
incorrect, or that acomet will strike, and wewill never find it again? What ismy job for, if not to—

He noticed Samish standing in front of him. "The guards say that Bacquier will be coming shortly,
Master."

"Did they seem surprised when you caled off the meetings?' Zanlainquired.

Samish considered. "I don't know. They asked me why, but—"

He didn't need to complete the answer. Zanla understood. How can you interpret then- gestures,
expressions, words, when you have no referents, when you're not even sure they have the same emotions
asyou?

And now, Zanlaknew, he had to interpret correctly. Unless Tenon was brought back immediately, Zanla
would have to judge Bacquter's responses and decide if he wastelling the truth. He couldn't afford to be
wrong.

He waved Samish away, and tried to concentrate on the question he had to answer.



The question was. if the dliens had Tenon, what could they learn from him?

They knew so much. Numian didnt have words for mogt of their inventions. Zanlahad only the vaguest
understanding of any of them. Their science seemed dmost in the relm of magic ... yet they didn't
understand timelesstravel. But surely they must be capable of understanding it, surely it wasamere quirk
of circumstance that Numos had it and they didn't; surely all they needed wereafew clues. . . .

And what clues did Tenon possess? The techniques of bonding, of course, perhaps afew eementary
notions about the retheo. Did he know the retheo settings for home, for Numos? It was not unlikely.
Andif hedid, and if hisknowledge gave Earth scientists the key they needed, then Numoswasin grave
danger. These humans were energetic, and resourceful, and power-
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ful. If they could find their way across the stars to Numos, the planet would be theirsfor the taking.
Zanlashivered at the unthinkable thought. He had to get Tenon back.

"Claude Bacquier," Samish announced from the doorway.

"Sendhimin," Zanlasad, risng in automatic politeness.

Bacquier camein, followed by the trandator Colin. They bowed, and Zanlamotioned to them to Sit.
"Thank you for coming so promptly, Claude,” he began.

"Not at dl," Bacquier responded to the trandation. "1 am, of course, eager to know what isthe matter, so
that we can do what is necessary and the mestings can continue.”

Zanlastudied Bacquier's face for signs of deception. But in addition to being an dien Bacquier wasa
diplomat, trained to impassivity. There was nothing to be seen. Zanla plunged ahead. " One of our crew
membersis missing. Heleft the Ship last night. We have some reason to believe heisamember of an
illegd rdigious sect and might have escaped to avoid punishment. We, of course, want him found and
returned to us. We cannot continue the meetings until thisis done.”

Bacquier inclined his head dightly at the end of the trandation, paused, and then began speaking rapidly.
"I am very sorry to hear about this. Certainly we do not have himin our custody, but | cannot believe he
escaped from the compound. A thorough search should turn him up.”

"Andif it doesnt?'

Bacquier shrugged his shoulders. "Then we will expand the search. How far can he have gotten?”
Zanlawas somewhat reassured. Bacquier's reaction seemed so matter-of-fact and open that hisworries
appeared groundless. Sill, he felt obliged to make the point as clear as he could. "I thank you for any
help you can give us. Thisisa serious matter for us, you must understand. Everything ese must wait until
itissettled.”

"Wewill do dl that we can. Now, if you could give us some sort of description. . ."

Zanladid hisbest, and Bacquier departed. His search— If he made one—took much longer than
Samigh's, but the

FORBIDDEN SANCTUARY

71

result was the same. He returned early in the afternoon to report that no progress had been made.
"Thisdisressesmegresatly,” Zanlasaid.

"It distresses metoo,” Bacquier replied. "I hope you do not think that the United Nations had any part in
your crew member's disappearance.”

"l have no way of knowing oneway or the other, do I? All I know isthat your innocence will be proved
by Tenon'sreturn,”

Bacquier congdered for afew moments. "Wewill cal in experts,” he said findly. "Wewill exploreal
possibilities. We have no wish to jeopardize our relations with you over such amatter. | hope you will be
ableto recognize our good faith."

"Find him and return him, and your good faith will be obvious.”

And the meeting ended giffly, coldly. Zanlasat in his office for awhile after Bacquier |eft, and then he
went out into the third-level corridor. What did he want now? Food? Rest? Lilorn and Sudmetawere
talking at thefar end of the corridor. They looked over at him but said nothing. All of them knew, of



course; and they were dl probably glad they weren't the ones who had to deal with the problem.

That iswhy | am aMaster, he thought. He walked quickly up to hisroom on the first leve. Ergentil was
waiting for him there.

Her presence was abreach of etiquette, but there was little to be done about that. A Master takes
conditions as he finds them, histeacher EHa had dways stressed—not, however, referring to Stuations
likethis. Heinclined his head dightly to acknowledge her presence.

"Thisisamess" Ergentil said.

Zanlamade a hdf-gesture of agreemen.

"What are you going to do?'

Zanlawent over and sat on hisbed. "Rest," he said.

"Resting won't get Tenon back.”

"What will ?"

She didn't respond. After apause she said, "They have him, you know. How could he avoid being
caught? Helll tell them what he knows, and the one advantage we have over them will be gone.”
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"I know the consequences aswell asyou,” he responded weearily. " The possible consequences.”

"The Council won't dismiss them as possible consequences,”" Ergentil countered. "An aggressive,
intelligent dien race with timeless trave, with knowledge of our existence, with superior weaponry, with
the retheo setting for Numos. . ."

"It took the Ancients many yearsto build thefirst Ship."

"TTiese people can send images of themsdaves- around their planet, they have machinesthat fly, they—"
"All right," Zanlashouted. "I agreed it was amess. What do you want meto do?'

"Leave," she said smply. "The damage has been done. We must warn the Council, we must help our
scientists improve our wegpons, we must prepare for war. The Earthpeople don't need anything more
from us. If we gtay, they will just destroy us. The Council will know nothing then. They will just assume
wewerelost like al the other Shipsthat never returned—xkilled by the hostile power of the Universe.
Numoswill be helpless. So we must go back. Now."

She was sincere, impassioned. What she said made sense. Wasit because she said it that he didn't
agree? Wasit just because he had something to prove? He had to be careful now. Such persona matters
had no placein this decision. He would have to think about it. He needed tune to think. "Thank you for
your advice, Ergentil,” he said mildly. "I must congder it. Thisisavery complicated matter."

She seemed surprised at histone. She had come prepared for abattle. "Very well," she responded
uncertainly. "But tune wasted only increasesthe danger. | will spesk with you later."

"Of course." Zanlawatched her leave, and lay back on the bed. He would rest first, and then think.

10

Madeeine West was writing her third report of the day when the call came. "From Washington," her
secretary said in ameaningful tone.

"West speeking,” shesaid.

"Hi Maddene, how'rethingsIn the Big Apple?'

"Mr. Fitzgerdd?' The Director was known for hisinformdlity.

"Cdl meFitz, will you? Ligten, are you busy?"

"Paperwork." She could never bring hersdlf to call him Fitz.

"Yeah, | know how it is, occupationa hazard. Well, I'm going to have to drag you away fromiit, | guess.
I've got a case for you to handle. Up hi Massachusetts.”

"That'snot my territory, gr. It could cause—"

"Yeah, wel, | got ordersto put my best person on this. I'll take care of any ruffled feathers.

There weren't too many people who gave Fitzgerald orders. "What kind of caseisit?'

"Wdll, you know | can't say much over the phone. It's a missing-persons case. Sort of."

Sort of 7" All right. What do you want me to do?"

"A helicopter ison itsway for you. The pilot hasinsgtructions. Y ou'll bein complete charge. Any



problems, let me know. The caseisdl-around kind of delicate, if you know what | mean, and big shots
are going to betaking an interest, so be kind of careful, okay?'

"Don't worry, Mr. Fitzgerad."

"Hey, cdl meFitz."

West shoved the report aside gratefully. This sounded interesting. She was dmost at the door of her
officewhen
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sheremembered to call her husband. " Sorry it's such short notice, but | can't makeit for dinner. | just got
acdl.”

"Wéll, if you haveto, you haveto." He sounded disappointed, but he was used to it.

"I'll call youwhen| can." She gave afew ingructionsto her secretary, and was off.

It was |ate afternoon by the time West arrived at the compound. She was met by arotund French
diplomat named Bacquier and agaunt American scientist named Aronson. They werein charge. They
brought her into the Holiday Inn that was headquarters for the Alien Study Team, where they were joined
by a couple of faceless military people. Bacquier explained the Situation to her in impeccable English.

"Y ou see our problem,” Bacquier said after he had presented the basic facts of the case. "President
Gibson doesn't want it to be known that an dlienis'on the loose," so to speak. There was enough panic
when they firg arrived. So we haveto find him, but quietly. We have given his description to the police,
but we had to say he was some sort of foreign agent, wanted for questioning.”

"May | seethe description?”

One of the military men shoved it over to her. Sheglanced &t it. "Kind of vague, isnt it?'

Bacquier shrugged. "We did our best. There are constant problems of trandation.”

"And the diensthink you have him and are lying to them?'

"That ismy impresson.”

"Why would they think thet?"

Bacquier smiled and looked at Aronson. " Simple enough,” Aronson replied. "No secret there. They don't
want usto learn how they manageto travel faster than light—at least not without our paying a hefty price
for the knowledge. Presumably this crew member knows something about this."

"Doesthat mean well keep him if we find bom?"

Bacquier's smile broadened. Back in his department. The question was not precisaly relevant, but so
what? The worst he could do was refuse to answer. "'l have not re-

FORBIDDEN SANCTUARY

75

ceived any specificingructions” hereplied. "My own opinion isthat it would give us ashort-term tactical
advantage, but in the long run would be disastrous to relations between the two planets. | trust my
superiorswill agreewithme.”

"Sounds reasonable. But if thisfellow is va uable, some group or country might want to kidnap him on its
own— for atactical advantage here on Earth.”

"That isapossbility,” Bacquier admitted. "It seems unlikely, though, that someone could breach our
security, breach their security, pluck this particular fellow out of bed, and get out again. The Numoi's
theory appears more reasonable to us: the fellow decided he wanted to leave for some personal reason,
and so heleft.”

"Our security isdesigned to keep people out, not particularly to keep the diensin,” awhite-baked
genera noted.

Everyone was silent, then. Waiting for her to crack the case, she supposed. Well, theway you crack it is
by asking the right questions. "Is Numaos a cold planet?' she asked Aronson.

"Likeours" hereplied. "The Numoai livein atemperate region. Warm summers, mild winters.”

"The clothing in this description doesn't sound very heavy. Isit specidly insulated or something?'

"Doubt it. The few times any of them have been outside their ship they've looked pretty cold.”



"How far isit to the nearest town?"

"Greenough isthree miles east," acolonel answered. "But we've checked every foot of the road for
twenty miles hi both directions. Were scouring the woods now on ether side. If he froze to desth we'd
havefound him."

"But you haven't found him, and | can't picture him leaving the road. | suppose he could makeit to
Greenough, but a strange-looking person who doesn't speak any English . . . Did thisfellow Tenon have
any dedlings with people on the staff here?"

Bacquier shook hishead. "I can't imagine so. We're only allowed to speak with their officers.”

"Well, he's obvioudy not interested in what is dlowed. Did he have any opportunities for contact?*
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"I don't know. Do you think someone here helped him to escape?’

West shrugged. "It's something we have to check out. Hard to see how he could till be at large without
help. Thisisthe only placefor himto find help.”

"Very well. | will go ask Zanlaright now."

Bacquier went out into the lobby and |ooked around for an interpreter. None was there. He walked over
to the desk. "Get me.... uh, get me Angela Summers, please,” he said to the desk clerk. Angelanever
minded alittle extrawork.

He returned to the meeting three-quarters of an hour later. "Nothing," he said. "Tenon wasjust some kind
of support person on alower level of the ship. Zanla doubts he ever even saw one of us.”

West nodded. "' So much for easy solutions. Well just haveto grind it out then. Give lie-detector teststo
everyone in the compound. Conduct a house-to-house investigation in Greenough. 1* 11 have personnel
and equipment here by morning.”

"Now wait," Aronson protested. "Some of the people here are among the leading scientistsin the world.
They won't like being subjected to alie-detector test.”

West sghed, "Too bad. I'm sure you can explain to them the necessity of it. Now if you'll excuse me, |
have to make preparations. Isthere aphone | can use?'

In an hour everything was ready. Fitzgerald modified dightly her plan for searching Greenough but let it
go ahead because, inevitably, people had become aware that the military were searching for someone
who had something to do with the diens. "If the dien can passfor human,” she argued, "well have dl the
more problemsin finding him. We can't afford to cripple oursaves from the sart.”

Even with dl this cooperation, she doubted her efforts would turn up anything. Morelikely, hewould be
found half buried in asnowbank that abored private had somehow overlooked. The dull explanation,
unfortunately, was
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usualy the correct one. Still, she would do her part of thejob. There was some satisfaction in carrying
out even auselesstask properly.

She dtill had energy left after her session on the phone, so she put her coat on and took awalk through
the cold, slent compound. Like everyone, she gazed first at the brooding pyramid in its center. But unlike
most, she was not awestruck or thrilled by it. She was a stubbornly earth-bound person, uninterested in
the cosmic questions raised by the pyramid's presence. Comparatively little interested her, actudly,
except for her job. Which was probably why she was so good at it, she reflected. No distractions, just
her undivided attention to the case.

Of course some people saw that as aflaw, she knew. They triought she was too narrow, too demanding;
they laughed at her because she didn't know what place the Y ankees werein, or who the conductor of
the Philharmonic was. To them she was just a humorless middle-aged woman who never seemed to
relax. Well, they wereright; but they were aso mostly her subordinates. If they wanted to go to the
operaor muse about diensthat wastheir business. Her businesswas catching criminas.

For the mogt part. What law had Tenon broken? Some immigration statute? She smiled to hersalf. Therel
Wasn't that humor?



She walked around the perimeter of the compound. He would have to have scaled the fence to get out,
she noted. She couldn't have doneit, but it wasn't impossible, especialy on aclear night, with the guards
facing the other way, with your life at stiake. The man—the aien—must have wanted desperately to get
away, for him to venture out into a strange planet unaided. And who would want to aid him? Someone
who took pity on him for the danger he wasin? Or was there something more going on here, some dark
plot, the revelation of which would astonish everyone?

Doubtful. She could but hope.

She kicked at the snow, hoping to spot atorn swatch of dien cloth, afew drops of dien blood. If there
had been any footprints, they were gone now, as soldiers had tramped back and forth across the snow in
the search. Wédl, she would find nothing in the dark.
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A piercing wind sprang up and made her shiver. Best to go in and get some rest, she thought. 1t would be
along day tomorrow. She retraced her stepsto the motel.

She was beginning to fed that nothing would come easy in this case. Sometimes you get a sense of the
way the crimind's mind isworking, and everything just falsinto place. Not thistime, though. How would
shefigure out what wasin an dien's mind? For that matter, did they have minds?

She sighed and waked into the lobby, vaguely aware of the stares directed at her. The woman from the
FBI. The one thafs going to hook us up to the lie detectors. She was used to that sort of thing. She went
up to her room and took a hot bath.

Then she went to bed and dreamed, not of aiens but of needles, quivering wildly and then stopping to
point, inexorably, at the guilty person.

11

By 8:30 the interrogations were underway. Important people firsd—just afew minutes of your time,
Professor, purdly aformaity—ushered into the second-floor motel rooms, run through a series of
questions West had composed, then courteoudy thanked and excused.

Thusit wasn't until late in the morning that Jerry Cole-man of the Boston FBI office reached Angda
Summers. He had been in the business long enough to know that she was hiding something, even before
he had strapped the sensorsto her. Therewas adifferent qudity to the nervousness, intangible but readily
gpparent to him. Too bad: she seemed like anice lady. When he had finished the questions he asked her
to wait where she was for afew moments. Shelooked asif she had expected that. He went to find
Madeleine West.

"She'san interpreter?’ West asked, trying to keep the surprise and irritation out of her voice. It didn't pay
to show your emotions. Thiswas hard, though, very hard.

"Yeah, | gather they have about half adozen of them who've learned the language. They're sort of the
go-betweensin al the conversations.”

"l see" Was she getting old, she wondered. Why hadn*t she realized there had to be interpreters? Her
lack of interest in the dienswas no excuse for not having thought the matter through. The dienswould
need interpreters, only interpreters could be suspects, because only they could communicate with an alien
crew member. Damn. She took it one step further, called Bacquier, and found out which interpreter had
accompanied him to see Zanlathe previous evening. Well, at least her stupidity hadn't cost them too
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much time; and no one else had seen the obvious, either.

"May | see her dossier, please?’

Coleman did it acrossthe table to her.

West studied it: summacum laude. . . Ph.D. . . . twenty-seven languages (Jesud!) . . . associate
professor , . . registered Democrat . . . practicing Catholic . . . She picked up the phone and talked to
Bacquier again. Thiswasturning out to befairly interesting after all

Angda Summers sat in the motel room, alone except for the machine that had been her undoing. She had



been terribly apprehensive before, but now that they knew about her, now that her life was about to
come crashing down around her, she felt strangely serene. Following your conscience was ultimately
liberating, shereflected. No one can redlly hurt you if you are willing to accept the consequences.

After along while the man who had operated the polygraph returned. He brought awoman with him. She
was middle-aged, atrifle overweight but hedlthy-looking. Her short black hair was liberdly flecked with
gray. Therewere deep lines around her eyes. She wore no makeup. She looked like awoman who was
used to giving orders. She did not make Angdlafed very comfortable.

"My nameisWes," thewoman said.

"How do you do,” Angdareplied.

The woman nodded and sat down. "Wdll," she said, "our machine says you've been lying to us. Would
you careto tdl usthe truth?"

Angdasad nothing.

West tapped amanilafolder with her index finger. "You'rein alot of trouble," she said. "Don't make
thingsworse for yoursdf by not cooperating.”

"If I'mintrouble ! should get alawyer," Angela observed.

West ignored her. "Y ou're areligious person. How can you justify lying?'

Y ou do not understand religion, Angelathought. But she wasright, it was not pleasant to lie, evenina
worthy cause. She considered carefully, and told the truth. Some of it. "1 met Tenon and spoke with him,"
shesaid. "l admit that. But | did not help him escape. | did not know he wanted to
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escape. | do not know where heisnow. And | won't say anything more without alawyer."

"Y ou talked with him about rdigion?”

Angdadared a her and said nothing. She stifled an urge to smile. Shewasin trouble, yes, but it wasn't
the end of the world. And Tenon wasfree. They couldn't find him; they were worried. It was part of the
pattern, of course: not what she had expected or hoped would happen, but what did that matter? She
hoped Tenon had found some friends. She would pray for him.

West stood up abruptly, dapping the folder againgt her thigh. "Thank you for your time, Ms. Summers.
Y ou arefreeto go. But you will not be alowed to |eave the compound.” She nodded coldly to Angela
and |eft the room.

West was nettled, but not surprised or discouraged. Interrogation of awoman like that would be difficult
and probably fruitless at this point. And it was not impossible that she wastelling her the truth. The
sequence of events made sense: Tenon talks with her, finds out about religious freedom, decidesto See
the ship on hisown. But if hewere il dive then someone, wittingly or unwittingly, had to have helped
him. There was not much she could do if the ass stance had been unwitting—a truckdriver picking up a
confused-looking foreigner wandering aong the highway, and then forgetting about it, for example. That
was pretty farfetched, though. Morelikely someone knew who Tenon was, and was holding on to him
for hisown reasons.

But what could they be? She sighed, and studied Angelas folder some more. After she had finished with
it she went to see Bacquier.

"Areyou making progress?' heinquired hopefully. "It is hard to believe Ms. Summers had anything to do
withthis"

"Well, sheisour best lead at the moment. Tell me, has she been alowed to go to Massfrequently since
she came here?'

"Every day. With an escort. She just goes to church and comes back."

"But conceivably she could talk to people insde the church.”
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"l suppose s0. | don't know whether the soldier goesinside with her or not. Who do you imagine she
would speak to? | just can't see—"

"Neither can |. However, it'swhat we have so far. I'm going to talk to the pastor.”



"Very wdl. Yourethe specidid.”

"Yes. And of course, don't let her out of the compound for any reason until thisthing is cleared up.”
Bacquier nodded. "Of course.”

Father Gardner was paying bills when the doorbel| rang. He considered not answering, but that was
foolishness; it was the middle of the day. Aliens came only hi the dead of night. And besides, he hated
paying bills

The woman at the door was pleasant and efficient-looking—like anurse, he thought, or an executive
secretary. "Good afternoon, Father. | wonder if | might talk with you for afew moments?”

She was holding something out to him. It took amoment for him to focus on it, and another moment to
comprehend. Hefdt himsdf flush. He knew she was watching him, observing hisreactions, but there was
nothing he could do. Hisflush only deepened. " Of course, Ms—7"

"Wed."

"Won't you comein?'

He brought her into his office. She sat where Angela Summers had sat. Could he be arrested?

"Father, | want to ask you some questions about an interpreter from the Alien Study Team by the name
of Angda Summers. Are you acquainted with her?"

How much did they know? Was this woman just toying with him? Never in hislife had he wanted so
much to lie— no, not lie, to run away and hide. He was a child again, desperate to escape his parents*
wrath. But it wastoo late. "She—uh, | believe she attends Mass here at Most Precious Blood."

"Have you seen her speaking with anyone while shewasin church?'

He shrugged helplesdy. "I don't know what you mean. She dtsby hersdf, | believe
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"Before or after Mass—any contact with anyone?

"|—I don't think so. | can't be sure, of course. It could have happened.”

"Have you spoken with her?"

Shewasjust leading up to that, of course. Wanted to see the priest squirm. Well, if she knew, then what
was the sense of squirming? Hewould just tell the truth. They couldn't find Bernardi—at least not through
him. And they couldn't put himinjail for what he had done. At least, he didn't think s0. "Yes" hereplied
firmly.

"Do you have any opinion of her?"

"She seemslike afine, religiouswoman. | admire her."

The FBI agent was silent for amoment, then abruptly stood up. "Well, thank you for your time, Father. If
| have any more questions 111 let you know."

"Yes, uh, certainly.” He saw her to the door and stared after her as she walked away. Had he missed
something? Had he unconscioudy given her somevitad clue? Hefdt vaguely let down. Moments of
courage were not frequent for him. Something at least should happen when one occurs. He sighed and
went back to his bills. Something would happen eventudly, he was quite certain.

MadeleineWest sat in her officia car and tried to puzzle it out Something about that man had been
unsettling. He had been quite clearly uncomfortable, which was not surprising, but there had been
something more, something out of place. Fear, perhaps? Well, she had the resources. She might aswell
use them. Shetook her phone out of her pocket and diadled anumber. "ThisisMaddeine Wes," she said
into the recaiver. "I'd like some background on Father Gardner, pastor of Most Precious Blood Catholic
Church in Greenough. Whatever you can dig up on short notice: interviews with neighbors, school
records, log of recent phone cals, any suspicious activities. Y ou know the stuff. Keep it cool, though.”
There, that would keep a couple of rookies busy for awhile.

It was late in the afternoon when arookie interrupted her dosser-reading with some information he
thought
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might be of interest to her. A few minutes later she drove back to the rectory, and had along, serioustalk
with Father Gardner. Then she went back to the compound and called her boss.



Things were getting a bit too interesting now.

12

Ed Fitzgerald enjoyed meeting with the President, most of thetime. Most of the time his people did their
jobs properly, and that meant the President would be pleased. The President liked competence.

By rights the meeting he was on hisway”to should have been particularly enjoyable, therefore, rfis agent
had cracked the case insde aday; well, at least she was started on cracking it Pretty impressive,
anyway. But Fitzgerald was nothing if not an astute judge of character, and he had afedling the President
would not be pleased. Not with what he had to tell him.

The White House was virtually deserted thistime of night, the touristslong gone, the secretaries out
partying with congressiond staffers, the hotshot aides al home in bed dreaming of waysto speed up thelr
careers. Fitzgerald had been a hotshot once himself. The rooms he passed were dim and silent, the
corridors empty. Only important events happened here a midnight. Well, thiswould be no exception.
Jm Eh'as met him outside the Oval Office. He was dressed in suede pants and asilk shirt God help us:
was that the fashion nowadays? "Better be good,” Elias said asthey shook hands. "I wasin the middie of
aheavy date."

"Y ou're not old enough to go on adate by yourself, are you?' Fitzgerald asked.

Elias shook hishead. "I'm redlly not, but | got afriend at the FBI to forgeme an ID so | could buy beer.”
"They do good work over there, | hear. Ishimsdf hi?"

"After me"

Harold Gibson was striding toward them, hand outstretched, asthey entered the room. He didn't look
likea
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man who had been up since five that morning. Fitzgerad dreaded Gibson's handshake. He dways ached
for hours afterward. "Mr. President.”

"Fitzie, good to see you. Have adrink?'

"Ohwel, if youindg."

Gibson smiled and gestured to Elias, who was dready getting out the Jameson's. The kid dressed funny,
but his memory was amazing.

"Sit gt git. Don't tell me, you have good news. The dien'sback in the ship, the Numoi are happy, God's
in HisHeaven, dl'sright with theworld."

Fitzgerad sat and sipped his Jameson's. "Well, not exactly. God does enter into this, though.”
"Youintrigue me. Tell useverything, from the very beginning. Y ou have thirty seconds.

Fitzgerad took asomewheat larger sip. Gibson sat opposite him, his eyes boring into Fitzgerad's skull,
trying, so it seemed, to suck al the useful information out of him so that he wouldn't have to be bothered
with atime-wasting conversation. The President could be quiteintimidating if you weren't used to him.
"Hereswhat we have, asbest we can figureit Thisaien—his nameis Tenon—secretly belongsto some
forbidden religious cult on Numos. He had a conversation with one of the UN interpreters a couple of
days ago, and evidently something came up about rdligious freedom here. So the fellow jumped ship and
made hisway into town, where he met up with the local parish priest. This priest handed him over to a
friend of his, another priest, and the two of them took off. We have our best people tracking them down
right now. Ismy timeup?"

Gibson's eyes shifted momentarily, puzzling it out. "Doesnt make sense,” he said. "Why would the priests
hep thisguy?'

"That's not entirely clear to me. There seem to be some correspondences between his beliefs and
Chrigtianity. Also, presumably he would be put to death if he gets sent back to hisship.”

The President shook his head. "Still sounds funny.” Then he paused. ™Y ou've got something more. What
isit?'

Very astute. And now the sticky part, "Theway we
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brokethis" Fitzgerad said, "was by getting the log of this parish priest'slong-distance calls. On the night
of Tenon's disappearance there was an overseas call placed. To the Vatican. To a persona number
assigned to the Pope's private secretary. Thislocd priest says his pa—name of Ber-nardi—won't let go
of Tenon without Clement's say-s0. The Vdican isevidently in thisthing up to their scapulars.”

"Good grief. This private secretary—what's his name?”

"Caollingwood. He'san American.”

Gibson turned to Elias, who was douched hi achair across the room.

"Hesin hislaethirties” Eliassaid, "ambitious, intdligent, kind of acold fish. | thought hewas ill in
America, at the synod or whatever you cdl itin New Y ork City."

"Would he get involved hi something like thiswithout the Pope's knowledge?”

"Doubt it. He knows who controls his future. Hes ateam player.”

The Presdent was slent Fitzgerald braced himsdlf. It was about time for Gibson to get angry,
"Goddammit,” he roared on schedule. "What kind of Mickey Mouse shit are those assholestrying to
pull? I've put my head on the block for them | I've kept them in business hi this country | If they tried they
couldn't come up with anything that could be more damaging to me. I've got half of Congress screaming
for blood because I've handed the aliens over to the UN— asiif the aliens were some sort of goddam
nationa treasure—and now the Vatican has set one of them loose on the countryside.” His eyesriveted
on Fitzgerad. "And you're doing afinejob of keeping it secret by the way. The Post and the Times have
dready dl but said flat out that it's an dlien were after.”

Fitzgerdd's ears hurt. He was getting a headache. "Y ou can't do an investigation like thisin total secrecy,”
he offered. "Not and get any results.”

"Fat lot of resultsweVe gotten,” Gibson muttered, but it was clear that his anger had spent itsdlf. Elias
looked bored. This must happen every haf-hour during the day. If only he weren't so loud. After a
moment the President smiled and said, "Now let's get congtructive. What is our response?”
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"Finding thedien would help," Elias remarked.

Fitzgerad shrugged. "We've got our best people on H." Nice little phrase. No arguing with that.

"Y ou know," Eliaswent on, "Clement is not the world's number-one ace politica strategist. It may be that
he'sjust acting reflexively here. Thisguy landsin the Church'slgp asking for sanctuary, and they grant it.
They don't congder anything dse."

"So where doesthat leave us?'

"Wdl, we bring other consderationsto hisattention. Tel him the dien isn't worth histax-exempt statusin
America And s0 on. Put the screwsto him. Diplomaticaly, of course.”

Gibson nodded thoughtfully and turned to Fitzgerdd. ™Y ou a Catholic, Fitzie?"

He spread hispams. "Y ou know how itis"

Gibson sighed. "I have difficulty dedling with religious people. They look at everything so differently, you
know?'

"Like Republicans" Fitzgerald suggested.

The President laughed—oud enough to wake Lincoln's ghost, Fitzgerald thought "What timeisitin
Itay?" Gib-son asked Elias.

"Seven A.M.," he answered promptly.

"Jesus, what a mind. Offhand, would you happen to know the Pope's phone number?

13

The Pope's office was bare and functiona—far from the baroque opulence of some of his predecessors,
far even from the deck modernism of a Paul. The walls held nothing but a cheap crucifix and portraits of
Pious the Tenth and John the Twenty-third. The only artworks worth mentioning were a couple of ancient
scul ptures rescued from the Vatican grottoes.

Clement was well aware that people admired the smplicity of hislife, "Whatever e'se you might say
about him," he could imagine them remark, "he certainly doesn't pamper himsdlf.” 1t was an odd quirk of



fate, hefdt, that the things people praised him for he found totally unworthy of praise. He could not help
being uninterested in materid possessions, that wasthe way he was. May aswell praise an Irishman for
having red hair, or a German for being able to speak German, If someone had placed a DeliaRobbiain
front of his desk, he would not have noticed it; if the most expensive winein the world had been served
for hisdinner, it would not have tempted him.

In some people, of course, such abstinence would have been avirtue. While his celibacy, for example,
had been no intolerable burden, he knew of many priests whose struggle to maintain theirs had been truly
heroic. For some people, just living from day to day was atriumph of the will.

Ahyes, hishumility too waswell known. Always deprecating himsdf; hisvirtues are worthless, hisvices
numberless. Clement was aware that his protestations could sound ludicrous.

That wasthetrouble, of course. He was aware of so much, and so incapable of doing anything about it.
89
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Hesat in hischair (aspecia orthopedic chair, one creature comfort he was dmost forced to dlow
himself) and consulted his schedule for the day. Nine o'clock meeting with Cardina DiStefano to discuss
reorganization of the Congregation of the Faith. Eleven o'clock audiencein the Hal of the Consistory.
Twelve o'clock audience with the South American ambassadors. . . He shoved the paper aside. It was
easy tofill up the daysjust being asymbol. At least he was not adisgrace to his office. God had seen fit
not to make him totaly incapable.

The knock sounded lightly on the door, and Colling-wood's face appeared immediately afterward. "Y ou
wanted to see me, Holiness?"

"Comein, Anthony. Sit"

Collingwood sat on the other side of the desk. No trace of worry or deception. He had once thought
himsdlf good at spotting such things. He was no longer very sure of hisskill. "Anthony, | want you to tell
me about the phone call you received from Americatwo nightsago.”

Collingwood was slent for amoment. The confrontation didn't seem to trouble him. "1t was Father
Bernardi/* hereplied. "The dien had escaped from his ship, and Bernard! wanted to know whét to do
with him. We agreed he should go into hiding with Tenon until you told hinr otherwise.

Clement fingered his pectord cross. "And why, Anthony, did we learn of thisfrom the President of the
United States, and not from you?”

That cracked Collingwood's composure abit He pushed at his glasses and rubbed his nose. "I'm sorry,”
he said findly. "That must have been unpleasant for you. | felt | should wait, you see—"

"Because if the dlien were caught before you told me then you would not have been implicated in this
harebrained scheme?’

"It isnot ascheme, Holiness," Collingwood protested. "If the alien had been handed over to the UN he
would have been sent back to the ship. It would have been like turning a Jew over to the Nazis—or a
Christian over to Nero. Wejust wanted to save hislife.”

Collingwood had made that point about the Jews before.
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Clever fdlow: you don't want to be another Piousthe Twelfth, do you?"Y ou have taken quite arisk,
Anthony,** Clement remarked. "Y ou have put usin avery delicate, avery painful position without our
knowledge or approval. | would be perfectly justified in dismissing you, in ending your career inthe
Church. 1t would save face with the President, it would show | can be aforceful leader. Why shouldn't |
dothis?'

The priest shrugged and said nothing.

Clement's back had begun to hurt. He stood up and walked over to the window. At thisearly hour only
the pigeons and afew hardy tourists inhabited the vast expanse of Saint Peter's Square. He had seen it
full of waving, cheering people, jumping up and down to get aglimpse of him. "Gibson said: 'I've put my
head on the block for your Church. Y ou can't expect meto keep it there, if thisiswhat you pull." A blunt



man, the President”

"What ishe going to do?'

"He has given us until one o'clock our timeto put in motion steps for the return of Tenon. If we haven't
done so by then, hewill let it be known that he has switched positions on the tax-exemption bill."

"And what are you going to do?'

Clement sighed. Hisfather ways asked him that: what are you going to do? What are your plans? You
must always be aiming for something, aways have something in mind. Do your best, get aheed. "Did |
ever tdll you about the moment when | decided to become a priest?”

"No, your Holiness"

A little surprised, perhaps? Wondering if the old man's mind was starting to wander?'It was during the
Blitz. World War 4J, you know. A bomb hit our house. A beam fell on my father and me. My father died
ingtantly. | wasn't injured badly, athough my back hasn't been right since. But | was trapped, under the
beam, with my dead father. It was only for afew minutes, though it seemed like an eternity. It waslong
enough to decide my life.

"For al hewas adevout Catholic, my father had akind of Protestant outlook on life. He believed that
hard work was virtue, that if one did one's duty and made one's plans, then one would be rewarded. He
was right, he was amod-
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erately successful shopkeeper, widely respected, apillar of the Church, had a son who never gave him
any trouble. And then his house fell on top of him and crushed him to desth.

"Thisof courseisthe Stuation that turns most people into hitter atheists, God worksin mysterious ways. |
was twelve at the time, and not aware of the appropriate reaction. To me, hurt and scared and sad, what
had happened meant this: the things of thisworld are of no importance. Y our home, your possessions,
your very life can be of little vaueif they exist at the whim of acrazy German who needsliving space. If
anything matters, it must be what is beyond life. My father's body was a broken toy, but his soul waswith
God. | knew at that instant that | could only tolerate thislifeif | devoted my own to what lay beyond it.
"Well, you may wonder whét this hasto do with Gib-son's threst."

"l presumeit meansyou will not giveintoit,” Colling-wood said.

Clement smiled. "Am | that transparent?’

"Y our decison is nevertheless surprising,” Collingwood noted. "What we believe at age twelveisnot
always what makes us act at age seventy-two."

"Yes, you are quite right. When | was beneath that beam | did not have every church and monastery and
parochid school in Americato worry about. Just my own fatherless future. No matter. What are the
chances of Bernardi being found?"

"In the short run, dim, | would say. Bernardi isno one'sfool. Ultimately they are bound to catch him, |
suppose. But the dien ship is supposed to be leaving soon. If Bernardi can hold out until the ship goes,
then Tenon's chances of survival are presumably pretty good. Of course, al of this seemsto rule out
putting pressure on the Numoi to change their ways, but it doesn't—"

"Yes. Wewill need to tdl theworld, to justify what we are doing. If Gibson wishesto reverse bis stand
on thetax bill, we must make clear that he is doing so out of pique at us, because we are trying to keep
him from sending an innocent person to death for hisreligious bdiefs. We must
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show that extraordinary events demand extraordinary responses, even from such a conservative Church
asours.”

"Thisisquite exciting, Holiness, [—"

"Yes, well. Welivein exciting times. Can you write me a tatement”?'

"By one o'clock our tune?’

"Better make it noon. There are afew cardinas who will haveto seeit first, and they will then haveto be
given atificid respiration.”



"Of course. And my—uh—indiscretion?"*

Clement shugged. "Y ou should have told me. Y ou know that. Tell me from now on. There arefew
enough peoplel can trust in thisworld, Anthony. | would like you to be one of them.”

"Yes, your Holiness." Collingwood looked appropriately chastened. He knelt and kissed Clement'sring
before departing.

Clement sat back down. He felt nervous but strangely happy, now that the first impulsive step had been
taken, He was certain that he could face down Fontandlli and the rest of the cardinas. They could fuss
and fume and threaten, but ultimately a Pope is beyond anyone'sthrests, if he choosesto be.

And why had he chosen thisissue on which to be unyieding? The Holy Spirit, the mystica part of him
wasinclined to say, therationa part countered: thisisjust too clear-cut One cannot send a person to his
death in exchange for atax bresk.

Clement tried to imagine himsdf as ahunted man on an dien planet: friends, culture, everything gone. Ah"
that remained was the fact of your existence, and that was tenuous at best. What keeps you aive? What
was the purpose of running, if thereis nothing to run to?

It was not so different, he reflected, from lying hi darkness, a beam across your back, in the midst of pain
and desth. To survivein either case you had to decide that what mattered was you and the infinite, not
you and your friends, or you and your world. And your existence mattersonly in that it givesglory to
God.

Y es, Tenon had risked martyrdom, after hisown lights,
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had given up everything for the glory of God. In the abstract, Clement knew he could do the same, but
only oncein hislife had he been caled upon to prove it Well, good for Tenon then. He was young. He
knew what he believed in, and he acted on it

Also, he had been very lucky so far. Good—then Clement would be a part of hisluck. He glanced at his
schedule. Should hetdl them now, or wait for Anthony's statement? The Congregation of the Faith could
comelater, if necessary. But no, he would get the statement first Best to know exactly how he was going
to throw the Church into an uproar, before he actudly did it

14

Claude Bacquier glared at his secretary as she tiptoed meekly in and laid the statement on the desk in
front of him. Shewas afraid of him, he knew, and with good reason. Diplomats need not be diplomatic
with their secretaries. A lot of pressure built up in hisjob; he had to get rid of it somehow. If he suffered,
his staff suffered too.

He managed to keep from sngpping at her for being so dow in getting the damn thing, but he couldn't
bring himsdlf to thank her for it So he just tried to ignore her while she begt her retregt. Then he adjusted
his cuffs, picked it up, sSighed, and read.

He aready knew what wasin it; he just wanted to seeit in print, to confirm itsredlity.

". ... We have been made aware of the existence of a certain religion on the home planet of the Numoi. .
.. Whilewe do not advocate interfering in the internal affairs of the Numoi (even if that were possible),
we do fed that the study of this religion should be made the highest priority in the humans dedingswith
thisrace. And wefed, further, that it should be made clear to the Numoi that the people of Earth hope
and pray that the existence of thisreligion will not be threatened. . . ."

And what the hdll isthat but interfering in their internd affairs, you stupid old goat, Bacquier muttered
inwardly. He found the use of the pontifical we particularly irritating. Who arewe?Y ou and God? Y ou
and the hdf-billion people who don't go to church, don't remember any of your dogma, and don't agree
with haf your opinions, but who call themsalves Catholics because they had some water poured over
them when they were too young to object?
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People like me, Bacquier redlized. Spesk for yoursdaf. Clement



** .. We are protecting this person because he has asked us for sanctuary, and because to return him to
his masters would be to condemn him to certain death. We are fully aware of the consequences of our
action, both for the Church and for relations between Earth and the NumoL Wefed, however . . "
Fully aware. Merde. Bacquier thought of al he and Aronson had accomplished in the past few months:
building the compound, getting the interpreters to work, negotiating the information exchange, choosing
the scientists, arranging the system, keeping everyone happy, working toward astable and mutualy
beneficid relationship where dl the doomsayers had predicted interplanetary holocaust HisHolinesswas
fully aware he might be causing some little problems. His Holinesswas blithely ruining the grestest
triumph of Claude Bacquier's career. His Holiness could go—

"What isit?' he barked in response to bis secretary's buzz.

"The Secretary-Generd, sir. On twelve.”

Bacquier took adeep breath and picked up the phone. "Bacquier here.”

"Ah, Claude, thisismost distiressing, isit not?'

Ashanti's voice betrayed no bint of distress. Neither would his. "It certainly complicates metters, Sir.”
"President Gibson was just speaking with me. He seemed quite distraught.”

Noted. "He would have every reason to be."*

"And so would you, Claude. Certainly you have the most difficult task of dl: explaining the Stuation to
Zanla"

Again, noted. "Would you have any suggestions asto how thistask might be carried out?'

"Well, certainly it should be done immediately. Emphasis should be placed on the largeness of our plangt,
the swiftness of our trangportation systems, the degree of amilarity of the Numoi's gppearance to ours,
the lack of control we have over the Pope. Point out the diligence of our search, the help that this new
information has given us.
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Hint very carefully that this Situation is due in part to his own carelessnessin supervisng his crew
members”

"| takeit, then, that if Tenonisfound hewill ill be returned to the Numoi, despite the public knowledge
that he will be put to death.”

"That isour present intention. Y ou may aso, however, obtain assurances from Zanlathat Tenon will cot
be harmed.”

"What if he refusesto give such assurances?

Bacquier could visuaize Ashanti's thin, enigmatic smile. "What he saysis not what matters. What we
report that he saysis what matters. Isthat not true, Claude?”

"Quitetrue. | will spesk to himimmediately. A statement should be available for the evening news.”
"BExcdlent.”

Bacquier hung up. He dways found conversations with Ashanti quite satisfying. Everything was cam and
clear and ordered. Everything was in perspective. He stood up and buttoned his suit coat He would
gpologizeto his secretary* and then see Zanla

Paul Aronson waylaid Bacquier in the lobby. "What are we going to do?" he asked.

Bacquier shrugged. "Tdl Zanlawhat's happening. Keep looking. | just spoke with Ashanti.”

"Did he mention anything about changing bis mind— about keegping Tenon when wefind him?”

Bacquier shook his head. "1t's no good, Paul. Y ou know we can't do that"

"An hour'sinterview—that might be enough. Look, Ashanti might not even have to know."

"I understand how you are feding, Paul," Bacquier responded in his best diplomatic style. "But you know
| can't do that The policy is set. Please understand.” He squeezed Aronson's arm and hurried off.
Arouson gazed after him. No, you do not understand, he thought, and he trudged back to his office.
Stacks of reports and meetings summaries cluttered his desk, but he knew he wouldn't be able to
concentrate on them. His staff had given him a paperweight for Chrissmas—a sparkling
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blue pyramid. He picked it up and hefted it in his hand, wondering if he would get any satisfaction from
pitching it through his window. Not enough, he decided. He sat down and sulked.

Hisjob had its highs and lows, and right now he wasin one of thelows. A distressing sequence of events
had been playing itsdf out in his mind more and more frequently lately: the Numoi leave, with their secret
of faster-than-light travel il intact. The years go by, the Numoi never return, and scientists batter then-
heads—no, he batters his head—against the unyielding problem. And what good would al the facts
about Numian zoology and geology and sociology be, without an understanding of this one difference that
set them above and gpart from humans?

Damn diplomats. Just an hour with the guy, to ask afew questions that might revol utionize our
understanding of the universe. Wasthat being a pig-headed scientist?

Damn. He threw the paperweight toward a metal waste-basket across the room. It went in with a
resounding bang that made his eardrums throb. That helped some.

Not enough.

Ergentil had wanted to St in on thislatest meeting, but Zanla had forbidden it. That was hisright. He had
not been nasty about it, however, and had promised to talk it al out with her afterward. Wasit possible
that he was preparing himsdlf, dowly, for the disagreegble task of admitting she wasright? Not very
likey.

The problem between them was persond, of course, but aso doctrina, and that was what worried
Ergentil the most. The Ancients had aways been at their fuzziest in describing the purpose of these
journeys through space. To teach us humility, Gontor had said, by bringing usinto closer contact with
al-that-is. Lesser writers had said that humility would be taught by meeting creatures of other races, but
generations of crews unreturaed and crews returning with the same stories of blackness and void had
made these predictions suspect There was still support, though, for the theory that their ultimate goa was
the discovery of rationd dien life. And that waswhat Zanlahad seized on hi formulating his policy toward
thediens wha
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isthe good of just seeing thislife, he had argued, without communicating with it, without learning from it?
Hard to disagree with in the abstract. But Ergentil had quickly seen whereit was heading in redlity:
toward amindless lust for the aliens awesome machines and wegpons. How had we managed to live for
s0 long without being able to speak with someone on the other Side of the planet at the pushing of a
button? Why have we never invented these marvel ous devices that explode on signa and kill thousands
of oné'senemy?

And this, Ergentil knew, waswrong. It verged on heresy, like that of the old cult, never entirely
suppressed, that ingsted on worshiping the Ship, despite the clear pronouncements of the Ancients that
the Ship was the means and not the god. These aien machines would quickly and utterly destroy the
delicate baance between life and thing that had been the great achievement of her civilization. Already
people grew complacent, ignored the old ways, forgot the meaning and greatness of what had been
accomplished: look at how this new rdigion attracted them. They were ripe for conquest, intellectudly as
well as physically. These meetings with the dienswere smply preparing the way.

She knew, of course, that people considered priestesses to be asour, dreary lot, aways caling down the
wrath of the Ancients on the decadent modern ways. They much preferred the more dashing, pragmatic
Magters. But it had aways been that way. She had her beliefs and she would fight for them; she had her
job, and shewould do it.

Therewas aknock on her door. "Enter," Ergentil said glumly. It was Zanla, looking ill at ease hi enemy
territory. She motioned to achair, and he sat down in silence.

"It does not appear that Tenon has been returned to us," Ergentil noted.

"Your conclusion iscorrect.”

"What did this Bacquier tell you—or isthat no business of a priestess?’

"I didn't come hereto tak over repairsto the waste-disposa system with you.”

Ergentil made an ironic haf-bow. "Then?'



"Tenon isin the hands of ardigious group that has beliefs smilar to the followers of Chilian, according to
Bac-
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quier. They are demanding that Earth make tolerance for these Chitlanians a precondition for further
development of relations between them and us."

"But that isabsurd,”" Ergentil exploded. "How dare they?"

Zanla spread hishandsin agesture of ignorance. "Tenon evidently heard of them through one of the
interpreters, escaped, and sought sanctuary with them. They are now keeping himin hiding. Thisgroupis
evidently large and well organized and legd. Bacquier says—"

"Bacquier says, Bacquier says. How do you know that anything he saysisthe truth?'

"I don', of course. He could be holding Tenon himsdf, and have found out al this aout Chitlan directly
from him. The story does have asurface plausibility, though.”

"Well, what do you suggest we do then? Wait around here aslong as his story remains plausible? L et the
Council inscribe our names in the Square of the Ancients, let the dliens perfect their transportation and
wegpons and follow us home?"

"Itismy feding," Zanlaresponded dowly, "that we must make some positive effort to get Tenon back. |
agree we should not st hereidly and let eventstake their course, but | dso think that leaving Tenon
behind is dangerous to the security of Numos."

"Then what do you propose?’

Zanlawas slent. Ergentil threw her asams,up hi disgust "Nothing. Y ou have nothing.”

"If I do not have aplan by midday tomorrow, we will leave without Tenon."

"And if your plan does not work?*

"If | haveaplan, it will work."

They stared a each other. Of what vaue was the dignity of her position, Ergentil thought (hardly for the
first time), if ultimately she had no authority in astuation likethis? Zanlawasthe Magter. He had the
power to play out his gameto the bitter end. She motioned him out of her room. At least she had power
here.

He stood up. "1 know you do not agree, but—"

"It hasgonetoo far," sheinterrupted wearily. "No mat-
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ter what the outcome, Numosisin peril. Let that be your burden, Master.”

He bowed giffly and left

Vomurd, she thought. Playing out a game whose outcome s predetermined. Wasit predetermined that
her world would collapse, that the Chitlanians would take over her temples, that these soulless diens
would st hi the Council Palace? What a crud trick for existenceto playl

Sherecdled the first Departure she had ever witnessed: her initia year at the temple schoal, fresh from
the countryside, shy, in awe of everything, but especidly the Ship. The previous one had not returned, so
thiswas a gleaming, brand-new crestion, standing proudly hi the triangular go-loss, awaiting the brave
crew that would give meaning to its existence.

The monitors had roused them in the chilly predawn and herded them through the gray streetsto their
place of honor not far from the stairway. "Remember,” Marsta had whispered to them, "if you are good
girlsand learn your lessons well, then someday you too may go on the Voyage."

The girlswere al appropriately solemn, but none more so than Ergentil, asthe crew, hi their ceremonia
tunics, filed dowly across the Square of the Ancients, across the stonesinscribed with the names of those
who had not returned, ignoring the huge crowd that surrounded them, eyes fixed on the glorious blue
pyramid, proud of themsalves, proud of their race.

And then they had goneinsde, and Ergentil waited, hands clasped tight to the edge of the stone bench,
as the sun rose and the shadow of the pyramid lengthened, lengthened, and she visudized the men and
women, eyes closed, minds linked, ready to become part of al-that-is, willing it to happen. . . .



And the shadow hit the far edge of the square, and the gleaming blue Ship shimmered and disappeared,
leaving behind acrowd that stirred and buzzed, and agirl whose soul longed to be with it

So now you're here, she thought. Part of the dream. At odds with the Master, ignored by the crew, no
longer sure of yoursdlf or your religion. If the Ancients could have
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found away to take that childish faith and make a pfll out of it, they would have been far better off.

Still, the pattern had begun. There was nothing to be done but see it through. Masters went on severa
Voyages, Priestesses on only one. Thiswas her Voyage; there would be no other.

15

"Jesus Chrigt, you shoulda been there," Fitzgerald said. * Tve never seen him so p.o.'d. | thought the walls
hi the Ova Officewould crack. Y ou ever seen Gibson when he'sin one of those fits?'

"No, gr," Madeleine West replied.

"I'll bet he had an even worse one when he heard what the Pope did. He was pretty calm by thetime he
got back to me, though."

"What did he say?'

**\Well, full speed ahead, of course. He also wanted a progress report, whichiswhy | called you,
obvioudy. Got the guy yet?'

"Sorry."

"Cantwin*emadl. What have you got?'

West took a deep breath, marshaed her facts, and began. "Weinterviewed Bernardi's fellow priests at
the Jesuit resdence. No one saw him leaving or returning that night. He took atan '99 Plymouth
Excelsior minicoupe; gpparently none of his persond possessions are missing. The conclusion isthat he
didn't return there after getting Tenon. Thereés no way of knowing how much money he had, but it
couldn't have been agreat ded. We put the Plymouth into the police computer identisystem as atop
priority for the East Coast and Midwest At ten thismorning it was discovered parked on aside street
near Penn Station in New Y ork. There was a parking ticket on it written at 2:07 the day before
yesterday, SO we may assume they were in the city at some time before that We have so far been unable
to trace anything of their movements between Greenough and New Y ork, and | doubt that well be able
to."

"What about after New Y ork?'

103

104

FORBIDDEN SANCTUARY

"Nothing. They could have taken atrain, aplane, rented acar, you name it. However, without much cash
they couldn't get very far unlessthey used a credit card. We're checking on that now.”

"Hard to believe this guy Bernardi'd be stupid enough to use a credit card. It'd be like sending usamap.”
"| agree. But there might be someplace he wanted to get to, where held fedl secure. He might be willing
to let usknow the city he was headed for, |et's say, aware that he'd have aday or two's head Start After
al, he couldn't keep driving that Plymouth."

"Hemight gill bein the city, though.”

"That, | think, ismore probable. Beraardi wasraised in New Y ork. He hasdl kinds of relativesand
friendsthere. My fedling isthat he came home for help—transportation or lodging. Weve just got to do
some legwork and seeif that'strue.”

"What's this guy's background, anyway? He seemslike kind of an odd one.”

West reached for the paper on the far side of her desk. "Born 1961, New Y ork City. Attended local
parochia schools and Fordham University—where he met Anthony Collingwood, by the way. After
graduation, entered the Jesuit Order in 1983, studied—"

"Yeah, yeah. Very interesting. What's the real poop, though?”*

"Widl, heésan only child. Father died when hewasyoung. Very likable, athletic, socidly active growing
up, Sort of anatural leader, evidently, and religious besides. Not extremely brilliant, but the kind who



getsthings done. Taking to a couple of the Jesuiits, | got the impression that he's been rather a
disappointment to them. They seemed to have hoped hed revitdize the entire order or something.
Instead he just does his job and makes friends—including some strange ones, like this Father Gardner hi
Greenough, who appearsto be kind of aloser. Bernard! teaches English, Italian, and coachestrack at an
exclusive Jesuit prep school near Greenough. The students adore him.”

" Stregtwise, huh? Tough? Maybe bored?”

"Hard to say. He certainly didn't waste any time getting involved in this affair.”
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"| think you've got your handsfull, Maddeine.

"Well see”

"So what will you do now?"

"I'm going to head back to New Y ork and run things from there. Not much left to work on herein
Massachusetts.”

"Good, I'll tell the President the investigation is on the move.”

West smiled. "Incidentally, uh, are there any limitations on us because of the Pope's statement?”

"Not that anyone'stold me. | guess we may take some heat, but the UN people are trying to take care of
that Did you hear Bacquier's Satement?’

"No."

"Hejust talked to Zanla, saysthe Numoi have no intention of putting Tenon to death. It'sdl a
misunderstanding and so forth.”

"Isthat truer*

"Beats me. Why dont we just pretend it'strue and see if that doesn't help the cause. Keegp me posted,
okay?'

"Yes gar.”

West didn't like these controversid cases. They dways got messy, she reflected on the flight back to
New Y ork. She liked good guys and bad guys. She liked witnesses who were eager to cooperate. She
didn't like having to worry about what the President, or the Pope, thought about what she was doing.
She il recaled with anger and dismay the investigation of the space-shuttle explosion, in which the
Antitechnology Crusade inssted they had sabotaged the craft, and the government ingsted the explosion
had been dueto pilot error, and nobody seemed very interested in finding out what had really happened.
Or the case of the Middle Eastern diplomat who had kidnaped the seventeen-year-old D.C. high school
gymnast. . .

Wil no sense dredging those things up. No job is perfect This case could have been worse. Shewould
do much better trying to figure out the thought processes of Father Bernard! than worrying about when
Gibson and Fitzgerald were going to put the clamps on her. Shefelt the plane
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descend toward LaGuardia, and attempted to think like an underachieving Itdian priest.

"If they'rein New Y ork, it looks pretty tough,** Agent Dewey said. "No oneis saying anything. They're
protecting one of their own. Weve tapped his mother's phone, afew cousins and friends, we've got a
couple of stakeouts, but if helieslow and isn't stupid . . ." Dewey shrugged.

"Y ou've talked to the mother?' West asked.

Dewey nodded. " She doesn't know what to make of any of this. She's got the Pledge of Allegiance
framed on thewall of her gpartment. But she wouldn't talk. Could hardly expect her to."

"Still, it'simportant. Bernard! must be pretty closeto her, only sonand al. If he'sgoing to bein trouble,
he might cdll, give her someinformation. Also, shedd be the one most likely to be ableto run down dl his
friends™

"Shedidn't talk," Dewey repested.

"I think I'll go have achat with her mysdf."

Dewey made ayou're-the-boss gesture. West didn*t have time to worry about hurt feglings.



TTie gpartment was nicer than West had anticipated. It was a co-op up near Columbia, complete with
landscaping and security guards. A couple of lurking reporterswaylaid her as shewent in, but she
brushed them aside. She didn't care much for reporters.

Mrs. Bernardi studied West's credentiads for along moment before letting her in. " There have been so
many people,” she said wesarily.

Shewas adight woman, in her late sixties, West guessed, with tinted hair and sharp features. She was
wearing red dacks, aruffled shirt, and open-toed sandals. West would not have supposed her to be
Bernardi's mother.

The furnishings of the apartment also didn't go with her: chock full of Sacred Hearts, crucifixes, Infants of
Prague, Virgin Marys, and other Catholic personages West couldn't identify. And, of course, pictures of
her son: high school graduation, college graduation, ordination, Bernard! playing basketball, Bernard!
toothless in the fourth grade. Tough to tell exactly who was being worshiped here. West
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noted aframed portrait of Pope Clement in the middle of one particularly crowded wall.

"Do you mind if | smoke?' Mrs. Bernard! asked. "I don't usually, but this business has got me so
nervous.

"Not at dl. Please do." West loathed the habit.

"| don't really know why you people have come back. | mean, | told that gentleman thismorning that |
don't know anything.*'

"Y ou must understand we have to be persstent,™ West said with her winningest smile. "Perhaps you've
thought of something in the meantime—some friend your son mentioned he might go to hi atime of
trouble, somebody who owed him abig favor.”

Mrs. Bernard! took a deep drag. " Oh, everybody owed Albert favors. He's that kind of person. But you
see, | don't understand why you'd jhmic I would want to help you. | mean—he's my son. My only son.
And you want to capture him."*

"| can sympathize, Mrs. Bernard!. | have ason too,” West lied. "And | wouldn't want any harm to come
to him. But hereshow | seeit: the United States Government is committed to finding your son. No
matter how many friends he has, sooner or later he will be caught Now | don't know what will happen to
himif heiscaught. But | can assure you that thingswill be easier for him if heisfound now than if heis
found later after considerable damage has been done to our interests.”

"But | can't seethat he's committed any crime," Mrs. Bernard! exclaimed. "What |aw has he broken by
going off with this poor unfortunate cregture?”

"Wadl, I'm not alawyer," West lied again, "so | couldnt say for sure. But—" West paused, looked
uncertain, then asked: "Mrs. Bernardi, do you love your country?'

"Of coursel do,” Mrs, Bernardi replied defensively.

West nodded. "Good. | trust, then, that you will keep secret what | am about to tell you. | am breaking
the law by even mentioning this. Mrs. Bernard!, your sonisin grave danger.”

The mother's eyes watered in an dmost Pavlovian response. "Why?' she whispered.

West's eyes swept theroom, asif looking for intruders or
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microphones. "Y ou must have heard that the aliens possess the secret of faster-than-light travel,
something that Earth scientists have said is not even theoreticaly possible. Now it ssems extremely likely
that Tenon—the dien your son is protecting—has sufficient knowledge to give usthe solution to this
puzzle.

"At this very moment, Mrs. Bernardi, agents of foreign powers hostile to America are searching for your
son. Do you redlize what an advantage it would be to any nation to have thisinformation? They could be
measters of the world—perhaps of the Universe. And your son standsin their way. Do you think they will
ded with him asfairly and justly asthe United States Government would, Mrs. Bernardi ?*

Mrs. Bernardi shook her head mutely. The ash on her cigarette, unheeded, dropped onto her dacks. She



brushed at it hurriedly and then turned away from West, choking back asob.

"Of course your son isagood man, aholy man,” West continued. "He did what he thought was right. But
we know now that no harm will cometo thisdien if heisreturned to his ship. And we know that every
moment the two of them are out there, unprotected, the danger for both of them increases. That'swhy it
is so important that you tell uswhat you know."

West waited patiently while the woman cried. Finaly the tears stopped and Mrs. Bernardi looked up at
her. Behind the smeared makeup she looked terribly old. "1 don't know anything," she whispered
hoarsely. " Albert obeysthe Pope. Tdll the Pope heisin danger.”

West sighed. "If that's how you fedl, Mrs. Bernardi. We will have to do our best without your help. If
anything should happento ... wel. Thank you for your time."

"l don't know anything,” Mrs. Bernardi repested, her eyes pleading for understanding.

Shewaslighting another cigarette with trembling hands as West let hersdlf ouit.

Back hi the car West put on her phone. The message light was flashing. It was Dewey, asking her to call
the office. At the next stoplight she obeyed.
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"Any luck?' he asked her.

"Not yet. Fm pretty certain she knows something, though. She's closeto cracking."”

"Uh-huh. Of course, we may not need her."

West decided shedidn't like Dewey. " Spill it," she commanded.

"A charge dip wasjust processed on Bernardi's Insta-credit card. Two one-way planeticketsto Las
Veges"

"LasVegas," sherepeated increduloudly.

"Youfigurethisdien's got asystem to beet the dot machines?' Dewey asked.

West didn't bother to reply.

16

Zanlahad not sought an ingght since just after his student days, when hisfirst VVoyage had caused him to
reconsder hisentirelife, to try to understand what made him the way he was.

Most people had no use for the exercise nowadays— couldn't see that it accomplished anything. Zanla
hadn't even bothered to use it when they first arrrived on Earth, and he had had to make some
tremendoudy important decisions. But now he needed it; and Ettal, histeacher, who believed degply in
ingghts, had told him: when you fed you need it, that iswhen it will work.

He stood aonein the darkened Room of the Ancients, hands clasped behind his back, swaying dightly;
A blue capelay lightly on his shoulders, arug was soft beneath hisfeet He felt the pressure of the rug, the
dight stretching of hisarms, the weight of the cape. The search, asdways, beganinsde.

Hewasdert but worried. Thinking too much with too little result. Thinking about the wrong things: about
how this businesswould affect the stuttering progress of his career, about the difficult relationship
between himsdlf and Ergentil, about the memory that hung like apal over dl hetried to do. One by one
he pushed these concerns out of his consciousness. They only got in the way of a pure consideration of
the problem.

When they were gone he gpproached it, tentatively, timidly.

Tenon. Heretic, fool. Why hadn't he been discovered and weeded out? Zanlafelt hisanger swelling, but
therewas no insight hi anger. If he were Tenon, then, what would he have done?
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Hetried, but the question was hopeless, and he quickly withdrew from it. It was more than he could do
to pretend he was an enemy of Numos. Such creatures could only be despised.

A snatch of diaogue cameinto hismind. "Why do we explore the Universe?' he had asked Elid once,
when hewas a callow youth and thought he was capable of understanding such matters.

"To teach us humility,” the Master had replied with asmile. ~-



"But how can it teach us humility, if it only provesthat we are the greatest beingsin existence?"

"That you cannot understand until you have doneit"

True. His arrogance had long been tempered by a perception of hisrace'sinsignificance in the scheme of
all-that-is. When the retheo was set, the crew became powerless, at the mercy of chance and hostile
darkness (if, of course, it had been set fairly, and not to one of the safe readings that guarantees a Master
an uneventful VVoyage and amediocre career afterward). That sense of powerless-ness, Elial had felt,
was the centra meaning of the VVoyages.

Would Elid have felt the same about thisfirst meeting with diens? Had they searched for generations, in
order to find arace that would tell them that al their achievements counted for nothing?

It was not impossible. Still, the one achievement remained—the one that had brought them here, the one
that was now in danger. Humility need not imply abject surrender.

Purify the mind, then. What were the natives weaknesses? How could he use his strength? Surely he had
learned something in histime on this planet

This planet. He thought of the first wary steps, hesitant bresths, hein front to show why he wasfit for the
Council, but fear clutching at him too.

He thought of the sky and the grass, the building and the wide black path that convinced him that here at
last was arace that could build and—perhaps—think.

Waking dowly through the early-morning mist toward the building and the road, seeing the creature
come out of
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the building and movein their direction, oblivious. . . knowing that the moment was a hand and
wondering what the shifting patterns of fate would make of it for al of them.

Zanla saw the man'sface see tharrs, take in their short robes and Silver chains, then notice the shining
Mue Ship overpowering the mist behind them. He saw the man back awvay dowly, then turn and run,
handsin the air, shouting over and over aword that Zanlahad snce cometo learn: "No! Nol Nol" The
sound echoed in their minds as they waited uncertainly for the next shift in the patterns.

Asever, theinsght came unbidden. Thistime it was as pure and enigmatic as Elid could have wished.
We are the creatures of their nightmares.

Zanlashifted hisweight, and hismind moved aswell, circling the thought, probing it, judging itstruth. . . .
He could not tell. All he knew wasthat it gave him aplan, and before he had had no plan. 1t would not
be perfect, but he doubted there was a better one.

Hetook off the blue cape, folded it carefully over hisarm, and walked out of the room. Samish was
waliting across the corridor. " Samish, how well can you spegk the dien language?!

"A few words only, Master. Enough to communicate.”

"You can't writeit, | suppose.”

"No, only the Priestess—"

"Yes, | know. Send her—no. | had better go to her mysdif.”

An unavoidable consequence. She would either do it or not He could only ask.

"Tell the human guards | want to see Bacquier at the morning sesson tomorrow. | will be with Ergentil
now. We are not to be disturbed on any account.”

Shewas, ultimately, persuaded, and early the next morning she brought him her work. He stared at it
gppraisingly, but it meant nothing to him. He had to trust her.

"Isit good enough?' he asked.

"l think s0," shereplied. "Good enough.”

Zanladipped the piece of paper into asmal box behind hisdesk. "Thank you," he said. "Now we shall
iy
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Bacquier and the interpreter Natasha arrived promptly. They exchanged stiff bows and sat down, Zanla
began immediately. "Do you have any good newsfor me?'



Bacquier shook hishead asthe interpreter relayed the question. ™Y ou must understand we are doing al
we can," the answer came back. "Our governments are putting pressure on the Pope, and we are
searching asthoroughly as possible. But it isabig planet, and the Pope refusesto help.”

"Who isthis Pope?'

"Theleader of their religion.”

"Can you not capture him and force him to give up Tenon?"!

This seemed to make Bacquier uncomfortable. Good. The diplomat paused acouple of timesin hisreply.
"It isnot possible to do that, you see, Zanla. The Pope has many followers. He has no military power,
but ... to arrest or imprison him would creste great problems. Besides, it isnot likely he has specific
knowledge of where Tenonis"

"But he could tdll hisfollowersto give him up, and they would obey, wouldn't they?"

"Yes, yes, | suppose so. But we cannot do more than we are doing. Please believe me.”

Bacquier extended his hands dightly toward Zanlain a gesture that needed no interpretation, jle seemed
quite upset. Zanlafound himself believing him. But that did not remove the need for action. The man was
too worried about hisinterna problems, not enough about the power of the Numoi. It wastuneto
change the baance.

"Thisisvery serious, Claude," Zanlasaid. "We must return soon to Numos, but we cannot return without
Tenon. | hope you can understand that. | hope you can understand that | do not want to do this. But |
have no choice.”

He stopped for Natashato interpret and watched Bac-quier's face. Nothing. He continued. " Tenon must
be returned to uswithin three Earth-days. If heisnot, thisiswhat will happen: wewill leave this place
and reappear over an earth city. Wewill drop from the Ship papersthat say: The governments of Earth
must return our stolen crew member or this city will be destroyed.' Wewill do this
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over your mgor cities, all around your planet, as many of them aswe can reach within two days. Then
we will begin the process of destruction.”

Bacquier remained impassive, but the shock and fear were unmistakable on the face of the interpreter.
That was good. Bacquier uttered a sentence, his eyes fixed on Zanla. Natasha stumbled through it ™Y ou
cannot speak our languages, Zanla. How can you make people understand this message?!
Zanlareached behind him and-removed the sheet of paper from the box. He did it across the desk to
Bacquier. "We are not your equalsin learning languages, but we are not helpless, Claude. We have made
use of the booksyou have given us.”

Bacquier stared at the paper without picking it up. Theinterpreter too leaned over toread it Yes, it was
good enough, they understood it, it frightened them. Ergentil had done her job.

That point settled, Bacquier moved on, inevitably, to the next one. "All our information indicates that the
Numoi arerdatively primitive compared to our racein military cagpahilities, Zanla,. | hope you will not be
offended if | say that | do not believe you can cany out your threat”

"Certainly | am not And likewise | hope you will not be offended if | say that what you believe does not
matter. It does not even matter whether or not we can do it What mattersiswhat the rest of your race
believes**

"What do you mean?' Bacquier asked, but it was clear he was beginning to understand.

"I mean the threet itsalf will be sufficient even without weapons. People will stream out of your cities,
trampling each other hi their terror. Thieves and murdererswill roam the streets, there will beriots,
governmentswill be attacked, your economic and political systemswill collgpse. The people of your
planet will demand that Tenon be returned.”

Bacquier pondered. " The people can be warned beforehand,” be observed, "Told it'sal abluff.
Emergency plans can be prepared.”

Zanlashook his head, human-style. "1t will not work,** hereplied. "We are not talking about fires or
floods or
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even human enemies. We are talking about diens. Mysterious, powerful diens. Creatures of your
nightmares.”

Bacquier shifted dightly in his chair when the interpreter reached the final phrase. Do diplomats have
nightmares? Natashas eyes were wide and worried. "Thisisagrave step you are taking, Zanla,"
Bacquier said findly. ™Y ou know that it will end the possibility of apeaceful development of relations
between our worlds. And the point is, you still might not get Tenon back. If we cannot find him, we
cannot find him."

"| repeat,” Zanlareplied, "l do not want to do this. But | will not back down. | must makeit clear to dl
your governments that failure to return Tenon will do more than just anger me. 1t will produce suffering
and chaosfor your entire planet Perhgps with that in mind you will not be so hesitant to capture this Pope
and force him to reveal what he knows."

"Have you congdered that this plan of yoursis quite dangerousto you aswell asto us?' Bacquier
inquired dowly. "Few of our governments are likely to st idly by while you carry out your threet. What
good will come of thisfor any of usif your ship is destroyed?

"If our Ship isdestroyed, your planet is destroyed,” Zanla stated flatly. " Our weapons may not be as
powerful asyours, but we have control of aphysica processthat isfar beyond the comprehension of the
greatest of your scientists. We have discovered the destructive power of this process before, to our
dismay. Y ou may tel thisto your governments. They lose more by destroying usthan by letting us carry
out our threat"

Their eyesmet in slence for along moment Y ou do not believe me, Zanlathought. But can you take the
risk? Can any of you? Of course not Elia would not have approved of alie. It was hardly fitting for one
who wished to be a Councilor. But it was necessary. And it would work.

"l have no way of knowing if what you tell meistrue,” Bacquier said, breaking his gaze away from
Zanlas. "If it is, then you are taking an even greater risk, and thereisal the more reason why you
shouldn't carry out your threat Because | cannot guarantee that every nation—or any nation—uwill believe
what you say. If you threaten to destroy
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them, they may just decide to drop abomb on you and hope for the best. Do you want to be responsible
for the destruction of what might be the only other inteligent race in the Universe?!

"| prefer to suppose that some member of thisintelligent race will return Tenon to hismasters, and al of
us might return to our previous peaceful condition. Please kegp meinformed of any progressyou makein
the search.”

Bacquier interpreted this correctly as hisdismissal and rose from hischair. "1 must beg you to reconsider,
Zanla. Thereistoo much at stake hereto let your anger take hold of you thisway."

"Please understand, Claude, it is not anger that ismaking me do this" Zanlareplied truthfully. "I am only
doing what has to be done for the good of the Numoi. | wish no one harm, but we must have Tenon
back. Please tell that to your people.”

Bacquier bowed formally and left. Natasha, looking pale and worried, hurried after him.

Zanlawatched them depart, suddenly very tired. It was done now. Hewas risking his crew'slives on an
ingght It had worked so far, but there was so much further to go.

And how could hefed any confidence, when success depended on interpreting the motivations and
reactions of thisaien race, and how could he be sure that insights had any value when dedling with such
creatures?

And how far, finaly, would he go, if the three days went by and Tenon was not returned? What would he
doif hisbluff was cdled?

He remembered going back to see Elid after hisfirst Voyage, disgraced, despairing, in need of sympathy
and advice. And Elia had said to him, "Successis easy for the Numoi. Thetruetest of greatnessliesin
living nobly with falure™

Elid, of course, had never made the Councfl. He was not right for the times, not practical enoughina



pragmatic era. Zanlabad tried to live by Elid's advice and example. He had done what he had to do,
worked hisway back. And, when the moment had come, Master at last of hisown Ship and hisown
destination, he had spun the retheo
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far past the safe settings, out to where no Master had ever dared go. And he had been successful beyond
his hopes: not only was his career saved, they would find it virtualy impossible to keep him off the
Council when he presented the volumes of notes, the books and the artifacts, and said, "Hereistherace
the Ancients sought for. Hereiswhat you sent meto find."

But that dream would only cometrue if Tenon wasreturned, if his bluff worked.

It hadn't failed yet, he reminded himsdlf. And if it did fail, there would be other insghts, other plans. He
had come too far to be stopped now.

17

Ashanti listened carefully. He dways listened carefully. When Bacquier was finished hewas silent for a
moment as he weighed the matter. Then he spoke abruptly. "Can they do it, Professor Aronson?”
"Arethey capable of carrying out Zanlasthrest, do you mean?”'

"Of course.”

It was Aronson'sturn to be sllent. "There are two questions,” he said findlly. "First, do they have the
wespons? My opinion on that would be no, they don't. They've refused to talk specifically about their
military capability, but our impressonisthat it's quite primitive. The second question s will the
destruction of their ship have the consequences Zanlasaysit will?"

"Precisdly,” Ashanti murmured.

Aronson's sigh was perfectly audible over the phone. "Well, the fact is, since we have no idea how their
ship works, we haven't the dightest basisfor saying whether or not Zanlaislying. Y ou'll recal when they
first landed thiswas raised as a consideration againg—"

"If I could inject anonscientific opinion,” Bacquier interrupted, "this part of Zanldsthreat seemsentirely
ad hoc to me, and for precisdly that reason. Why didn't he raise this as a consideration at the very
beginning, when he ill might have doubted our peaceful intentions?”

AThat'strue," Aronson responded, "but amagor determinant of their behavior al dong has apparently
been the desire to withhold dl information from us about the secret of fagter-than-light travel. Zanlamay
bewilling to give usthis clue only because the dternative—letting us think we could hold on to hismissing
crew member—is so much
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more dangerous. He will clearly go to great lengthsto get Tenon back.”

"Yes, that isvery clear,” Ashanti said softly, "Thank you, gentlemen. Y our opinions are, as ever, vaued."
He hung up and made alist of people to be caled. None of the callswould be pleasant, he was sure.
And thefirst was not likely to be the easiest. He dialed the number for Pope Clement.

It took some time to get through; his name did not open all doors. He was patient, however, and
eventualy he heard Clement's distant, tired voice. "1 was thinking perhaps|'d get acall from you.”

"Y es, you are among the unlucky group.”

"Areyou going to add your voice to the chorus demanding we give Tenon up?"

"I would not presume to make any demands of you, Holiness. | only wanted to relay some new
information that may be useful to you in consdering the Stuation. May 17"

"l am not opposed to listening.”

Adhanti told him.

Asanticipated, Clement was silent at first, mulling the news. When he spoke, his voice seemed charged
with more energy than before. "Pardon me for being blunt, Mr. Ashanti, but why should | believe you?
The UN told the world yesterday that Tenon will not be harmed if heis returned to the Numoi. We both
know that isalie. Why should you betdling the truth today?"



"l assureyou that it istrue,” Ashanti replied, unruffled. "My usefulnessisa an end inthisjob if people
cannot trust me. To show my good faith in this matter, | will admit to you that there is considerable doubt
asto whether the Numoi can do what they threaten. However, there is no doubt that news of their threat
will cause consderable unrest, not to say panic, intheworld.”

"And you will betdling theworld, | suppose?'

"Well, certainly itismy duty to inform the various heads of State whose nations might be affected by this.
They must have a chance to take whatever stepsthey fed might be necessary.”

"Including whatever persecution of the Catholic Church they fed might induce meto givein, | suppose.”
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"It would be duplicitous of meto say otherwise, your Holiness. They will do what they can to protect
their people. That istheway of theworld."

"Well, it was thoughtful of you to give usthis news so quickly. It ismuch preferableto finding out from
L'Osser-vatore Romano”

"And may | ask if you intend to act on the informa-tionr

"Not a present, Mr. AshantL We are not yet quite ready to yield our principles.”

Ashanti smiled. "Very well, your Holiness. | am surewe will spesk again.”

Odd, hethought, ashe stared at hislist. Clement's behavior in this Stuation just could not have been
predicted. Was there anew power behind the throne? Was the Pope perhaps becoming a bit senile? No,
thiswas not athrow-back to his childhood, but to—what?—ten, fifteen years ago.

Not too many men have ended civil wars sngle-handedly. They're not easy to end in any manne,
Ashanti knew from experience. But Archbishop Herbert had doneit, and dl his actions since then had to
be interpreted with that hi mind. Of course it hadn't been abig civil war—afew hundred discontented
blackstrying to tir the dumbering masses againgt agovernment dowly sinking under the weight of its
own ineptitude. But the blacks were smart and desperate and well-armed (by the IRA, still involvedina
struggle that not even God could end, it seemed), and their opposition was weary, tentative, afraid.
Before a coherent policy bad been formed, scores had been killed and the blacks had control of a
ten-block area of East London. And, more important, they possessed an atom bomb.

The sege that developed had parayzed the nation and dmost destroyed it AH attempts at negotiation
had been fruitless, until one morning Archbishop Herbert walked into the blacks territory and offered
himsdlf in exchange for apeaceful settlement. The offer was spurned, but somehow, through hours of
discussions with Kuntasha, the black |eader, agreements were reached, concessions were made. By the
end of the day a set of proposals had been
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sent to the Prime Minister; by the end of the week the war was over.

These matters are never very tidy. Afterward, there were questions and recriminations on both sides. The
Prime Minister's party was defeated in the next generd eection, adisaffected West Indian tried to
assass nate Kuntasha. But the creaky mechanism of civilized discourse had started up again, and Herbert
aonewasresponsible for that. Ashanti recalled someone asking the Archbishop on television how he had
doneit. Il a ease, embarrassed, he had smply shrugged and said, “The Holy Spirit was with me.”

Wi, perhaps. Certainly there had been little evidence of greet diplomatic skill Snce then. Ashanti himself
had bested the Pope on one or two minor mattersin the four years of hisreign. But it would be
dangerous to underestimate aman like Clement. Obvioudy he was the kind who rose to occasions when
one least expected it. And this, evidently, was an occason to which he wasrising.

A foolish, irritating action. Ashanti's most basic ingtinct was to compromise, to placate, to pacify. And
now Clement wasforcing him to increase tensons, to anger people, to provoke bitterness. God save him
from fanatics.

He picked up the phone and put through acdl to the White House. President GJoson would not be very
pleased. No one would be very pleased.

18



Harry Stokes wastired and grouchy. More grouchy than tired: he didn't like being chewed out, especialy
when he hadn't done anything wrong. McMurtry was getting heat from the big shots back in New Y ork,
and was Ssmply passing it dong. Okay, no hard feelings, but you couldn't expect a person to be exactly
jumping for joy over it.

Stokes had spent the previous evening tracking down cabdrivers, limo drivers, bus drivers, anyone who
might have picked up passengers from United Flight 407 out of New Y ork City. No one could
remember abig Italian and a short something-or-other. Then he had checked the guest registers at afew
grungy motels off the Strip. No way he'd get the Sands or the Riviera. Up at the crack of dawn, and
McMurtry hasthe bright idea: if we can't find those two, let'strack down the rest of the passengers. See
if they have anything to add.

So Stokes was trudging from hotel to hotel with apassenger list in hand, having absolutely no luck at that
ether, and every time he caled in McMurtry was getting nastier. Talk about your glamorous jobs.

At hisfifth stop he got lucky. It was a second-rate place downtown, with anosy desk clerk and faded
carpeting. Sure enough, there was Mr. Arthur Hanson of Scarsdae, row 14, seat 9. With an asterisk
next to hisname on thelist. Bernardi had been assigned seets 7 and 8. Well, dl right.

Stokes zipped up to the seventh floor and knocked on Mr. Hanson'sdoor. And again, loudly.. Finaly
there was a shuffling of feet and a suspicious eye at the pegphole. "Who'st?"
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Stokesheld up hisID. "I'd just like to ask afew questions, if you don't mind, gr. It won't takelong." "I
haven't done nothin'."

"Yes, gr. Thisinvestigation has nothing to do with you persondly.”

"Wdl, okay."

The bolt did and the door opened to reved arumpled-looking man in aterry-cloth robe. Stokes noticed
an empty bottle of Canadian Club sticking out of awastebasket,

"Had alittle party herelast night,” Mr. Hanson explained.

"Yes, gr. I'd liketo talk to you about your plane ride from New Y ork."

"Oh, uh, okay. Good flight. | forget the movie."

*That'sdl right. I'd like to know if you can remember anything,about the people who sat next to you.”
Hanson ran hisfingersthrough histhinning hair and scrunched his face up to show how hard he was
trying. "Next to me.... um ... okay. Nice couple. Itdian, | think. First time they'd taken aplane. That was
kindaodd."

Stokes shook his head. "Perhaps on the other side of you."

"Other sde?' Hanson asked, thinking even harder. "I don't ... | mean, | had awindow seat. There wasn't
another sde.”

Stokes digested this. "Perhaps you had better describe this Italian couple.”

"Weéll, the guy was, you know, middle-aged, regular height, kind of Italian-looking. The woman was, |
don't know, shorter. Italian-looking too. | think."

Stokes produced apicture. "Is this the man?'

Hanson studied the photo. "Well, the guy wasn't apriest, you know."

"Theface, though.”

"Ohwadll, | don't know. | don't think so. Could be."

Stokes sighed. "This couple sat next to you for the whole trip? No changing of seats?!

"No, | don't think so. | mean, it was acouple of days ago, you know?"
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Stokes nodded. "Thank you, Mr. Hanson. Will you be staying at this hotel for the next few days?"

"Yup. I'm on vacation. I'd be stayin’ in a better place, you know, but—"

"Yes, gr." Stokes departed quickly, not eager to hear anything about the guy'slife.

Back in hiscar, Stokesimmediately caled in and got hold of McMurtry. He reported what Hanson had



told him.

"That'sredly odd," McMurtry said. "We got a poditive ID from atravel agent hi New Y ork, Bernardi
bought the tickets."

"Well, Bernardi had no way of knowing when wed be onto him," Stokes pointed out. *Maybe he figured
he'd better get himsdlf and the dien into disguises as soon as poss-We."

"All right, but where doesthat leave us? Weve dready checked the hotdl registersfor Bernardi's
handwriting."

"That'strue. But | wonder how carefully we checked for couples. And let'sfaceit, it's not that hard to
dter your handwriting enough to fool an amateur.”

"So what do we do? Track down al the couples who registered the day before yesterday?'

"How about al the Itadian couples? If thisguy isas smart as he seems, he wouldn't want to draw attention
to himsdlf by putting down OToole or something as his name when he looks like he just landed from
Naples."

"Good point, and aso the ones who didn't have advance reservations, since Bernardi couldn't very well
have planned thisthing very far ahead of time. Why don't you take Territory One, as we diagrammed it
yesterday. |1l coordinate the rest Maybe we're getting somewhere, eh, Harry?”'

"Notelling." At least he wasn't getting chewed out.

He spent the next couple of hours working hisway aong the Strip, rechecking registers. TherewasaMr.
and Mrs. Vitdlo from New Rochelle at the Sahara, but they turned out to be bright-eyed newlyweds.
Anthony and Florence Giandlli, at Caesar's Palace, were nowhere to be found, but a bellhop
remembered them asbeing in their late Sxties and tiny.
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At the Holiday Inn acouplefit the bill: Peter and Cynthia Cerullo, New Y ork City. Reservations made
the day they arrived. The handwriting on the registration card was doppy, childish; it could have been
disguised. Stokes thought it prudent to cal in first Then he went up to the Cemllos room. No answer.
Stokes pondered for amoment, and decided it was worth hiswhile to find the manager. Ten minutes
later he was inside the room, while the nervous manager stood by, fussing and fretting over thishighly
irregular procedure. "Y ou don't have a search warrant,” he said, having alegdigtic turn of mind. "If you
arest themiit'll never stand up in court”

That was none of the manager's business, so Stokes didn't tell him they were only interested in capturing,
which waswhat McMurtry said was the word from on high. Instead he quickly examined the bureau, the
closet, ‘foe suitcases, the bathroom.

Hisrapid search led to one obvious conclusion: if Bernardi had disguised the dien asawoman, he had
sure gone whole hog. Panty hose, bras, dips, perfume, cream rinse, nail polish, disposable douche: it
certainly looked like awoman was staying in this room. The disposable douche was what redlly got to
Stokes. That seemed to be carrying verismilitude a bit too far. He made a note to check back later, in
case nothing else broke. "That oughtado it,” he said to the manager, and turned to go.

A man and awoman were standing hi the doorway. "Whet the hell are you guys doing in our room?" the
man demanded.

Hisvoice was tinged with fear, though, and Stokes smoothly took command of the Situation. He held his
identification out to them and said in areassuring tone: "My nameis Henry Stokes, specia agent for the
Federa Bureau of Investigation, and thisisyour hotel manager, Mr., uh, Simpson. I'm sorry we had to
enter these premises without your permission, but I'm in the middle of a case that bas great importance
for national security and you fit acertain basic description of people we would like to question. | hope
you will excusetheintrusion.” Stokes was about to take his |leave when something about
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the coupl€'s attitude made him pause. It was the wife, actudly, a short sharp-looking woman with teased
blond hair. She should have been looking a me, Stokes thought. I'm the intruder. Instead she was
looking at her husband, adisgusted, aggrieved expresson on her face. Why was she mad at her



husband?

"Y ou and your friends," she muttered under her bregth.

Noted. "Were you people by any chance on United Flight 407 out of New Y ork City the day before
yesterday?'

Mr. Cerullo looked distinctly uncomfortable. He was middle-aged and overweight. There were beads of
sweat on hisforehead. "What if we were?' he asked with halfhearted belligerence.

"Would you be acquainted with apriest by the name of Albert Bernardi?"

"Oh, for God's sake, let's stop all thisnonsense,” Mrs. Cerullo said. She walked into the room and sat
down on the bed. "We didn't do anything wrong. There's nothing you can arrest usfor.”

"Perhaps you'd better tell me exactly what you've done, Mrs. Cerullo.”

"It'shim," shereplied, gesturing contemptuoudy at her husband. "He getsacal from thisold friend. 'Hey
Pete, you've never been anywhere. Why don't you take afew days off, you and the wife go anywhere
you want and I'll buy the plane tickets? So what if the guy's a priest? There's gotta be a catch, right?
Don'tdoit, I tel him, you'll just get mixed up in something. But no. Pete here hasto drop everything and
goto Las Vegas s0 he could lose money at blackjack."

"l didn't see you stayin' a home," Mr. Cerullo remarked from the doorway.

"And before you know it," she went on, ignoring him, “this priest is on the front page of every paper inthe
country, and the FBI's after Petey here because Bernardi's nameis on the tickets. Some friend.”

"Don't you knock Bernardi,” Cerullo said hotly, advancing toward hiswife. "I've known him ahdll of alot
longer than I've known you, and he's done ahdll of alot morefor me. And just to set the record straight,
he told me exactly
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why he wanted meto take thistrip, and | was happy to help him out. I didn't bother telling you because
then you wouldn't have come, you'd have blabbed to the police like you blabbed just now."

"Wadl thisisdl very interesting,”" Stokes said, cutting off what he was sure would have been asavage
retort from Mrs. Cerullo. "However, my job isto find Bernardi. Would either of you happen to know
whereheis?'

The husband and wife glared at each other. "I'd tell you if | knew," the wife said.

"Evenif | knew | wouldn't tell you,” the husband said.

Stokes sighed. "Maybe you'd both better come with me." He'd bring them down to the office and make it
all formal, but he doubted that there was more to be gleaned from these two.

He wondered how McMurtry would react. They'd cracked their part of the case, but it hadn't exactly
given the big shots what they wanted. He didn't redly envy those big shots; thisguy Bernardi was
not'going to just turn up on their doorstep.

That wastheir problem, though.

19

They al stood when Clement entered, even the ones crippled with age and arthritis, even the oneswho
despised him. Such was the respect for his office, if not for the man who held it. He motioned for
everyoneto St and moved to the head of thetable. "I understand that you are al informed of the events
up through yesterday,” he said in Latin. No one voiced any disagreement. "Good. Perhaps Cardina
Fontandli will bring you up to date on the latest developments. Carlo?’

Fontanelli stubbed out his cigarette and shifted afew papers. When he began to speek, it wasin araspy
monotone; his eyes remained focused on the papers. "The Nu-moi are threatening to blow up major
cities of theworld unless Tenon isreturned to them. More precisdly, they are threatening to threaten this
in—wdll, now it would be two days. The Secretary-Generd of the United Nationsinformed his Holiness
of thislast night. His Holiness refused to order Father Bernardi to release Tenon. Mr. Ashanti then
informed some heads of state. It's not certain how many.

"At rune o'clock last night, Washington time, Cardinal O'Dwyer, our Papa Legate to the United States,
was summoned to the White House. He was handed a note, which he promptly transmitted to us. The
gist of itisthat, if Tenon isnot produced by noon today, Washington time, President Gibson will hold a



press conference hi which he will make public the dlien threat and will specificaly place the blamefor all
consequences of this on the shoulders of hisHoliness. Cardinad O'Dwyer's comments accompanied the
note. He said that if his Holiness had been present last night President Gibson would gladly have
grangled him.
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He aso mentionsthat if the press conferenceis held he expectsalot of broken stained-glass windows by
nightfal. Cardind O'Dwyer is, of course, known for hisbluntness.”

Fontandlli lit another cigarette. No one spoke. He continued. "We received a cable this morning from
Premier Chang of the Peoplée's Republic of China, informing usthat as of tomorrow al church personne
will be expelled from that country. Unless Tenon isreturned.

"Prime Minigter Delon of Canadainforms usthat he will beintroducing abill hi Parliament to removethe
Church'stax-exempt status. Secretary Gruschenko of the Soviet Union intends to declare Catholics
enemies of the state, with appropriate pendties attached. There are severa other such messages. | will
not bore you with them.”

Again there was slence, broken thistime by Clement, "Thank you, Carlo. My beloved friends and
advisers, | seek your guidance.”

The dozen or so men around the table shifted, stared at then- hands, sipped their water. "Isit not true
that the UN says Tenon will not be harmed if heisreturned?' Cardinal LaCroix asked from the far end of
thetable.

Clement inclined hishead. "That istrue, they have said that. Y ou perhaps have not seen the videotape of
Angela Summers, Jean? The Chitlanians present abasic threat to the Numoai's civilization, smilar to that
which Chritianity posed to ancient Rome. The Numoi cannot afford to show Chitlanians mercy. Tenon's
fear appeared to Angela Summersto be real and deep and well-founded. The UN islying. What other
choice do they have?'

"It ssemswe should look to our own choices,** Cardina Capdlli intoned, shifting his massive bulk
dightly so asto face Clement. It was the generd opinion that, if Capelli had not had thetaint of the Curia
upon him, he would have been dected Pope instead of Clement. "I for one cannot understand at al why
we have not aready handed that creature back to whoever ownsit."

"Isthere not aquestion of mordity involved?' Clement asked mildly.

"Bah. If onelooks hard enough there isa question of morality under every rock. The Vatican owns stock
in many companies. Must we spend our days and nights study-

130

FORBIDDEN SXNCTUARY

ing the morality of every transaction these companies undertake? If we did we would have preciouslittle
timeleft for running the Church.”

"Y es, but this question rather appears to have been dropped in our laps," Cardina Nobuta observed,
amiling ingratiatingly in case anyone took offense at his comment.

"Itisonly aproblem because we have turned it into one," Capelli replied dismissively. "Why could we not
just have rendered unto Caesar and stayed out of a messthat could do no one any good?”

"Except, perhaps, Tenon," Cardina LaCroix remarked.

"And whoisthis Tenon?' Capelli asked, hisvoicerisng so that it dominated the room. "Have our

theol ogians determined that these diens have souls, so that we should worry about what happensto
them?If this creature does have a soul—and | am willing to grant it—why is his safety worth more than
the well-being of the one true Church founded by Jesus Christ? Oneis not morally required to endanger
one'sown lifeto save another's. | think that principle could be applied here."

"But in our case we are talking about stained-glass windows, not lives, are we not?" inquired Nobuta, il
amiling.

"Speak to me after theriots start, your Eminence," Capdlli countered.

"Now let usbe cam, Giovanni," Cardind Erhard said. "We are here to advise, not vent our anger.”



"Then hereismy advice, Klaus: to save face, publicly ask Ashanti for further clarification about Tenon's
safety. Ashanti will clarify. Restate the Church's views on relaions with the aliens, declare that we are
satisfied Tenon will befairly treated, and hand him over to the UN."

"Sounds like somebody's sol ution for the American involvement in the Vietnam War," Cardina Bolger
commented. "Declare that we've won and pull out.”

"What is our dternative?’

Bolger shrugged. "Perhaps," he offered, "it would not be so bad for the Church, to go through an
experience like this. Strength through adversity, you know."

"You may beright,” Erhard replied. ""Perhaps we will be admired for the purity of our purpose. But that
al depends on bow our action is perceived: as an example of heroic
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mora courage, or as an ingtance of pitifully misplaced priorities. To my way of thinking it would bea
great ded of both. If such an ambivalent reaction iswidespreed, | doubt that the Church will thrive asa
result.”

"Oh, I'm not speaking of growth. I'm spesking of purification.”

"Purification,” Capelli snorted. "The eternd hope: that a good dose of persecution will solve al our
problems. If only Diocletian were emperor again, we would dl be saints™

"At least we wouldn't be worried about the growth rate of our investment portfolio,” Nobuta remarked,
hissmilewideninginto agrin.

Capdli was about to reply, but Clement's raised hand forestalled him. "Thank you, Eminences. There
appear to be two courses of action suggested: the present one, and that of our esteemed colleague
Cardina Capdlli. It would be useful for usto see how many favor each. If no one has any objections,
would those of you who support the present policy please raise your hands?'

Three tentative hands. Clement |ooked around the table. Y ou may vote too, if you wish, Anthony," he
said to Col-lingwood, who was busy taking notesin the far corner.

Collingwood looked up at Clement "Y es, your Holiness," he responded. He did not move.

Clement waited until it was clear there was no misunderstanding. " And those who favor Cardind
Capeli'sposition?' he whispered findly.

Ten hands. Including Collingwood's.

Clement gppraised the faces of those arrayed againgt him, and abruptly stood up. "Thank you al," he said
quickly. "We sha! pray on this matter now." He rose and strode hurriedly out of the room.

After abrief moment of silence the meeting broke up, the cardinals departing in twos and threesto gossip
and speculate. Callingwood remained seated, Staring at his notes. Fontandli came up to him on the way
out. "That certainly was asurprisng moment,” he remarked.

"Circumstances change, your Eminence," ColJingwood said, not looking up. " The wise man changeswith
them.”

"Indeed. Y ou are well on your way to wisdom, then. Of
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course he won't go along with us. He's committed himself. It would be apity if you werefinaly to achieve
wisdom, and find yourself out of ajob inwhich to exerciseit,”

"Perhaps part of wisdom is knowing when that doesn't matter.”

"Indeed. Good luck, Monsignor.”

AThank you, your Eminence.”

20

A lesser woman would have become discouraged by now, and when Madeleine West stopped to think
about it (which was not often), she did have to admit to an occasond moment of uncertainty. The Las
Vegas fiasco hadn't helped, of course, nor had the rather snappish conversation with Fitzgerald that
morning. All the leads were petering out, the legwork was uncovering nothing, the phoned-in tipswere al
from crackpots. . . and now the Numoi were threatening to blow the world up, so the President said.
That didn't do anything to lessen the pressure on her.



The best approach, of course, was not to think about such matters. Just do your job, and save the
worrying for later. And perhaps eventudly the phonewill ring. . . .

"Mrs. Bernardi online7."

"Thank you, Sheila." Shetook adeep breath, and picked up the receiver. "Madeleine West here."
"Have you found Albert yet?' the woman asked. She sounded afraid.

"No, maam."

"No, | guess he'stoo smart for you. You'd never find him, unless. . ."

"Yes, Mrs. Bernard! ?'

"Come see me, would you? Alone."

"Il beright over."

Shewastherein twenty minutes. Mrs. Bernardi was wearing a blue print dress that was too young for
her. Her makeup could not concea her red-rimmed eyes. Do you understand this blowing up cities?"
she asked as soon as West had sat down.

"l understand that thisis very serious business.”
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"But will they actudly do it? The President seemed to think maybe it was a bluff."

"You redly know as much about it as| do, Mrs. Ber-nardi. The point President Gibson was making, |
guess, isthat we can't just assumeit'sabluff, evenif itis”

"Yes, | suppose. It's o frightening. Why did it have to cometo this?'

West just shook her head in sympathy.

"And the Pope," Mrs. Bernardi went on. "Y ou'd think he—oh, | don't know. There are lives at stake.
Humen lives"

"Your son'slife,” West noted.

"Yes. And not the Pope's." There was bitternessin her voice. She stared off into the distance—at some
favorite photograph of her son, West imagined. Her knuckles showed white on the arms of her wing
chair.

Now, West thought. "We are prepared to offer clemency to your sonif you hep usfind him," West said.
"Hewill not be charged with any offense he may have committed in this episode.”

Mrs. Bernardi brightened, then looked dubious. "How do | know you have that authority?"

West shrugged and removed her phone from her pocket She didled anumber and turned up the volume
of thereceiver.

"Good afternoon, FBI."

"Good afternoon. Mr. Fitzgerald's office, please.”

A pause. "Director's office."

"Héllo, thisisMadeleine West. | would like to speak to Mr. Fitzgerald, please. It isamatter of extreme
importance.”

"One moment, Ms. West"

Another pause. "Madeleine, what's up?'

"Mr. Fitzgerdd, I'm with Albert Beraardi's mother in her gpartment. | have just been assuring her that the
government will take no action againgt Father Bernardi should he be found as aresult of information
supplied by her. Can you confirm that thiswill be our policy?"

"| certainly can. IsMrs. Bernardi listening?”

"Yesdr, yes| am," Mrs. Bernardi replied.

"Good. Mrs. Bernard!, | am the Director of the Federa
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Bureau of Investigation. | want to assure you that we have no interest in prosecuting your son for anything
he may have done. We just want to hand this aien over to his people and get the world back to normal
again. You know, I'm astaunch Catholic, and like alot of CatholicsI've been disappointed with the



Pope's attitude in dl of this. I've got to admire your son, and | respect his sense of obedienceto the
Pope, but you have to admit that things have gotten out of hand.”

"Y es, you'reright, they have.

"Well, isthere any other assurance | can give you?"

"No, uh, it was very good of you to talk with us, sir.”

"Well, great. | hope you make the right decision. Madeleine, you keep in touch. Y ou're doing afinejob.”
West put away her phone.

Mrs. Bernardi looked solemn and impressed, but still unhappy. "Why did this ever have to happen?’ she
whispered.

West reached out and covered Mrs. Bernardi's hand with her own. "I know it's hard," she said.

Mrs. Bernardi looked down at the floor. "He called me when he got into town the other day. Said he
didn't want meto be worried, but people might be looking for him. | didn't know what he meant, of
course, but | asked him where he would be. Hewas a bit reluctant at first, but finally hetold me."
Shetook adeep bresth. "He had agirl friend in high school. Her name's Jenny Salieri. She has aplace
somewhere out on Long Idand. She'san artist. He said he'd be staying there. It's a cottage. | was alittle
shocked, you know, but he said it would be dl right, shewasn't using it. | don't know. Thingsare so
confusing. | don't know what—"

"Do you happen to have the address, Mrs. Bernardi?"

She shook her head, and as she did the tears came pouring out. "Hell never forgive me," she sobbed.
"Of course hewill," West said. "Don't worry about athing,” she added as she headed for the door.
"Sdieri?' Dewey said. "Hold on. Yeah. Hereit is. Jennifer Sdieri. Wetdked to her. Has aManhattan
address
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listed. Must be asummer cottage. She said she corresponded a hit with Bernard! since he went into the
Jesvits, but hasn't seen him in ten years. Nothing suspicious. She'safashionable artist, it says here. Into
holography and that sort of thing. Don't understand any of it myself.”

"Get the address of the cottage," West said. "And make sure Mrs. Bernardi's apartment is covered.”

It took them fifteen minutesto track the address down, and West was on her way, with two carloads of
agentsfollowing. They got explicit directions over the phone from the local police, and within the hour
they were around the corner from the cottage.

"Surround it,” West ordered. "Stay out of aght. I'll goin.”

It was twilight as they advanced toward the cottage. The neighborhood was poshly rurd. Bernard! has
rich friends, West thought. They could hear the roar of the ocean, but it was just out of sight beyond the
dunes. The evening was clear and cold.

There was alight on in the cottage. Excellent. The agents fanned out expertly. West looked around. No
car. No way of escaping. She walked up to the door and knocked.

No answer. She stood and listened. No sounds. She tried the knob. The door was open. She entered.
Fancy, she thought. Dark-stained wood and expensive orientals. A large picture window looking out on
the ocean. Strange, free-standing art objects, al curves and colors. For once she agreed with Dewey:
she couldn't make sense out of any of that stuff, either. She closed the door behind her.

A quick search showed that the place was empty, but that someone had been there quite recently. The
ashesin thefireplace were till giving off heat; adirty frying pan in the snk was hdf filled benesth a
dripping faucet.

There was no trace of men's clothing in the closet, though; nothing to suggest it was her prey who had
lived here. Had Mrs. Bernard! lied to her? Not likely. Had she changed her mind and called her sonto
let him know they were on their way? But the phone was tapped: if her agents had fouled up.. ...

Her telecom buzzed urgently. She switched it on. "West"

"Someone's walking up the beach. Looks like he's heading for the house.”



"Keep your postions. Let him enter.”

She stood by the fireplace, out of sight of the back door. After afew moments she heard the familiar
sequence of sounds: feet on steps, key being inserted, creak of door opening, bang of it shutting. The
light went on in the kitchen, and adark figure moved back and forth. There was the sound of running
water. Doing the dishes. West moved forward.

Shetook out her identification and her revolver. She walked into the kitchen. "FBI. Don't move, please.”
Thefiguredidnt move.

"Turn around.”

Thefigureturned. It was awoman. Shewas smiling. "May | at least put the frying pan down?' she
inquired.

West nodded. Shefelt depressed and frustrated. " Jennifer Salieri?”

"Yes, of course. And who are you?"

Shefet something more than frustration. Envy. Y es, supid envy. Jenny Sdieri must have
been—what?—close to forty, but shewas still darkly beautiful. And elegant, even in the casual dacks
and swesater. West thought of the diet she had long ago given up on, the clothes she didn't have the time
to coordinate. Damn, this case was redlly getting on her nerves. "My nameis Madeleine West. We
received information that people we are looking for might bein thishouse.”

"Al Bernard! and friend, right? Let'sSt down, shall we? Can | get you adrink?’

Fedling foolish, West lowered the revolver, but ignored the pleasantries. "Would you tell me what you
know about this matter?’

"Wadll, asyou can see, they're not here. And | honestly have no ideawhere they are.”

"But you know more than you told the agent who spoke to you earlier.”

Sdlieri leaned back againgt the sink. "Oh, | suppose | should be brutaly frank, although it won't get you

a“y_
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where. Al caled me afew days ago—just before this business broke in the papers—and asked for a
favor. Well, | could never refuse Al anything, athough he refused me often enough. It was redlly nothing.
He said that people were going to be looking for him, and there was agood chance they would think he
was at this cottage. Did | mind, was dl he wanted to know. Well, of course not | invited him to usethe
placeif he wanted to, but he said no, he had other plans.”

"He didn't mention what those planswere, did he?’

She smiled and shook her head. "I'm afraid not. And if he had I'm sure it would have been aliethat'd
take you another day or two to unravel. Hell end up conf using you so much that when you actualy do
find him you won't be sureit'sfor real. HeE'sjust about the cleverest man | know. What awaste. Areyou
sure you won't have that drink?"

West pondered the information. She could be lying. They could actudly have been here and shewas
covering for them. It wouldn't hurt to run acheck on the area. They wouldn't turn up, though. West knew
in her bones that the woman wastelling the truth. And that bastard had lied to his mother. West was
getting aheadache. "I'm sorry. | don't have the tune. If you think of anything that might help us, please
giveusacdl. Were not interested hi Ber-nardi. We just want the dien back."

Thewoman shrugged. "Sure. If you find Al—which | doubt—say hi from me, will you?"

West nodded. Now she was carrying messages to him. Outside, in the darkness, awave of anger swept
over her— at him, at the woman, but mostly at herself, for fedling that stab of envy, for letting the case
affect her emotions.

It occurred to her that she had little reason to envy Jenny Sdlieri, who had obvioudy spent her lifelonging
for aman who preferred to be cdibate. That must be a pretty tough thing to live with.

Enough. She gave her orders and headed home.

21

Clement sat hi his office reading Cardinal Newman. He had made afew calls, but they had been



depressing; he had tried to do some mundane paperwork, but had been unable to concentrate. Now it
was evening, his back was aching, al deadlines had passed, and he was aone.

At the best of times bisjob was|ondly; at theworst it was asif heinhabited his own planet, and hisonly
human contacts were the flickering shadows of a TV screen, portraying an existence so far removed from
hisown that it could hardly be considered redl. | did not ask to live on this planet, he thought (not for the
first time), but that was self-pity. When Pusateri had hobbled up to him after the balloting in the Conclave
and put the question to him, he had whispered " Accepto”—and he had known what he was accepting.
He had chosen* and thiswasthe fruit of his choice.

There was aknock on the door. Clement smiled. Hisisolation, after al, was menta and emotiond; hardly
physcd. "Yes?' hemurmured.

It was CoUingwood. He had been expecting him, really. There was something to be worked out
between them. "Comein, Anthony."

Collingwood walked across the room and sat down in silence. He didn't know where to start, clearly.
How often had he been at alossfor wordsin hislife? In away Clement pitied him. It was an awkward
position for an ambitious man like himto bein. Still, it wasal his own doing, and Clement had more
important things to worry aboLt.

The problem was, Clement redlized, that he didn't much like CoUingwood. The man was brilliant; he had
made himsdlf indispensable, redly; hewas, for dl Clement could tell,
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agood man, agood priest; his motives always seemed to be worthy, his positions were always Christian.
And yet he seemed cold and manipulative; one could not laugh with him, for example. Hislaughter had to
have a point, had to accomplish something. He lacked the fire of the Holy Spirit He made Clement
uncomfortable.

Such reactions were not sinful perhaps, but they were certainly not laudable. If Collingwood caught any
hint of them, it was not from lack of effort on Clement's part to suppress them. Anthony was achild of
God, one of hisflock. Also, Clement needed him (just as he needed Clement) . All other considerations
were superfluous.

"Y ou look worried, Anthony."

"I've been watching the news," Collingwood replied pointedly.

"Yes. Riotsin Mexico City. Nuns attacked in Bangkok. A stony silence from the Vatican.”

"Matterswill only get worseif the silence continues.™

"The Church has suffered before. It has sometimes done her good.”

"Surdly it suffered to more purpose than this"

"Y ou seemed to fedl before that thiswas rather important.” Clement raised his hand to stop
Collingwood'sreply. "No, let me seeif | can say it for you. Circumstances have changed. What may
have deserved our support before no longer outweighs other considerations. The stakes have been
raised. Our bluff has been called. Isthat about right?

"I didn't know your Holiness was acquainted with gambling terminology.”

Clement smiled. "'l am perhgps acquainted with more than you give me credit for, Anthony."

"W, your analysisis correct, of course. | smply don't see why you won't accept it. Cardina CapelJi is
obnoxious—I suppose I'm obnoxious—but that shouldn't obscure the truth of what we say."

"Y ou are owed an explanation, | suppose,” Clement responded. "1 doubt that any | give will satisfy you,
though. | seethis, purely and smply, asamord issue. Ultimately political concerns—and al other
concerns—must yield to mordity. | am willing to accept the burden of these other concerns.”

*'But the creature isn't human! It will take the theol ogians years to sort out the moral issuesinvolved.
Why risk so much on an unproved case?'

"Tomeitisnot unproved. Let the theologians ponder aslong asthey warnt. | fedl the obligation.”



Collingwood sighed. He half rose from his chair, then dumped back down in it He looked decidedly
uncomfortable.

"l giveyou permission to say whatever you want,** Clement said mildly. "1 will not take offenseat it. |
will not let it affect your anding with me."

"Thank you, Holiness" Collingwood whispered. He stared at Clement intently for amoment, then got up
and began to pace the room. He stopped in front of the window, turned, and spoke. "What | fear," he
sad, "isthat you perceive this asthe Race War al over again. That you findly fed you have found an
iSsue you can summon up your courage and fight for. That apersona crissisobscuring the redity of the
Stuation for you. That you're out to prove something at the expense of the Church.”

Clement nodded. "Y our fears are not unreasonable. Fm only aman. My motivations cannot be entirely
pure. But look at it thisway, Anthony: would | do right by my conscienceif | wereto ignoreits
promptings, out of fear that my actions would be interpreted as you have interpreted them? | cannot
gpend my lifeexamining my motivations. Ultimately | must act.”

"All right, but you arent acting! Y ou are letting events carry you. Y ou've got to seethat thisiswrong. The
grandeur of your role hi the Race War wasthat, while everyone e se sat around and worried, you did
something. Sitting in the Apostolic Paace and reading Newman is not the leadership you should be
providing the Church.”

Clement sghed. Now Callingwood was hitting home. Surely there should be something more—but
what? When r the world will not listen—when even the people who have taken vows of obedienceto
you are muttering mutinoudy. He felt utterly powerless, swept along by the flood of events, waiting for
theinevitable. But there was no inevitable, of course. There was free will, and that meant he had some
control.
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The control could beinfinitesmal, certainly. Still, he hadn't really expected to have any effect on
Kuntasha. He had been shaving one morning, and the radio had been on, intoning evacuation plansand
continued stalemates, and he had suddenly noticed the deep age lines on hisface, the yellowed fingernails
around therazor, and it was asif he had truly looked at himsdlf for the first time in adecade. And the
decade had not been kind to him. The thought of death lodged in hismind like apebblein his shoe,
digging into him at every step. But alifetime of prayer and meditation had prepared him to accept the
ideaof deeth, so dmost immediately he thought: yes, | am going to die. What will | do with my life? And
at that ingtant he was prepared to walk past the rifles and offer what was left of himsdlf for peace. If he
were regjected, things would not be any worse. If he were killed—well, it was not an ignominiousway to
die. If hesucceeded. . .

Well, he had succeeded. And here he sat. Older, but hardly wiser, seeking to recapture something he
wasn't sure he ever really had. He looked at hisfingernails. Still yellow. Nothing had really changed.

And the answer cameto him. "Y ou areright, Anthony. Thisisno timefor Stting. Get me Ashanti on the
phone. | want to talk to the dien leader.”

ColUngwood stared a him, clearly struggling to make sense of this. ™Y ou want to go to their ship?' he
asked.

"I can hardly invite him to come here, can 17?7

Collingwood found himsdf walking south from the Vatican, through Trastevere. The Sreets were narrow
and cob-blestoned, without sidewalks. They twisted and curved and doubled back on themselves; he
was quickly lost in them, and more than once had to jump out of the way of taxisthat were just aslost as
he was. No matter.

He had never been in this section of Rome before. Therewas redly no reason for him to come here. The
Tragtevi-rini, he had heard, claimed to be the most Roman of the Romans. Y our family had to havelived
here for generations before you were accepted by them. He was an outsider. Always had been—evenin
college, in America. Even at the seat of power—he was aforeigner, a schemer,
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treated with mistrust and fear, making hisway aone, friendless.

He passed the warm glow of atavern. Insgde they were shouting out some bawdy song, laughing and
clinking glasses. Heraised the collar of his coat; he wouldn't have minded getting drunk, but how could
he manage it? It would have to be done, in hisroom in the Apostolic Pdlace—aludicrous thought. He
walked on.

Clement wanted to meet with Zanla. Ashanti wastrying to arrange it now. They could be on their way as
soon as tomorrow. Headlines around the planet. Hopesraised in billions of breasts. Clement had done it
before, after alL ...

No matter what Clement said about moral obligations, it was clear to Collingwood now that the man was
samply out to replicate the greet triumph of hislife. Perhgpsit was unconscious,; perhaps he had redlly
convinced himslf that he was somehow saving the Church. It redly didn't matter. What mattered was
that he was going through with it, and Collingwood was powerlessto stop him.

What mattered was that Clement hadn't the skill to carry out the mission successfully. There might be
some way of presenting his position, some points of compromise that could be worked out, but Clement
just wasn't the man for the job. He would be rebuffed, and the riots would continue, and they would be
one day closer to total chaos.

Damn Bernardi. Why had he ever listened to the man? Why had he alowed himself to be seduced from
the principles of caution and prudence that had gotten him where he was? The idea had been stupid from
the beginning—to expect to produce some kind of grest reviva of reigion out of this business. If they had
gone about it dowly, diplomatically, the impact would not have been as powerful, but at least they might
have gotten closer to the truth. Asit was, he wasimplicated in what appeared to be the beginning of
interplanetary war.

Collingwood had reached the Tiber. A progtitute brushed up againgt him and muttered something in
Italian. She had orange hair, and her breath smelled of garlic. He pushed past her, feeling suddenly
nausegted.

He stood on the bridge but couldn't bring himsdlf to
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crossto the east bank. He was not a Roman. There was nothing for him there.

Perhaps this was how Tenon fdt, Collingwood thought, standing alonein an dien world. All he had was
his religion—and that, ultimately, was al Collingwood had too. Like Tenon, hewaswilling to go to greet
lengths to keep hisrdigion from being destroyed.

He strode back to the Vatican, sticking closeto the Tiber and main streets. Despite the cold, hispalms
were wet Once hewasin hisroom he took a pencil and made out alist of names. Then, without a pause,
he cdled thefirst nameonthelist

"Hdlo?'

"Hdlo, isthis Father Jeffries?’

"Yes"

"Ed, thisisMonsgnor Collingwood caling, from the Vatican. Am | interrupting anything?'

"Nothing that can't wait while talk to the Vatican."

"Y es, that onelittle word accomplishes alot in certain circles. Listen, in the Chancery therein New York
you're pretty closeto what goes on in the Archdiocese, aren't you?'

"| liketo think so, certainly.”

"Well, | have arather delicate matter to bring up that might call on your knowledge and your contacts. |
hope | can rely on your discretion.”

"Certainly you can, Monggnor.”

‘Tine. Y ou, uh, you are certainly aware of the Pope's position on thisdien business.”

"Of course.”

"Well, things are alittle more complicated than they might appear on the newscadts. Y ou see, his
Holinessfedsthat the postion heistaking isthe only one that would be publicly acceptable for an
ingtitution like oursto take. We can't say anything else without lowering our moral stature. On the other



hand, heisfully aware of the disastrous consequencesif the present state of affairsisallowed to
continue."

"It'squiteadilemma.”

"Itisindeed. Well, the easiest way out of it would smply befor the dien to be found, without the Pope
havingto
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turn himin. Unfortunately, the authorities seem to be having no luck in tracking him down. So we have
decided, in the gtrictest secrecy, to try to help them. We don't enjoy doing this, but circumstances are
forcdng us"

"l understand perfectly.”

"Wonderful. What we would like you to do isto make discreet inquiries among your acquaintances, to
seeif anyone has any information about where Bernardi and Tenon might be. Since Bernardi isfrom
New Y ork, and his car was found there, it seems possible that heisin the city, and he may well have
sought aid from one of hisclerical friends. Y ou'rein as good a position as anyoneto find out if thistheory
istrue.

"I will certainly do my best, Monsgnor.”

"Great Y ou should not, of course, say anything about this call, or about the Vatican'sinterest in the
matter. Vague hints should be sufficient to make the point,”

"l understand. But could | just ask: why isn't Cardind Rafferty the one to be informed about this? It
would seem—"

"It was felt best to keep this effort confined to lower levels of the hierarchy. Deniahility, that sort of thing.
What would his Eminence do, after aU, except turn the matter over to you?"'

"That'strue, | guess.”

"L et megiveyou my persona phone number. If you learn anything, cal me. Any time. A ot dependson
it'
"Of course. I'll do my best."

After Collingwood had hung up he lay back and stared at the ceiling for awhile. He was soaked with
perspiration, he suddenly redlized. He longed for ashower. It would take more than a shower to cleanse
him now, though. He looked at the second name on the list, and picked up the phone again.

22

Ergentil wasfilling up sheet after sheet with her gruesome message. It was aboring, futile task, snce she
knew it was unlikely Zanlawould attempt to carry out the threat For one thing, she knew it was difficult
to cdibrate the retheo that findly; for another, it would only give them another couple of days before the
next stage of their bluff would have been called If the diensdidn't turn Tenon over within thesethree
days, nothing waslikely to work.

Stll, shedidn't redly mind doing it. It gave her the sense that something was being accomplished, and that
she had apartinit. Sheworked at it steadily, until she noticed Zanlastanding in the doorway, staring a
her. How long had he been there? They seemed incapable of not annoying each other.

"Yes?' sheinquired coldly.

"I have just spoken with Bacquier,” he said. "It seemsthe leader of thisreligion wantsto vist me—I|
supposeto talk usout of our threat"

"How does he expect to do that?**

Zanlagestured hisignorance.

"Did you agreeto meet him?"

"l could see no reason not to. Conceivably | could talk him into giving up Tenon.”

"I'd say neither of you has much chance of success."

Ergentil noted the tone. "What do you havein mind?" she demanded.

"Bacquier told me before that this Pope has no military power. Presumably he will come by himsdlf.
Presumably we could—**



"No," sheinterrupted firmly. "The Laws of Hospitdity
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forbid it If we accept this man as aguest, we must treat him asaguest.”

"That's the schoolbook answer, of course,” Zanla countered. "But we aren't in school. If we capturethis
Pope then surdly hisfollowerswill haveto give up Tenon in exchange for him. Our problem would be
solved.”

"It is deception.”

"What about the threat | made to Bacquier? Wasn't that deception? Y ou approved of that.”

"It was different. We weren't dealing with aguest The Laws of Hospitality—"

"Oh, please don't lecture me. Isn't the law of survival more important?”

"Thereisno such law," Ergentil responded. She was about to elaborate on hislack of regard for his
religion when shefet a sudden, unexpected surge of pity for him. ™Y ou wouldn't have cometo see me
about thisif you were at ease hi your own mind," she noted.

Zanlaglared at her for amoment then dropped his gaze to the floor. "Y ou have written enough,” he said.
"I have been talking to Rothraand the other officers. The crew is not in good shape. We could try for
onecity if necessary. No more."

"And the Pope?’

"Wewill seewhat he hasto say.” Zanlabowed quickly and |eft the room.

Ergentil gazed after him, alittle surprised—at hersdlf, for the sympathy shefdt for him; and at Zanla, for
agreeing with her. so readily. He was not such abad person, perhaps. He had aflaw, that was dl, aflaw
that blinded his perceptions and warped his actions. Did he know she knew? It hardly mattered at this
point. What mattered was that she try to correct the mistakes that flaw might cause.

She looked down at the mass of useless papers, and wondered what the next step would be.

Bernard! glanced at the headlines as he made himself breakfast So the Pope was going to call onthe
Numoi. He approved, he decided as he fried his egg. The status quo wasn't doing anyone any good:
himsdlf, anong others.

For one thing, he had little to do but eat and deep, so he
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was getting fat. For another, he was bored to desth. He ha/1 tried reading, with some vague idea of
getting through Proust, but he was unable to concentrate, so he ended up mostly watching television and
doing crossword puzzles. An outlaw'slifeis not dways an exciting one.

And, of course, the status quo was evidently not too good for the world as awhole, or for the Church.
At least 0 it seemed from reading the newspaper. But he tried not to think much about that asthe
endless hours passed. That was Clement's business, ultimately, and not his own. The Pope was by no
meansinfdliblein matterslikethis, and everyone agreed he wasn't the Church's grestest intellect— but
then again, neither was Bernardi. At a certain point you just have to decide to obey, and to pray.
Bernardi poured himself a cup of coffee, buttered bis toast, and sat down to read the paper more
thoroughly. Thiswasredly the high point of his day—he couldn't deny the pleasure he took in seeing his
namein print: "The clever Jesuit continues to e ude the authorities," "FBI spokesmen express optimism,
but insders say the Bureau has no red leads as to the whereabouts of Tenon and Bernardi." And so on.
Hewondered if they'd cracked his mother yet. Hed have to spend some time with her after dl of this
was over. Shewould need some reassuring. In the meantime.. . .

He heard adtirring in the next room. In the meantime, life was pretty dull. He poured another cup of
coffee and brought it to hisroommeate.

Sabbata was |eft out of the bonding sessions now. There was no one for her to bond with; shewasa
useless gppendage. The rest of the crew had been solicitous at first, but asthey received inklings of the
seriousness of the Stuation she could fed them gtart to avoid her. Wasn't she partly to blame? Would
Tenon haveleft if she had been a better bondmate? She could fed the questionsin their Stares. They



were questions she had asked hersdif.

She wandered through the empty corridors, londly and unhappy and, occasondly, angry. She deserved
better, she thought. She had done her job, practiced -her religion. Why should life turn out thisway for
her? But she could not

FORBIDDEN SANCTUARY

149

sustain her anger. Someone, she was sure, was bound to be able to explain to her just why thingswere
asthey were.

She went to her room—their room—and lay down, not caring if thisviolated regulations. What could
they do to her now? And, lying down, she knew what she wanted to do. She went through the brief
ritua, then thrust her mind out—out past the walls of the Ship, out into the alien world, seeking her mate
wherever he was, needing to know if at least he was dive and happy. She ultimately didn't begrudge him
his decision and the problemsit had caused everyone. She only wanted to know that some good had
comeof it.

She searched, moving through an emptiness greater than any she had experienced, until findly she found
him.

Did hefed it? No, hismind was elsewhere. The rejection wastotal now. But there was something—
She maintained the fragile bond aslong as she could, then let it dip away. Forever. She breathed deeply
and closed her eyes. She would never understand, but she was satisfied.
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The white plane touched down at Logon. It was early evening, and the air was cold. Clement's back
ached; he held both railings as he descended to the tarmac. Blue lights were flashing; the noise was
deafening; scores of people were waiting, al undoubtedly with crucia reasons for being here—just ashe
could not travel with lessthan aplaneful of aides and guards and medica people and journdists and
assorted hangers-on whose functions he had never ascertained.

He sghed with reief when he saw alarge swatch of red approaching. It darified into Cardinal O'Deg,
holding hisarmsout hi greeting. Kiss of ring, and then an embrace: somewhat more than perfunctory;
O'Deahad dways been aloya supporter.

"It'sgood to seeyou, Holiness," O'Deasaid. "Y ou're looking well."

"Welook awful, your Eminence. And we fed worse.”

"It'sbeen quite agtrain, hasn't it?"

"At our age, we should be tending, agarden hi arest home, instead of talking in the first person plurd and
dedling with problemslikethis."

"'Someone must bear the burden.”

"Liketoftry it for awhile?"

"No thanks. I've got my own. Cars are waiting, | understand, if we just follow the security people. We
will heed straight for Greenough.”

"Excdlent.” Clement headed into the termina with O'Dea and proceeded through alabyrinth of corridors.
They chatted amiably about their infirmities, but Clement detected asense of strain in the cardind's small
talk. Was his own tension as noticesble?
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Outside, he caught aglimpse of TV cameras and crowds jammed against police barriers. Then hewas
ingdealimousine flanked by motorcycles, and in afew moments they were speeding avay from the
arport The route was over highway for awhile, then through along tunnel. When they came out of the
tunndl, suddenly they werein the midst of thousands of people pushed up againgt the barricadesin the
narrow city streets. Clement was not surprised. He was used to crowds.

But he was not used to the mood of this one. He saw shaking fists and weeping women and faces twisted
in anger; he read the hand-lettered sgnstelling him to get out of Boston and heard the shouts and curses
abovethewall of thesrens.



Abruptly it was afl behind him and the motorcade was racing dong highway again. He remained shaken,
however. He turned to O'Dea, who was staring uncomfortably over hischinsat hisfolded hands. "'l do
not understand,” he said softly. "'In the past—"

The past isgone, Haliness," O'Deareplied. "Boston isthe nearest large city to the diens. Many people
fed that therefore we will be thefirst to be threatened and attacked. Y ou are the one who can prevent
this, but—"

"But | won't"

O'Dea dhrugged and continued to stare at his hands.

"What do you think, Martin? Y ou talk of your burden. | must be it Do you agree with those people?”
O'Deaglanced over a him, and Clement knew he was deciding whether to be diplomatic and smooth it
over or tdl him thetruth. Honesty won. "1 admire you, but it'samistake.”

Clement sighed. "Y ou think so too.”

O'Deaturned to face Clement. " Seventeen percent fewer communicants last year, twenty-four percent
fewer baptisms. Three more parishes closed, most of the rest with just one priest. Y ou know the story.
It'sthe same here as everywhere. Now the people see the Holy Father abandoning them. Even if the city
ispared, the peoplewill remember. They'll say you cared more for the one dien than you cared for
them.”

"Isthat how you fed ?"
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O'Dedsdark eyes burned into him for amoment, then cooled, softened. "They don't know you. | do.
Therésthe difference.”

"But you gill fed it'samigteke," Clement persisted.

O'Deanodded solemnly. "I think you are risking the destruction of the Church. | don't think it'sworthiit.”
No reply could be made to that He gazed out into the gathering darkness as they sped aong the highway.
The destruction of the Church. Had the man no faith? For two thousand years people had been
predicting its destruction, but God had protected it. Could Geoffrey Herbert of London, England,
accomplish what emperors and plagues and heretics had failed to do?

He thought back to his daysin the London dums. Newly ordained and the whole world to save. Existing
on three hours deep anight and every minute of those three begrudged. What would Father Herbert
have done, he wondered, if in 1957 he had been given this problem to solve? He had been afirm
believer in mora courage, of course. But he dso saw amora obligation to reduce the world's suffering.
Hemight well have solved it differently.

One thing would have been the same, though. The child isfather to the man. Once he had started on his
course, nothing short of God Himself would have made him swerve fromiit.

Pig-headed stubbornness, or admirable tenacity? Depends on whether you're right or wrong, of course.
Father Herbert wouldn't have doubted that he was right. Pope Clement wasn't quite so sure.

His eyesfluttered and closed againgt the darkness. Too much thinking*

Cardina O'Deawas prodding him gently. "We have arrived, your Holiness." The Pope squinted out at
lights and confusion and, just beyond, the small steeple of achurch.

"Most Precious Blood,” O'Dea murmured. 'The pastor's name is Father Gardner.”

"Hewasinvolved inthis, wasn't he?' Clement wondered. " Are those reporters over there?'

"l believe s0," O'Deareplied.

FORBIDDEN SANCTUARY

153

"I will have my secretary give them astatement. | seem to be awfully tired.”

"Of course

O'Deasgnaed to the chauffeur, and instantly the doors were open and they were heading past the TV
lightsinto the shabby old rectory. The next few minutes passed in the usua blur of introductions and
blessngs. The only face he kept in his mind was the pastor's—florid, frightened, with once-intelligent eyes
now dull and wary. Hetoo wasin thisover his head.



As soon as the pleasantries had died down the Pope pleaded weariness and was immediately shown to
hisroom. It was on the second floor, large and drafty, undoubtedly the pastor's own. Marcello was
dready there, laying out his nightclothes, putting his hesting pad hi place, arranging hispills.

"Well, how do you likeit here, Marcello?!

The vdet shrugged noncommittaly. "I've beeninworse" hereplied hi Itdian,

"But you have gotten used to better."

"Who am | to say | deserve better, though, Holiness?"

Clement smiled and sat down to take off hisred dippers. Marcello rushed to help him. How did he
deserve Marcdllo?

ColUngwood camein severd minutes|ater, as Clement was about to get into bed. "1 spoke to the press,”
he sad. "They wererather hogtile.”

"Of course. What did you tell them?”

"What could | tell them? Just that you are here to speak with the Numian leader, you hope the
discussonswill befruitful, you haven't changed your postion. . . ." Colling-wood stopped and shifted
uncomfortably.

**Y es, you wereright: | have not,” Clement said, and they both were silent for awhile.

When Collingwood replied, it was In alow, rushed tone, like aman rehearsing aspeech. "Strike a
bargain with him, Holiness. Make him promise not to harm Tenon. Then go on televison and tell
Bernard! to give Tenon over. The Church has had to compromise dl through its history in order to
survive. It can compromise now."
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Clement sighed. "Thereis no guarantee of Tenon's safety,” he replied gently. "Without a guarantee—"

"Y ou make ajudgment, in the absence of aguarantee,” Collingwood brokein. "Y ou judge that Zanla can
be trusted, s0 you take the chance and save the world from misery and the Church from ruin.”

"Y ou are asking meto be ahypocrite, or aliar.”

"I'm asking you to save the Church.”

Clement smiled wearily. " The Church may advance through compromise, but not through sin. Get some
deep, Anthony. It'sbeen along day."

Collingwood stood slently for amoment, until hisusud icy self-possesson could settle on hisfestures.
"Asyouwish," hemurmured, and exited quietly.

Clement sat on the edge of the bed until the door had closed, then switched off the light and got benesth
the covers. Outside the room there was alow murmur of voices. The wind rattled the poorly-made
window. Clement was cold and londly. He prayed for awhile, then drifted off into arestless, unsatisfying
deep.

In hislittle cubicle down the hall, Collingwood made no attempt to deep. He sat rigidly inan
uncomfortable ladder-back chair and gazed unseeingly at the dismal: backyard of the rectory:
snow-encrusted clothedines, chain-link fence, scrawny bushes, a couple of pine trees swaying in the
wind.

One by one hewas reviewing the possibilities, assessing the consequences. It was a procedure that was
second nature to him by now. He did it out of habit, not from any hope that somehow he would come up
with a sequence that would end happily. The onesthat did were fantasies, pipe dreams. And the greatest
fantasy was that Clement would succeed tomorrow. He hadn't prepared a strategy, he hadn't asked
advice, he hadn't studied the Numoi, he hadn't done anything that would give the dightest hope of
success. It was clear that he was relying on the Holy Spirit to inspire him in his meeting with
Zanla—which sounded very nice, but in Collingwood's experience was just an excuse for not having
done what you were supposed to do. When would Clement learn that holiness just wasn't enough, that
more was required in his position, and if he
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didn't have what was required he should turn to those who did?



Collingwood exhaled dowly. The possibilities were exhausted. He had done what he could. Perhaps, like
Clement, he should leave thingsin God's hands now. Perhaps he should resign immediately, teach
theology, write abook, become amissonary. Reasons of hedlth, thelong hours ... ah, how they would
cacklewith gleeinthe Curia

Their cackles turned to beeps, and he was confused for amoment It was his private phone, of course,
athough his heart was pounding with the thought that somehow the Curia had been in the room with him,
reading his mind. He took the phone out of his pocket and flipped it on. "Collingwood here."

"Hédllo, Father, thisis David Shea. From Fordham?"

"Y es, David, how are you?" And what the devil—

"Fine, fine. I'm very sorry to disturb you, but it's about the conversation we had yesterday ?

"Yes?' Collingwood was suddenly totaly aert.

"It may be nothing, but | understand how important thisis. Y ou see, one of the cleaning ladies here
swears she saw Bernardi.”

"Where?'

"At morning Mass. Saint Anthony's Church."

*'| know whereitis. Isshe sure?'

" She's seen his picture in the paper. She didn't know what to do, so she cameto me.”

"Washedone?'

"y es"

"What tuneisthe Mass?"

"Sevenrthirty.”

"All right, keep her away from there until this clears up if you can, David. And tell her to keep quiet about
it Okay?"'

"Sure. What are you going to do?"

Collingwood paused. "1 don't know just yet," hereplied softly. "Thanksfor the information.* 1
"Surething.”

Collingwood put the phone away and-listened to the wind for awhile. Saint Anthony. His patron saint.
Clement would take that to be asign from on high. He waan't totally unmoved himsdlf. But what should
he do about it? To
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act would be to disobey the Pope, to break hisvows. Not to act would be to shirk his responsibility to
the Church. And he himsdlf would certainly be drowned in the waves of contempt and disapproval that
would follow the debacle toward which Clement was blundering.

He meditated for afew minutes, and then decided. If Clement didn't know how to compromise, he did.
Hewould wait for the results of tomorrow's mesting. If Clement achieved nothing he would use the
information with aclear conscience, knowing that he, and the Church, had no other choice.
Collingwood suddenly felt much better. He had a handle on things now. Events could be shaped, plans
could be made. He rose from the chair and quickly prepared for bed. He would need his wits about him
tomorrow.

Clement would have preferred to say Mass aone, unnoticed, but he was the servant of the servants of
God, so he obliged the pastor and let most of the parish crowd into the small, cold church. Evidently not
everyone despised him, though thiswas afar cry from the crowd he and his predecessors were used to.
He wished he could have thought of something € oquent and memorable for his homily, but he had only a
limited amount of eogquence, and that was best saved for Zanla. So he skipped the sermon atogether,
and went quickly through the ritud that was far more meaningful than anything he could think of to say.
After Mass he returned to the rectory. Collingwood was in one of the drafty parlors, sanding with aman
Clement recognized as Claude Bacquier. The Frenchman advanced and kissed Clement*sring
diplomaticdly, but ill managed to convey a sense of his opposition and, yes, enmity. "I am hereto bring
your Holiness to the Numoi‘a ship whenever you are ready. Zanlawas told you would come sometime
thismorning."



Clement hadn't eaten, but he had no wish to. Should hetalk to his advisers? Call Fontanelli and let him
blather about Curid policy? Give Callingwood one last chance to make his points? No, it wasn't worth it.
It wastimeto act "I am ready, then. Let'sgo.”

The other two men appeared allittle startled. Did they
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expect him to be indecisive about everything?"Excellent,” Bacquier said after abarely perceptible pause.
"l will just dert the security people and so on.”

"Oneitem,” Clement said. "The interpreter.*'

"Oh yes, we have one ready."

"Wewould like Ms—whét's the name, Anthony?'

"Summers," Collingwood replied—a bit glumly, Clement thought Another one of the old man's
headstrong idess.

"Oh, but that will beimpossible,” Bacquier said hurriedly. "Ms. Summers has been dismissed from her
job."

"Whereisshe?'

"Well, sheisin the compound. We have to keep her there until the Numoi leave, and then shewill be
handed over to U.S. authorities for prosecution.”

"If sheisthere, then wewant her. It'sfoolish to oppose MS on this, isn't it?!

Bacquier shrugged. "Very well. Y ou shdl have Ms. Summers. | will go to make the arrangements.™
Clement watched Bacquier leave, then sat down and stared at Collingwood. After amoment'ssilence he
gpoke. "Will you pray for me, Anthony?"

The question seemed to bother Collingwood. Why? He blinked rapidly behind hisrimless glasses. "Of
course, Holiness" hereplied finaly.

Thank you," Clement murmured, and they were silent until Bacquier returned.

The morning was overcast, and bitter cold. Clement huddled in his seat and looked out the window. In
daylight the countryside had an austere beauty that made him homesick

' for England: afew birch trees dternating with the pines, adistant farmhouse blending into the date-gray
sky, an ancient horse swishing itstail and eyeing the passersby deepily. But soon they confronted warning
sgns and barbed wire and guards with rifles conspicuoudy displayed. So much for nature. They barely
dowed down at the gate, roaring

~through until they cameto ahdt in front of aHoliday Inn. Clement wasn't looking at the motel, however.
His eyes werefixed on the strange blue craft beyond, which looked to him like some enormous jewe
dropped onto the New England landscape.
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Or apyramid—yes, he had heard that comparison aswell. Someone had claimed this as evidence that
the diens had hel ped the ancient Egyptians build their own pyramids asreplicas of the craft But the
pyramids were only tombs. What wasthisthen: ajewe or atomb?

"Ashanti,” Collingwood murmured next to him. Clement unwillingly brought bis attention back to Earth.
The little Secretary-Genera was standing in the doorway of the motel, waiting for them to get out of the
car. Clement thought that he should have expected Ashanti. The UN's ultimate wespon.

Clement emerged from the car and exchanged effusive grestings with the smiling diplomat. Ashanti led
him inside, with Bacquier and Collingwood following.

"Perhgps you have timefor ashort chat before you vidt our friends?' Ashanti inquired.

"Asyou wish," Clement replied, seeing no polite way out of it

Ashanti bowed histhanks and led him past the front desk into the first empty room—uwhich happened to
be the cocktail lounge, blesk and lifeessin the morning light. The decor was Plastic English Pub. Inthe
far comer drums and audio equipment were stacked, awaiting amore appreciative audience. Clement
caught sght of himsdlf in the long mirror behind the rows of bottles, and had to amile. "It has been many
years snce we have been in apub,” he observed.



Ashanti laughed and took two chairs down off atable. "I do not frequent them myself. But specid cases
require exceptions." He gestured to Clement to it

"My meeting thismorning is another specia case. Doesyour rule gpply to it aswell?!

Ashanti laughed again. Histeeth were dazzlingly white, and hislaughter ssemed so Sincere it warmed up
theroom. "I have adways enjoyed our vists, your Holiness. Even when we meet under difficult
circumstances™'

*'\We have enjoyed them too, athough we aways seem to end up giving you what you want"

"But | want solittle," Ashanti replied, and it was Clement's turn to laugh. Ashanti leaned back in hischair
and
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looked up at thetiled celling. "We both have difficult jobs, do we not?"

"It cannot be denied.”

"But you know," Ashanti continued, "& atimelikethis| think | envy you."

"How isthat?' Clement asked, puzzled.

"WEell, because you have the opportunity to live by your convictions. How few of us have that chance?
Certainly not I, nor the President of the United States, nor even the Premier of the Soviet Union.”

"We are hardly free from pressure.”

"Ohyes, of course, tremendous pressure. But ultimately you arefree. If | did some of thethings| would
liketo do, | would be dismissed tomorrow. But no one can dismissyou."

"Don't you think that freedom createsits own burden? '

"Oh, undoubtedly. We all have burdens, though. | am talking about opportunities. A Secretary-Generd
can never become a hero, for example. Oh, he may accomplish one thing or another, arrange atruce
here, settle adispute there. But he must lead alife of compronyse. He can never take the courageous but
unpopular step. Y ou can.”

"Areyou serioudy suggesting that | can become ahero out of dl this?' A dip into the singular there. Had
Ashanti noticed?

"Ah, you must take the long perspective, your Holiness, Look at Paul the Sixth. When was it—amost
forty years ago he came out againgt birth control? Many people say that was the start of the Church's
decline. But now Paul isbeing honored by some for that decision. Because what did it accomplish? It set
scientists looking for asafer, more natural method of birth control. So now the pill has been abandoned
as unsafe and we have infalible methods for determining the exact time of ovulation. The Churchis
happy, people are happy, and Paul is vindicated. He has maintained the Church'sintegrity on abasic
issue of human conduct, and eventudly the world catchesup to him.”

"Y ou overamplify theissues," Clement responded uncomfortably. "Besides—"

"Perhaps, perhaps.” Ashanti waved away the overasmpli-
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fication. "Let me give you another example, from my own country. Y ou may remember the cases of
Japanese soldiersin the Philippineswho never heard the news of the surrender a the end of World War
Two. Asaresult they spent twenty, thirty yearsin the jungle, because our emperor had told them never
to give up, you see, and they would not disobey orders. Had they returned to Japan in 1945 they would
have been nothing, just afew more defeated soldiers, to be forgotten in our national shame. But returning
in 1975, they became heroes. Their courage may have been misguided, but courageit truly was, and
after thirty yearswe could gpplaud it."

"Arewe men fighting along-lost war dl by ourselves?

Ashanti smiled and leaned toward Clement. " People do not forget courage, your Holiness. It will take a
while— perhapsalong while, if things go badly in the next few days—but eventualy your memory will be
honored. Why, your Church has canonized men for less, | truly believe.”

Clement sighed-. The point had been made. "If you could trade places, then, would you do what we are

doing?"



"Oh, | do not say that. | amwhat | am. | do not have your courage. Who does? | would strive as dways
to find some middle road, to satisfy as many and offend asfew aspossible. That isal | am capable of
doing, | fear."

"Well, thank you for your encouragement anyway. When we are made a saint we will intercede with God
to have you released from the purgatory to which al compromisers are assigned.”

Ashanti inclined his head in thanks. "Y ou aretoo kind"

Heisnot particularly subtle, Clement thought, but he knows it makes no difference. The doubt has been
planted. Wasthisjust an empty gesture, an attempt to save his Papacy in the eyes of the future? Was he
being courageous just to show that he was still capable of courage?

But did Ashanti think that he had not already consdered such questions? Did Ashanti believe him that
incapable of salf-examination? Perhaps. Perhapsit was the best the man could do at the last moment. It
wasnt quite good enough, though. Clement rose and wearily headed out of the lounge, with Ashanti
following close behind.

Thelobby was crowded, and al eyeswere on him. He
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ingtinctively recognized Angela Summers, however, standing meekly behind Bacquier. Hewalked over to
her and held out hishand. "My child," he said, "you have suffered agreet ded for your faith.”

"l have only donewhat | had to, your Holiness," she responded, bowing to kisshisring.

"How many of us have the courageto do that?' he wondered. He gave her hisblessing. "L et usgo, and
seewhereit will takeusdl.”

The rest of the crowd tried to offer him last-minute information, suggestions, warnings. Heignored them
al and walked out into the cold with Angela. The blue ship waited. Never had the burden of hisfreedom
weighed more heavily upon him.
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Zanlasat and waited, bismind devoid of ingghts,.his spirit afraid.

Tomorrow he was supposed to begin carrying out his threat, but he had no wish to do so. He had hoped
the threat aone would be sufficient. If he could believe Bac-quier, it did have some effect, but obvioudy
not enough. Only enough to bring the Pope here to talk. There had been too much talk.

And what did he haveto say to this creature? He was obvioudy afanatic, an emotiondist. He would
probably harangue him—possibly try to convert him. Zanla shuddered with disgust. There was much
about the Numian hasali he found old-fashioned or nonsensical, but it was his hasak, hislife. Carrying on
negotiations with afollower of Chit-lan, or someone like Chilian, would be atrue test of histraining.
Then what was the point? There was hardly any, Zanla supposed, except that you had to carry through
on what you had begun. He could not refuse the only opportunity that had been offered him to meet the
enemy faceto face. If it wasimproper to capture him, it was not improper to harangue him in return,
Samish was standing in the doorway. "Pope Clement,”" he announced.

"Let him enter." Zanlarose and composed himself as best he could. After amoment the Pope appeared.
Looking at him, Zanlafelt asudden, strong sense of displacement, the kind that occurs during an
improper bonding, when suddenly you are not sure whereyou are, or if thisyou who isbonding isthe
you who is questioning the bonding.
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Why had he expected ayoung man, full of passion and anger?

What was there about this very different person that made Zanla so nervous, and yet so relieved?
Hewas old, of course, and dressed differently from the other men Zanlahad seen. The trgppings of his
position, perhaps. But beyond the age and the clothing was something more, something that reached
Zanladespite the alien features. goodness, dignity, suffering . . .

Andwhy wasthat so familiar?

There was no time to reflect on these questions. He bowed and spoke to the interpreter—who, he



understood, had started it alL. No matter: shewas hisguest. "I am happy to see you again, Angdla.
Convey my greetingsto your Pope. Does he have atitle?"

"Your Holiness™

Holiness. He was not sure he understood holiness. "I welcome his Holiness in the name of the Numoi.”

"l am grateful for this opportunity to speak with you," wasthe reply.

"Please be seated.” And now what? What were the magic words that would solve this problem? Did this
man possess them? "'l have no ideawhat you have to say to me. | hope that you will tell methat you are
returning my crew member. What isthe point of saying anything ese?'

"l am not sure,” the Pope responded. "My experience has been that it increases understanding to meet
one'senemy. | will no longer be the faceless monster who has stolen Tenon; you will no longer bethe
faceless dlien who threatens our world with destruction. Perhaps together we can find our way out of our
dilemma"

"l do not want to destroy anything,” Zanla pointed out. "1 only want Tenon back."

"Yes, | understand—and | have no wish to cause you distress. But how can we return him to you,
knowing that he faces death for hisbdliefs?’

Thiswaswhere Zanla's understanding started to falter. "That does not seem to bother most of your
fellow humans," he observed. "Tenon and his sort represent a serious threat to our civilization. We must
put such rebelsto
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death if we areto survive ourselves. What is he to you, that you want to protect him?"

"Heisachild of God," the Pope responded.

This meant nothing to Zanla, and he had no wish to delve into Chitlanian beliefs. So he perssted with his
previous point. "Y ou may have different standards for proper conduct among your people. If so, then |
respect them. | ask you also to respect the standards of the Numoi. They are not capricious; nor are they
evil, in any way that | can comprehend.”

The Pope was silent for amoment after he heard Angelastrandation, asif there were something he did
not understand, or asif there were something he wanted to explain that could not be explained. Findly he
sad, "Tenon will pose no threet to your civilization while heisamong us. We smply want to protect him,
because he has asked usto.”

"Y ou perhaps are not interested,” Zanla countered. "1 do not know. But | know that Bacquier, Aronson,
and those like them are interested. And | know they have the power on this planet. | do not know if they
would try to conquer us. But | cannot risk my race's surviva on their goodwill."

Again the Pope did not reply at first. Angela stared nervoudy back and forth between them,

"You must facefacts,” Clement said at last. He spoke dowly and intensely. " Tenon will not be returned. |
will not permit it. Perhgps he cannot be hidden indefinitely, but perhaps you cannot stay here indefinitely.
Inany case, your threet will achieve very little."

Zanlagazed into the man's eyes, and they were steady and unafraid. He felt asurge of anger, and was
ready to flout al Laws of Hospitdity, to throttle this fellow who threatened his race, who stood between
him and vindication. But the anger passed as suddenly asit had come. The truth of the matter was, he
had no wish to harm these humans. He didn't even hate this old man who was his enemy. He just wanted
to do what was right, and that had become so terribly difficult. His anger gave way to despair. "What do
you want from me?* he cried out, forgetting dl his diplomacy. "Y ou have put mein animpossible
position. If you will not return Tenon then give me another solution.
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| am areasonable creature. Show methe light, and | will follow it"

Hopeless, Zanlathought as Angelatrandated. The distance istoo great; we cannot begin to understand
each other. And for thefirgt time since hisinitid Voyage, Zanla questioned the will of the Ancients. Of
what vauewas any of this? Why crossthe Universe, to stare into this old man's eyes and redlize you
both were doomed?



The Pope shifted in his seat and spoke, very softly. Angelalooked at him and said something in return.
The Pope spoke again. Angela seemed to become very upset and started to reply, but the Pope silenced
her with a gesture and directed her to trandate.

"Takemeingtead,” she said softly, in Numian.

Zanlawas confused. "Y ou, Angela? What do | need of you?'

She moved her head back and forth in disagreement "His Holiness says: take him instead of Tenon. A
trade." The Pope spoke some more, and she trandated quickly. " Perhaps your people will forgive you if
you return with one of the most important members of the dien race. They need not know the conditions
of thetrade. Perhapsthey will seeit asabold and daring maneuver on your part Certainly it could not be
seen asweakness. Y ou take a chance that the secret of your travel will be discovered, But believe me,
we are acurious, restless race, and smply knowing that the problem can be solved is enough to insure
that someday it will be, with or without Tenon. Just by coming here and meeting us you have made it
impossible for your civilization ever to be the same again. So you might aswell get something hi return for
that. | cannot tell you precisaly how to make bombs or computers or televisions, but | cantell you
much—more than anyone cleared by the United Nations, for example, who would tell you only what our
governments want you to know. Take me and leave Tenon behind.”

Zanlalistened closdly to the reasoning, but the reasoning meant lessto him than a sudden image: of anold
man leaning on astick as he crossed a cobblestoned courtyard, heavy robes draped limply over hisdight
figure. It was Elid, the last time Zanla had seen him, having forgiven
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Zanlaand st his course straight for the future, going back inside to prepare for death like atrue Numian.
All hislife Zanla had tried to measure up to the standards Elid had set for him, and dways he had falen
short. Just as, perhaps, Numos had awaysfalen short of Elial's expectationsfor it. Elia should have
been one of the Ancients. He was meant to create, not to cany on.

And herewasthe source of theimage: thisold dien, stting across from him, reminded him of Elid. Proof,
if any were gtill needed, of the ultimate Smilarity of the races. This man shared the sametired dignity, the
sameair of having been born in the wrong time and place, the same quiet intelligence. Wasthis, then, an
ingght? Should he follow the Pope's advice as he would have followed Elid's?

Anather image appeared: Elid questioning. "What isthe most difficult action?!

Tdl me, Madter.”

"It isthe onethat must give of self. And why isthat the mogt difficult action?”

"Tel me, Magter."

filid put his pams out toward his pupiL "Because we never redly know what it isthat we give."
Zanlalooked across at the old man giving of self. If Zanla accepted, what wasit that he would receive?
Hedid not know.

Ergentil's eyes wandered over the pages of the Chronicle of the Ancients, but for once she could not
concentrate on them, they made no sense. Below her, on the third level, Zanlawas meeting with the
enemy, and perhaps the future of her planet was being decided. Perhaps it had aready been decided: it
would not be unlike Zanlato tell her nothing, to let her find out from ajunior officer that the meeting was
over, that al had been settled, that Departure wasimminent. . . .

She stifled her anger, it was pointless. What mattered was the result, not how she wastreated. If he
ignored her and saved Numos, what did she have to complain of ? And redlly, it had not been so bad
lately—the shared crigis, if it had not made them as close as bondmates should be, at least had not driven
them farther apart.
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She sighed and tried again to focus on the Chronicle. She needed wisdom, and this was the only place
sheknew tofind it

"Y ou st quite agood example, Priestess. | am hesitant to disturb you.”

She shut the book and looked up at Zanlastanding hi the doorway, ill at ease as usud. She said nothing.



Eventualy he entered and walked past her. His back to her, he examined her austere wall coverings
portraying eventsin the Eves of great priestesses. He had seen them ahundred times dready. What did
he want? "Will the Pope return Tenon?' she asked.

Thewall coverings remained quite interesting. She controlled her temper. "Why are you here, if you will
not speak to me?' she whispered.

Zanlaturned finaly, "No, hewill not return Tenon," hereplied.

She had expected as much. "Then what has happened?”

"He has made an offer.” Zanlabegan to pace. He couldn't go far in the small room. Ergentil's gaze
followed him. "He has offered to come with usinstead of Tenon. A trade.”

Ergentil tried to make sense of this piece of news. "We leave Tenon hi their hands, and take their leader
insead?'

"Precisdy.”

"And did you accept this offer?<*

His pacing continued. Thereisno way out, Ergentil thought The question must still be answered, sooner
or later. "It isareasonable solution to the problem,” Zanlasaid. "At least we get something in exchange
for Tenon. The man can tell usmuch. An dien in person will mean more to the Council than al our notes
and reports.”

A few days ago she would have screamed invective a him. Now . . . something had changed. She
breathed deeply and stood up. Zanla stopped pacing and looked at her. "Y ou cannot do it,” she said.
"Whatever you decide, Zanla, you cannot bring their leader to Numas.”

Zanlacdlosed hiseyes. "Why not?"

"Becauseit isexactly what they want. As soon asthis Pope is on Numos he will bein touch with the
Chitlanians. Hisvery presence—hisvery exisence—will givethem
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grength. And meanwhile, back here, the humans can Hill interrogate Tenon. Before very long we will be
attacked on two fronts: from space, and on Numositself.”

"Tenon knows nothing,” Zanlasaid. "And we can keep the Pope guarded.”

"Tenon knows about the bonding and the retheo, which is more than the Earth scientistssdo. Andwhois
to say that the Pope's guard will not be a secret Chitlanian? Think of therisk, Zanla"

"Thereisrisk in everything we do now. The Popeisan old man. Hewill not do usharm.”

"He can do us nothing but harm. Will he help us diminate the Chitlanians? Will he help us develop
wegponsto fight off aninvasion from Earth? What will you achieve by bringing him back with us?'
Zanlawas dlent for awhile, his eyes open now, staring at the floor. Ergentil sat hack down, waiting for
his response. "Perhapsiit istime we changed,” he murmured, "exposed ourselves to new ideas, looked to
the future ingtead of the past. Perhapsthisiswhere the weight of eventsis pushing us. Perhapsthisis
what the Ancients wanted usto do, what they hoped would come of these VVoyages: the next step, the
next twist of the spirad—"

"Itisnot your decison,” Ergentil interrupted, her voice suddenly harsh. ™Y ou cannot risk the safety of
Numos based on some muddled interpretation of the Chronicle. Y ou do not have that right. If our future
will be asyou describeit then it must come without your assistance.”

"I am the Master of this Ship," Zanlareplied coldly. "The Council has chosen meto make these decisons
for Numos. Not you, not my officers. | am the one who brought us to these people. | will decide what
riskswewill take with them,”

Ergentil stared up a him, and she redlized that nothing could be | eft unsaid now, no weapon could be |l ft
unused. His own words reved ed the problem. She would ignore it no longer. "Do you dare endanger our
racejust to prove you are not a coward?' she asked evenly, watching his body becomerigid with
tenson. "Will you go to any length to atone for your mistake?*
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"l dont know—"



"Oh, the Magters are kind, to one of their own. They hush these things up, if they decide you are worthy
of asecond chance. But of course the Priestesses know: such knowledgeis our only power. Arthea
described it to me, when she heard you were to be Master of this Voyage. She told me how, on her
Voyage, the moment of Departure arrived and the silence was shattered by the scream of ayoung novice
breaking hisbond, running in fear from the retheo, unable to face the instant when the blackness of the
mind can become the blackness of death. 'What are we coming to,' she said to me, ‘when such aman
can become a Master? How can anything he does be trusted, after such a despicable act?"

"l am not acoward,” Zanlawhispered.

"Perhaps not, but you do not think anyone else believesthat. And your every action, your every decison
must be colored by your need to demondtrate it Y ou cannot separate the needs of the Numoi from your
own needs. Y ou must back down, but you no longer know how."

"l am capable—otherwise the Council would not have made me aMagter.”

"Look into your soul," Ergentil replied, "and seeif that istrue.”

They glared at each other for amoment, and then the tension seemed to ooze out of Zanla. He sat down
next to her on the edge of the bed, hisbody hunched like a crippl€'s, his chin quivering. Ergentil thought:
what if | wereto put my hand on his shoulder, make some gesture to show that, after al, | sympathize
with himin hisdilemma?Would it hdp him at dl?

Perhaps, but there was still agap between them. She could not bridge it yet. So she sat and watched
faun struggle, wondering which of athousand other arguments she should bring up, wondering if any of
them would make a difference.

"l have made no decison,”" Zanla said when he had regained control of himsdlf. "The Popeis ill waiting
onthethirdleved. | toldhim| hadto ... talk it over."

"And now that you havetalked it over?' Ergentil asked
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softly, wondering why she was not very surprised at this disclosure. He stretched out his pams. "'l do not
know."

"If you go, you will need an interpreter,” Angelasaid after awhile.

Clement turned to her and smiled. "Y ou are very young, my child. Thereis no guarantee that we would
ever beableto return.”

"Y ou should not go done, Holiness." He did not reply. He looked tired, and very old. The strain on him
must have been unbearable. Angdlawanted to hold his hand, to straighten hisdightly tilted skullcap, to
tell him al would bewel. But would it?

The guard began to fidget. Deep in her own thoughts, Angelaignored her at first. And when the guard
spoke, shetried to ignore that as well, ft can't be happening again, she thought. We can't be returning to
the beginning of the pattern.

"| believethis personistrying to communicate with us" Clement said quietly.

Angelagazed at the guard. She was young, with deep-set eyes and long straight hair. Mildly pretty by
Earth sandards. And very frightened.

"My nameis Sabbata. Y ou are the people holding Tenon, aren't you?"

Angeatrandated for Clement. "We are not holding him, Sabbata,” Clement replied. "He cameto usfor
sanctuary. We havegivenitto him."

"Yes, yes, | understand. | was his bondmate, you see.” "What is abondmate?' Clement asked Angela.
She had never heard the term before, so she relayed the question to Sabbata.

The dien looked confused. "A bondmate is the one you're together with—the one you reach out to, and
your minds become one. Like when you use the retheo—when things change, and the power comes, and
the Ship—but | have amessagefor him, you see. If hewill hear it If heisinterested.”

"Wewill give him themessage, if it iswithin our power," Clement said.

FORBIDDEN SANCTUARY

171

Tdl him pleasethat | have fdt his happiness. Tdl him whatever he has done, whatever will happen, | am



glad heishappy,”

Clement nodded. "Hewill betold."

Wasthat al, Angelawondered: no pleafor sanctuary too, no new complication, just asmple,
affectionate message? It was as if sunlight had suddenly broken through the clouds. It was not the
beginning of the pattern but, perhaps, its completion—the closing of the circle. Angelasmiled back at
Sabbata. Even Clement seemed more at ease. Then there were footstepsin the corridor, the smiles
faded, and Zanlareturned.

Zanlasface was ablank. He bowed formally and motioned the guard away. Then he sat down and
stared at Clement. "Y ou are avery brave man,” he said. "I admire you. But | must ask you once again to
give up my crew member. That truly seemsto meto be the fairest solution to this problem.”

"l cannot | am very sorry, but | must do what | fed isright”

He continued to stare. "So must we dl," he murmured findly, then fell slent again. Say it, Angela prayed.
Don't prolong hisagony. "I am sorry that | cannot accept your proposa. The risksto Numos are too
great.”

Angeaturned to Clement. The blood had gone from his face—she had never seen aman so pale. There
was athin film of swesat on hisforehead. "And your threet?' he asked

Zanlaspread his hands mournfully. "I thank you for your offer, but | must have Tenon back.”

Clement seemed to be having trouble breathing. " Then thereis no moreto be said," he whispered. He
struggled to rise. Angelarushed to help him. Zanlalooked away.

"Y our Holiness, should | get someone?’ she asked.

"No, no. It will bedl right It will . . . pass"

But in the corridor he had to stop asthe tearsrolled down hisface. "I am too old for this sort of thing.
Too old." Angelagave him her handkerchief. He leaned againgt her as hetried to regain control of
himsdlf. "Please don't tel anyone, Angela. It wouldn't do,”
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Tdl anyone about his offer—or histears? No matter. She would say nothing about any of it. He
squeezed her hand, finally, and they headed out into the raw New England morning.

25

Clement waHoed dowly over to the crowd of officials by the motel.

"Canyou give us any news, Holiness?' Ashanti asked.

"Nothing ischanged."

Thethreat isgtill inforce?"

He nodded. "Please excuse me now. | must rest and pray.™*

"Can't wetalk further about this?'

"It would serve no purpose.”" He motioned to Colling-wood and headed for hislimousine.

Asthey drove back to the rectory Clement rested his head against the top of the seat and closed his
eyes. He could fed Collingwood's stare on him, but he was not in the mood for explanations.

"I will have to have something for the reporters,” Col-lingwood said finaly.

"Youmay tdl them what | told Ashanti.”

Collingwood shrugged resentfully. "Asyou wish."

Back at the rectory, Clement passed through the milling crowds of functionaries, refused luncheon, and
went directly to hisroom, "Keep everyone away from me, Mar-cdlo,” heingtructed hisvaet, who
quickly lowered the shades and turned down the bed.

"Perhapsapill, Holiness?' Marcello inquired.

Clement waved the suggestion away. He did not need medication, he needed . . . what? To cry some
more? To wallow in self-pity? No, no, to rest. Only to rest.

Marcdlo left him. Helay on the bed and stared at the celling, gray with years of soot from a polluted
world. In the distance a Siren wailed—afire? someone dying? or adignitary like himsdf, being rushed
adong the highway to
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some futile meeting? Seventeen percent fewer communicants, twenty-four percent fewer baptisms. The
facestwisted with rage, hating him, yelling obscenitiesat him.

He shut his eyes and pressed down on an imaginary accelerator. He had not drivenin years. Theidea
was exhilarating: the car immediatdly responding to hiswishes, faster, faster, until the faceswereablur, a
memory, and there was only himself, in'awarm cocoon of invishility, traveling farther and farther away:
light-years away.

The Apostolic Palace had turned into a blue pyramid. The crowds were outside, filling up Saint Peter's
Square; none knew the secret but him. Things change, the power comes. Was it he who disappeared, or
the crowds? No matter. He was aone, on anew world, and the problems were not histo solve. The
new people werefriendly, but they could not understand aword he said. He walked down a pathway
and raised his hand in automatic blessing of the passersby, and they ignored him. He knelt to pray, and
there was no oneto pray for but himsaif.

Things change. Callingwood was staring at him disgustedly. "It's only adream, Holiness. Nuns are being
murdered in Bangkok." And Fontandlli, the ash on his cigaretteimpossibly long: "Thetax bill, you know,
the broken stained glass." And Capelli, longing to take his place: "Hand that creature back to whoever
ownsit" Hereached out to Angdafor her handkerchief (fill haveit, must returnit). "Too old,” he
whispered, "too old." She squeezed his hand, but he still had to walk out into the cold and face them
again. ...

His eyes blinked open, and saw only darkness. With agroan he swung himsalf up out of bed and walked
over to thewindow. He peered out from behind the drawn shade at aleaden twilight. Cold seeped in
through the badly fitted casement. He returned to the bed, got down on hisknees by its side, and prayed.
Clement dined by himself in hisroom, and only after he wasfinished did he send for Collingwood.
"Anthony, | want you to find out for me how | go about resigning.”

"Resgning?' Collingwood repeated.
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"Resigning the Papacy. | wishto yield the office assoon asit isfeasible.”

Collingwood stared at him silently. Clement was childishly pleased for amoment at the effect he had
produced. And then he realized what it meant to Collingwood: his own career would be ended too. He
would never get another post asinfluential asthe one he had now. Hisambition could not befed on
memories.

| am being sefish, he thought. My decision affectstoo many others.

But that was precisely what he had to escape. Collingwood was not stupid; he would survive. They
would dl survive. Meanwhile, the man would do hisjob.

"Do you know anything about the subject offhand?!

"Y ou mean—resigning?'

"Of course™

Clement could see Collingwood force his mind back into its accustomed channels. "'l believe aPope has
to resign into the hands of the College of Cardinds, theoreticaly. A letter of some sort might be sufficient.
| should check with Cardina Fontanelli.”

Clement glanced at hiswatch. "It's early morning in Rome. Don't wake him yet. But work it out
tonight—I would liketo do it quickly.”

"Asyouwish, Holiness" Therewasapause. "May | ak, Holiness. .. T

"l suppose.”

"Why, then. Why are you resigning?'

"Nuns are being attacked in Bangkok, Anthony. If the Church does not want me then | should not
burden her with me."

Collingwood appeared asif he were about to reply, then changed his mind and merely nodded vaguely.
"Asyou wish," herepeated inamurmur. "l will get in touch with Cardind Fontandlli.™



And Clement was dlone again, with the deed al but done. He tried reading Newman for awhile, but was
too restless to concentrate. Finaly he wandered downstairsin search of acup of tea. Marcello was
gtting in the large kitchen with afew other members of the retinue. Severa
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half-empty jugs of red wine were scattered over thetable. All talk ceased when Clement entered the
room, and everyone rose solemnly. He gestured for them to sit. "Enjoy thewing" hesaid in Itdian. "It's
asgood away as any to keep warmin thiscold land." A couple of people laughed, but no one drank
while he and Marcello stood there waiting for the kettle to boil. He was glad when the teawas made, and
he could leave them to their smple pleasures.

On the way back to hisroom he saw, through a haf-opened door, the pastor sitting by himself in his
office. What was his name? Clement could not recal. He hesitated for amoment, then walked in.
"Excuseme," he murmured, and the priest jumped up, startled. "I just wanted to thank you for the
hospitdity you have shown us." He noticed the cot plunked down in the middle of the cluttered office. "I
fear we have put you to considerable inconvenience.”

"No no no," the priest replied hurriedly. "It's an honor, your Holiness. I—you know—it . . ." He stopped,
unableto frame the sentence.

Clement nodded. "Thiswhole business has been hard on both of us, I think. I'll make aded with you: Il
pray for you if you'll pray for me. Then perhapsweéll both fed .bet-ter.”

The priest smiled nervoudy. Ml pray for you anyway, Holiness. But I'll pray even harder.”
"Thenit'saded."

He smiled and blessed the priest, who till looked nervous and puzzled. Clement sighed as he mounted
the stairs. He stopped and took a sip of histeaat the top. It was going to be along night.

Collingwood sat and stared out the window—as he had done last night, as it seemed he had been doing
S0 often lately. His phonelay on hislap. How long had it been: two hours? three?

Last night his course had seemed clear. But now, when the time had arrived, and hisworst fears had
been redlized (and then some), it was not so easy. He could call Rome, and wash his hands of the whole
business, or he could call
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the number he had obtained today, and see if a solution were not gill possible.

The decision could not be made by thinking abouit it, he redlized findly. Thinking only provided him with
reasons for what he redly wanted to do. / have cometoo far, he thought. / really do not want to give up.
He picked up the phone, punched out the number, and waited for a deepy French voice to answer.
Once Bacquier could be made to understand the nature of Collingwood's information the conversation
was swift and direct. No questioning of motives, only the merest probing about sources, then aquick
promise of action—and anonymity. Collingwood hung up, satisfied and relieved. Perhaps everything
would still work out He rose and turned to |leave the dreary room.

Clement was standing hi the doorway, staring a him. "I heard your voice," the Pope said quietly. "I
thought you were speaking to Fontand|L" He paused. "1 couldn't deep,” he added findly.

"You heard it dl, then," Collingwood said.

"Enough.”

Collingwood felt weak, amost faint, as he stood there. It was not just the shock of being discovered, like
achild with adirty magazine. There was something unnerving about the way Clement, too, was just
sanding, staring silently at him. How dare you? he wanted Clement to say. Do | not have enough trouble
without having to ded with thisact of betraya?

But Clement said nothing, and his silence had its own message. No explanations, no excuses. It required
something more fundamental, more important, and it was not to be denied.

"Permit meto resign, Holiness," Collingwood said.

Clement dowly shook his head. "Not yet, Anthony."

"Thecdl to Fontandli?I'll do it right away. |—"



"No, Anthony. | want you to cal Bacquier again.”

"If you wish. But it can't be undone, Holiness. I'm sure he's dready—"

"l understand. | want him to set up another meeting between me and Zanlafor tomorrow
morning—early, before Tenon can be returned. If they manage to capture him.”
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Collingwood gtarted to object, but Clement's stare silenced him. Y ou are not resigning then?"

"l have ajob to do. A job you have just made more difficult.”

What the stare required was ssmple obedience, obedience due the Vicar of Christ Collingwood
perceived that Clement had changed, and that he had somehow produced the change. But he couldn't
think about that now. He would have time—too much time, he feared—to ruminate on it later. Now he
was obliged to obey. With Clement watching, he turned back to his phone and punched out Bacquier's
number.

" am confused, Monsignor. | do not see what purpose would be served. . . . But at such short notice. |
cannot understand, particularly if wefind Tenon . . . Well of coursewe are not certain, but . . . Yesof
course | will hold." Bacquier drummed hisfingers on the nighttable and cursed silently. "Y es, your
Holiness, | an here. ... | understand. . . . Yes, of course ... | understand . . . certainly, your ... | will do
my best. . .. Yes, | will be back in touch. Good night, your Holiness."

Bacquier hung up, and allowed his curses to become vocal. What in the world was going on over there?
But that didn't relly matter. There would be no harm in chasing down one more lead on Tenon; and
there would be no harm in setting up one more meeting—except, perhaps, to his own hedlth, going out
into the bitter cold night to visit the damn blue ship.

Bacquier stretched and prepared to go to work. Things would be so much easier if West could find the
blasted dien.

Zanlasat in his office and tried to ponder the meaning of Bacquier'slatest visit More talk. He was willing
to talk, epecidly after hearing the complaints of the crew when he told them they would actudly haveto
try to carry out the threst. But he didn't see what it would accomplish, unless the Pope changed his
position.

He couldn't keep his mind on the thresat, or Bacquier, or the Pope, however. It wastoo late at night, and
thiswas
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the tune when his plansyielded to his memories, the darkness of the outside world entered histhoughts,
and he was forced to rdlive his shame; and with eech reliving it grew. ...

Hewas sitting in his place as the Master made the setting on the retheo, and the fear wasraw in his
throat. Thistimeit wasred, thistime the bonds would be transformed, space would dissolve, and when it
reformed athousand things could kill him in an instant, and the odds were good that these thoughts would
behislast.

Thistimethe fear of death overcame the fear of disgrace: he broke the bond and stumbled back from the
retheo, from his crewmeates, screaming in fear and self-loathing, now longing paradoxically for adesth
that would end his humiliation. But the other officers had camly picked him up and locked himin his
room; the bonding proceeded without him, and he had to endure the jump across space without a
bondmeate, done amid the ruins of hislife,

He had hoped the shame would be private, but what chance, redlly, had there been of that? Ergentil
knew, his officers undoubtedly did too. And his crew? The rest of Numos? The diens? Did they perhaps
sense something about him, some weekness they could exploit?

Nonsense, clearly. But it proved Ergentil's point: he couldn't separate his private problems from his public
respongbilities. Just as now he should have been planning astrategy for the final meeting with the Pope,
and instead he was staring & the ceiling and remembering events of half ageneration ago.

He stood up abruptly and Ieft his office. But in the silent corridor he redlized he didn't want to return to
his empty room, to dreams that would be as troubled as his memories.



Where else was there to go?

Hewaked up to thefirst level and stood outside Ergentil’'s room. It was foolishness, but he supposed he
was past being made to feel embarrassed by her. The worst she could do would beto tell him to go
away. Hewent inside, and dowly raised thelight levdl.

"Ergentil,” hesad quietly.
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She dtirred in her bed and looked over at him, shading her eyesfrom the light. Her touded hair fell down
over her bare shoulders. "What isit?" she murmured deepily.

He shut the door behind him. "The Pope wants another meeting.”

"Why?'

"l don't know."

"Did you agree?’

"l saw no reason not to.**

Ergentil looked away for amoment, considering. "Why have you come to me then?' she asked.

"l would like you to be at the meeting.**

She could not hide her astonishment, but it quickly passed. "Very well,” she said. "1 was glad you took
my advice during thefirst meeting,”

That was her way of saying she appreciated the offer, heredlized. No mention of hisinitia hesitation, of
all his other mistakes. It gppeared their truce was compl ete.

She shifted in her bed, ran ahand through her hair. "Isthat al?' she asked—but not unkindly, he thought,
not with atone of dismissal.

"Samish awoke me to speak with Bacquier. | cant get back to deep.”

"What would you have me do?'

Hedidn't know, he didn't know. "Tak with me**

"What about?"

" About—about the thresat. | don't want to have to go through with it. The crew is so tired, the retheo
settings—I don't know. And oncewedoit . . ."

"You arethe Magter. It isyour decison.**

"I would much rather . . ." Hisvoicetrailed off again. And he realized he did not want to talk about the
threat, or the meeting, or his shame. Too many words had already been spoken. He gazed at her inthe
dlence; her eyeswere puzzled, uncertain, but not—

Of its own accord the bonding started, he could fed her fed his need, he could sense her hesitation, and
then the release. She reached out her armsto him, and he crossed the room to where she lay. She
enfolded him in her embrace, stroking the back of his head, letting her warmth
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wash over him like scented ail. Let it go, they thought together, thereis only this moment, let dl the rest
go, and together they sought the beauty of the moment, and found it in each other.

26

Madeleine West's hand reached out for the phone while she was ill adegp. She answered it before the
first ring had ended.

"Wed."

"Hello, thisis Claude Bacquier. I'm very sorry to disturb you, but | have some urgent information.”
"Yes?' Her hushand had stirred at the sound of the phone. His hand cameto rest on her thigh. She
nicked it away like amosguito. Her own hand tensed on the receiver.

"Bernardi has been seen at 7:30 Mass at Saint Anthony's Church. That's on Shepherd Street hi the
Bronx. Thisinformation isthirdhand, but comes from avery good source, so it should be checked out
carefully.”

"Who isthe source?'

"I'mafraid | cannot tell you,"



"Who did the source get it from?"

"l don't know."

West sghed. "It's better than nothing, | guess.” And, after apause: "Are they going to carry out their
threat, do you think? Today's the day."

"l am aware. The Pope is going to meet with Zanlaagain. That isagood sign. But who knows? If you
find Tenon, get him here as soon as possible. If you do not find him ... "

The sentencetrailed off. Bacquier was hi the same boat she wasin, West redized. Hisjob wasto
develop friendly relationswith the dliens. If thisthing blew up, his career might blow up withiit. Like her
own caresr, if she couldn't manage to find Tenon with the resources of the United
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States Government behind her. Damn him. " Give me your persona number. I'll cal you if anything
happens.”

"Vey wdl."

When she hung up she glanced &t the clock. Two-fifteen, There would be some mighty grumpy agentsin
afew minutes. She got out of bed and went downgtairs to use the kitchen phone. No sense disturbing her
husband.

West dipped into a pew near the back of the church and knelt down. It was 7:20. She waswearing a
knitted cap that all but covered her eyes and a shapeless old coat which, she hoped, made her look poor
and therefore inconspicuous.

She folded her handsin an attitude of prayer and glanced covertly around her. She wasn't used to
churches. This one had an impressive stone exterior, but the inside had been painted a hideous shade of
pink, perhapsin amisguided attempt to make it cheerier. Numerous statues gazed disapprovingly out of
nooks and crannies at the color—or perhaps a her. They were dl bland and lifeless, except for the
crucifix, whose sculptor had taken agruesome delight in depicting Chrigt's suffering. Thethornsin His
crown were immense, His face was spattered with blood, His body was twisted hi agony. How did
peoplefind comfort in religion, she wondered.

She picked up atattered hymna and fingered it idly as she watched the old ladies trudge in—kerchiefed
[talian women, leaning on canes, carrying shopping bags. There were about a dozen scattered throughout
the large church as the Mass began. And not asingle man. West felt astab of anger. Another waste of
time. Damn Bernardi. And Bacquier. And the diens.

She mimicked the old ladiesin front of her, sanding and Stting on cue while her eyes swept the church.
She wished she could talk to the agents posted outside. Maybe Bernardi had sensed something and been
scared away. Maybe they were following him at thismoment, closing in on him without her. . . .

West heard anoise behind her—the dull thud of aknee-ler hitting the floor. She waited. No other sound.
She
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closed her eyes. It took al her self-discipline not to turn around and look.

She wasfurious—at hersdf, mostly. If it were Bernard!, then he had the entire length of the Massto
decide that she looked suspicious. Why hadn't she stayed outside? Why had she thought that being hi
here would somehow help matters? He would dip out of the church, lose the other agents (who were
probably adeep), and she wouldn't even redizeit until it wastoo late. And even if hedidn't losethem, he
was smart enough not to lead them to Tenon.

Shetried to cam down. Nothing to be done; just act naturd. Why should he suspect that the old lady in
the baggy coat was an FBI agent? We are the professionds, she thought, heisthe amateur.

Still, shewas grateful that the Mass seemed to move so swiftly. No time on weekday mornings for
elaboraterituds, evidently. The priest moved about the dtar with the brisk efficiency of ahousewife
setting the dinner table. Before West knew it the old ladies were bustling up to the front to receive
communion.



Should shejoin them? She didn't know Catholic etiquette. It might look odd if she were the only oneto
remain in her pew. But if shedid wak up to the dtar it would offer Bernard! (if it was Bernardi) the
perfect opportunity to disappear. She waited for amoment in the dim hope that the person would walk
past her to receive communion himsdf. But that would make things too easy, she thought grimly. Finaly
she did out of the pew and headed for the dtar.

West had never donethisbefore. Shefdlt alittle nervous as she stood in the short linein front of the
priest. It was probably blasphemy or something, especidly if you were doing it while trying to track down
apriest Maybe she would be struck by lightning as she swallowed the host An occupational hazard.

The priest was aplump middle-aged Itdian reeking of cheap after-shave. She realized as she took the
host that for the rest of her life she would associate communion with that after-shave. She put the host hi
her mouth. It tasted like cardboard, and was difficult to swallow, but the light-
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ning never struck. She turned quickly and walked back down the aide.

She stopped halfway, her eyes probing the shadows. Nobody there. Had she imagined the sound? No,
that was slly. Someone had been behind her. And now he was gone. **Bastard,” she muttered and
brokeinto arun, asthe old ladies turned to watch in shocked disbelief.

West blinked her eyes againgt the bright sunlight and motioned to Callaghan across the street. She fished
her tele-corn out of her pocket and he did the same. "Was it Bernardi?' she demanded. "Did he get
avay?'

"Relax, chief," Cdlaghan replied camly. "He just turned left onto Dunstable. Dewey's got him. Couldn't
have gone moren a couple hundred yards."

"Does he suspect anything?'

*'He looked a bit cautious, but wouldn't you?”'

She began to fed pretty foolish. There was nothing to worry about. They had their man. They were doing
their job. "Okay, I'll catch up with Dewey. The rest of you spread out but head in our direction. Keep
your telecoms on.” She hurried down the steps of the church and turned | eft.

She picked up Bernard! before she spotted Dewey—e good for Dewey. Bernardi was douching aong,
wearing ablue ski parka with the hood up. Even from behind, though, she knew it was him. At last.

She kept her distance as Bernardi walked past boarded-up brick buildings and snow-covered empty lots
strewn with frozen garbage. Not her part of town. Bernardi showed no sign that he knew hewas being
followed. That meant nothing, though. He would be too smart to give anything away.

Hetook another left turn and West lost sight of him. Dewey was up ahead on the far Sde of the stret,
though, and could still see him. Her telecom crackled to life. "He just went into—looks like alittle variety
gore. Didn't know they still existed. Want meto go after him?”

"Give him aminute," Dewey crossed and turned down the Street. She stopped at the corner.

"Just got anewspaper,” Dewey whispered. "Continuing down Eliot."
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West turned the corner and the procession resumed. Eliot Street was narrow and dark with dingy
gpartment buildings. She had afeding that thiswas where they were headed. "Let megoinfirs,” she
whispered to Dewey over the telecom. "When I'm insde, get the exits covered immediatdly. I'll tell you
whento follow meup.”

"Yes, maam.”

There was something in histone she didn't like. She knew what he was thinking: the boss wantsthe glory.
W, she had earned it. Someday he would get the glory too, if hewaslucky.

Bernardi turned and trudged up a set of steps. West increased her pace dightly. As soon as Bernard!
wasingde the gpartment building she broke into arun and signaled to Dewey, who started giving
ingructionsto the others over histelecom.

Sheraced across the street and up the steps. Near the top she felt something give way and her knee
cracked hard against the concrete. Through the haze of pain her first thought was: it'satrap. Then she



looked down and saw the large patch of ice on which she had dipped. Fool. Too eager, too careless.
And Dewey was watching her. She staggered to the top of the steps, trying to ignore the pain. Luckily,
the front door wasn't locked—she knew she didn't have the composure to jimmy it. She got to the
elevator intimeto seeitsindicator stop at three. Another break. She took a deep breath and headed up
the stairway.

Each gtair brought astab of pain. Had to beignored. She wondered if Dewey was pleased. Would they
remember to cover the roof? Damn coat was hard to run in. Wasthisthe third floor?

She dipped into the corridor just as adoor closed on ablue parka. She limped down to the door and
glanced at its number. Then she backed away and got out her telecom, "It's 314," she whispered. "Are
the exits covered?'

"Front and back are dl set," Dewey replied. "Calag-han's on hisway up to the roof now. Y ou want the
rest of usto come up?'

Let me give the orders, she thought. "One in the downstairslobby. The rest up here. Usethe gairs.”
"Right."
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Now, she thought, rest and wait for the reinforcements. But what was the point of that? There was no
danger. The sooner she got insde the better. They would think she was showboating, of course. Let
them.

She went up to the door. It looked flimsy; awell-placed kick would have done the job, but that wasn't in
her repertoire just now. Instead she knocked.

There were footsteps, then amuffled Y es?"

'It'sMrs. Esposito from upgtairs,” she said in astrangled, gasping voice. "I dunno what to do, the radiator
busted and there's hot water whooshin* al over the place and they cut off my phone"cause | missed a
month. | can't go to the super "cause they're tryin* takick me out anyway so could | use your phone
please, I'll pay you, honest.”

The door opened a crack. The chain was till in place. Bernard! looked into her eyes, and she looked
back, and hetrusted her. Helet her in.

"Your leg'sbleeding," he said to her.

"I know it," shereplied, fumbling hi her pockets. " Some-days nothin’ goesright.” She produced her gun
and ID. "You're under arrest, Father. Please don't move."

He looked surprised and hurt for amoment, and then just laughed as hah* a dozen agents appeared
breathless in the doorway with gunsdrawn. "'l guess you've got me," he said. "What's the charge, may |
ak?'

West shrugged. "Kidnaping will do. Somebody read him hisrights. Everyone else fan out and search the
place”

The gpartment was small, so not much fanning out could be done. West led the way into the bedroom,
where someone lay deeping face down on amessy bed. She snapped up the drawn shade and watched
him stir and turn.

He opened hiseyes and silentry stared at her. She registered hislooks: short, dark hair, dark eyes, broad
ears. . . and, damnit, she couldn't tell. It was close, but not exact. She knew there were blood tests and
so on that would be conclusive, but she didn't have time. So, was she looking a a human or an dien? It
was unnerving. "Do you speak English?’ she asked, idioticaly, and the cresture in the bed made no sgn
he understood.

She broke away from his puzzled gaze, findly, and
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ghrugged in resignation. Hewas dl shehad. "Takehim and let'sgo," shesaid. "Werein ahurry."

She went back into the other room. Bernardi was standing there, handcuffed, at ease, watched by an
agent "Isthat him?' she demanded.

Bernardi laughed. Tenon? Of course not It's Pete Ri-goli, worksin apizza shop on EustisAve."



West sighed. She gave afew orders and limped out into the corridor. Her leg waskilling her.

Shefound out for certain on the helicopter ride to Massachusetts. He laughed—quietly chuckling at one
of Ber-nardi'sremarks. It didn't register until she noticed his quick gaze in her direction and then she
redized: Tenon doesn't understand English. Not enough to laugh &t it, anyway. Therefore thisisn't Tenon.
"Bagtards," she muttered, and they both grinned.

West |ooked out the window, not wanting them to get any more enjoyment out of her reaction. Things
were bad enough as they stood. Her leg throbbed dully. She hadn't had a chance to have it worked on.
And shefdt the beginning of a headache. Not enough deep.

Therewas adso afunny taste in her mouth. She couldn't place it for awhile, and then she thought of the
smdll of chegp cologne and the connection was made. It was the lingering cardboardy aftertaste of the
host she had swallowed. Her blasphemy had not been overlooked, she supposed.

It was dmost enough to make you believein God.

27

"We have heard it stated,” Clement said softly to the congregation, "that mankind's knowledge has
outstripped itsreligions. The Church fightslosing battles againgt Galileo and Darwin, and peoplesfaithis
shaken. Isthe Church nothing more than arelic of ancient ignorance, vainly reinterpreting its doctrinesin
an attempt to reconcile them with modern facts?

"Wewould suggest that the oppositeistrue, that scienceis struggling fitfully toward truths our spiritua
nature has dways apprehended. And chief among theseis the interdependence of dl life, all matter. As
you did it to one of theleast of these my brethren, you did it to me. Ask the ecolo-gi<t, the physicigt if
that isnot ascientific truth aswell.

"Always our perspectives are widening, but the mora basisfor our response to these perspectives has
aways been there. Love thy neighbor asthysalf. Science makes the starving African our neighbor, and
the homeless Indian, and the oppressed Cambodian, and we realize our actions affect them, they cannot
be ignored. Now we have a new neighbor, and science struggles to understand why, and bow. But the
moral, the spiritual response to this knowledge dready exigts, and it isright. If wefdter in our gpplication
of these spiritud truths, then truly religion'sclaim to superiority islogt. Thisisacrucia time for mankind,
not the least because these truths are being put to the te<t.

"That iswhy we ask for God's blessing on our work, and your prayers. The truths will dways be there,
but men and women must alway's seek the strength to put them into practice. That strength can only exist
with God's help. Let us stand and profess our faith. / believeinoneGod . . ." eo »
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CoKingwood hung back amid the crowd of people outside the rectory as Clement entered the limousine.
Clement motioned to him. "Get in, Anthony."

Collingwood obeyed. The limousine moved off down the highway, surrounded by flashing lightsand
wailing sSrens. Clement stared out the window.

"It was not just sdf-interest—wasit, Anthony?' he said after awhile. "Y ou redly thought it wasright,
didn't you?'

"Yes Holiness"

Clement sighed. "Only God can seeinto aman's soul. And, | suppose, only He knowswhat istruly right
Thereisadiocese open in your native state. Rochester? Albany?*

"Rochegter, Holiness™

"I knew you would know. Would you like to be bishop of Rochester, Anthony?"

"1 would very much like that."

"Good. Then at least something will have been settled this morning.”

Clement stood outside the motdl. Technicians rushed by, stringing cables and carrying
complicated-looking machines. "What isal thisfor?' he asked Ashanti.

"For when they depart,” Ashanti replied. "Professor Aronson wants to measure everything that can be
measured. He believes he can find clues to the way the ship operates.”



"Do you think hewill discover anything?"

"Ah, scienceis beyond me, your Holiness. Professor Aronson isavery brilliant man. If thereisanything
to befound, hewill find it. What do you think?'

Clement shrugged. "I am asignorant asyou. | wish him luck."

Angela Summers came up to him and kissed hisring. Then she looked at him with concern. "Holiness,

"DonH worry, child. Everything isfine." He reached into his pocket "Hereisyour handkerchief back. It
was washed and pressed this morning. We shal not need it today."

Angelalooked at it, and then sllently smiled her thanks.

"Arethey ready for us?' Clement asked Bacquier.
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"Any time, your Holiness"

Asthey walked to the ship Clement noticed the soldiers, wegpons by then* sides, faces expressionless,
waiting; Above them, alonebird circled in the cold blue sky.

Theroom smelled of swest, but not the swest that he was familiar with: its odor was somehow swester,
riper, more exotic. The walls of the room were covered with posters of men he did not recognize, with
hand-lettered dogansin alanguage he did not understand. The black men sat on wooden stools and
sared a him, expressionless. Their wegpons lay acrossthelr laps; they moved their hands over them
constantly, unconscioudy, like women stroking kittens,

"What do | want -with your life, man?' Kuntasha asked. "That istoo easy. It gets me nowhere. Perhaps
you think you are brave, but don't you think that, if | could get what | wanted for my people by giving up
my own life, | would do so? Any man in thisroom would do so. But theworld is not interested.”
"Sometimesitis.”

Kuntasha dammed the table with an open palm; the other men's hands stopped moving on their
weapons. Y ou are afool, man. Theworld isinterested in power. | shoot mysdlf, the world goes about
itsbusiness. | shoot you, or the Prime Minister, the world takes notice, but nothing happens. | blow up
London, the world maybe changes.”

"For the better?"

"Maybe. For us, anyway."

"Isit worth living in aworld that has been changed in that way?"

Kuntashalooked bored and exasperated by the question, and the archbishop worried that he would
grow tired of dl thetalk. But finally he responded. "Maybe. If theworld 'doesn't change, it sureisnot
worthlivingin, | tell you that."

"If you could kill me, and by doing so achieve your god—redizing | have done you no harm and wish
you only peace—would you kill me?’

Kuntasha stared at him for along while and then stood up. He walked over to the filthy window and
gazed down
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at the barricaded street; hislong black fingers traced a meaningless pattern in the accumulated grease and
soot. "Yes," hesaid wearily. "I would cut your heart out, if | had to.”

The archbishop closed his eyes. What, after att, had he expected? And yet, there was the wearinessin
the man'svoice. It was not the weariness of a man who had answered too many pointless questions, but
adeeper, more lasting weariness, aweariness of the spirit. The archbishop thought he understood it. If he
did, there was something to talk about, acommon ground. And there had to be acommon ground. If
there wasnt, hisfaith was meaningless, and ke refused to believe that.

"Well," hesad, "let us put that option aside for the time being and explore some dternatives.”

Kuntasha turned back to him, puzzled, and then erupted with laughter.

Weasit merely areflection of hisown tension, or could he see the strain in the face of the crew member
who brought him down thetiled corridor to Zanlas office, could he fed it in that room, even before Zanla
arrived, bringing with him atall green-robed woman?



"| greet you in the name of the Numoi. Thisisthe Priestess ErgentU, whom | have asked to join usfor
thisfind meeting. Sheismy trusted adviser.”

Priestess. She, then, was the enemy, the one whose religion persecuted Tenon and the other followers of
Chilian. They stared at each other curioudy across the table—she is thinking the same thing about me, of
course—and then her gaze broke away and went to Zanla,

"I have never seen her before,” Angelawhispered to Clement.

Curious. Was shetheredl leader, only now, at the end, making her presence known? Impossible to say.
But the way she and Zanlalooked at each other made It clear that he would have to convince them
both,.

"We arewilDng to listen once again to what you have to say about our mutual problem,” Zanlasaid. "But
once againit isnot clear to me how useful our discussion can be,
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if you do not agree to return our crew member. Wewill not let the secret of the Ship be reveaed.”
Clement continued to stare at the priestess. Did she hate him, for the threat he posed to her beliefs, her
civilization? Perhaps, but he could detect no trace of hatred in her eyes. Was that because he did not
know what hatred |ooked like on an dien face? Perhaps, but eventhen. . .

No, he redlized, she was not the enemy, even if she had murdered a hundred Chitlanians, even if she
would personally blow up the Earth—or cut his heart out She was no more an enemy than Kuntasha had
been. Enmity was afdse conclusion, derived from the terrifying complexity of life. It wasthe easy
interpretation, and its result was so much suffering that Clement could not bear to think of it. Thetrue
conclusion would not end the suffering (which was anecessary part of existence) but at least it did not
cause any more—unless one counted a Crucifixion.

Things change, the power comes.

"Zanla, thereason | have cometo you today isto tell you that it istoo late. The secret has aready been
revealed."

The dienswere slent as Angelafinished her trandation. They looked at each other once, quickly, and
then Zanlasaid, "What isthe secret then?

Clement breathed deeply and stared into his eyes. "Bondmates and the retheo,” he said quietly. "When
things change, and the power comes." He paused, then added hurriedly, "We have bonding too. We call
itlove"

"Tenon," Zanlamuttered angrily. "Tenon has—"

"Love?' Ergentil interrupted, speaking for thefirg time. * Terhgps we are not sufficiently familiar with that
word."

Clement paused again, gazing at her now. "It iswhat you two fed for each other,” hesad findly. "And it
iswhat |, despite our problems, fed for both of you, for al your race. It isthe most powerful fedling of
which we are capable, and the best.”

"If you think thet thisis our secret, then why can't you travel theway we do?" Ergentil asked.
"Because we do not yet know how to harnessit,” Clement replied. "But that knowledge will come. You
have
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heard of and seen the powers of our science. All we need to know isthe right question to ask, and we
will find the answer. When you leave, the most advanced devices of our science will be recording what
happens. The scientistswill know what to ook for now."

"Y our scienceis capable of much,” Zanlasaid, "but | think perhapsit is not capable of this."

"Inthat case the mystery will be lft to people like me, who know nothing about science, but something
of love. In any case, wewill learn what thereisto learn.”

"And once it has been learned, will you use your love to destroy us?" Ergentil asked.

"I cannot speak for al humans, but | know that if | cameto your planet through love, | would comein
order to love. | would want to bond with you as | bond with my fellow human beings. Others may



choose differently, but you no longer have control over the choice.”

"How do we know—" Zanla started to say, and stopped. Another silence, an exchange of glances. "We
will,.gpesk about this privatdy," he said findly. "Please excuse us”

A dim, naked light bulb illuminated Kuntaska'stired festures. The odor of the archbishop's own swest
now mingled with that of the others. "Thiswill not work, you know," Kuntasha said. "The government will
not accept it. Or if they do, things may get better for atime, but then the evil will return. The evil dways
returns”

"Perhaps you areright. But it will not come through us, and that isall we can ask.”

Kuntasha shrugged, with the air of a man who would never know victory, only lesser forms of defeet. "1
will put the termsto avote, then." But the decision was dready made.

"Isit true?" Angelawhispered. "l know what Sabbata said but—did you learn any of it from Tenon?”

"l never said | learned it from Tenon, child. Isit true? | don't know. | would likeit to be true, and
perhaps my wishes added certainty to my words. Perhapsit is an gpproximation of the truth, whichisal
we mortals can hope for, without Divine revelation.”
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"l hopeit'struetoo.”

Clement covered her hand with his.
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"IsitHrue, Zanla?'

"I don't know. How can | know? They are only words. They sound reasonable, but—"

"He knows about bonding and the retheo. Isthere any way he could have known, except from Tenon?”'
"It was aforbidden topic. He did not hear of them from us.”

"Then the Popeisright: thisisall awaste. There is nothing to do now but return, and prepare.”

"Or rely onther love"

"Do you think we can?"

"l don't know."

Ergentil covered his hand with hers.

"We do not think it proper of you not to return Tenon to us,” Zanlasaid, "but you will not be persuaded.
Please believe me, we have never had any wish to harm you or your felow humans, we trust thet you fed
the same way toward us. We will not, therefore, carry out our threat toward you. We depart
instead—with the hope that, if we meet again, we shall meet in peace.”

"That ismy fervent prayer aswell," Clement replied. The two aienslooked defeated, he thought. He felt
arush of pity for them. He did not want to be a cause of their sorrow—but one matter remained. "1
know that your people may continue to deal harshly with the followers of Chit-lan, and that what has
happened herewill not change that policy. On Earth it is my experience that such policiesusudly fail, that
people grow stronger in their faith under such adversity. My religion was persecuted once, and now its
persecutors are forgotten, their beliefs discarded. Perhaps you are certain of the truth of what you
believe, and see no reason to tolerate other beliefs. | beg you to consider how many thingsthere are yet
to be learned about the Universe, and the possible existence of truths other than your own. If you destroy
the Chitlanians, you end the possibility of discovering their truths. We dl have much to learn from
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each other, please give thislearning a chance to take place.”

The dienswere silent for amoment, until Ergentil responded. "We do seek truth. That isthe purpose of
our Voyages."

Did she mean it?If s0, could he try then- patience alittle more? He reached into his pocket and took out
the book that he carried with him everywhere. He handed it to Ergentil. "Thisis a—atestament of what |
believe. It ismy truth. Perhaps when we meet again—and | fed that we shall—wewill be ableto talk
about such things.1*

Ergentil took the book and stared at it. Then she reached into her robes and produced one of her own.
"Hereismy truth," she said softly, giving it to Clement.



He accepted it and solemnly bowed his thanks. They gazed awkwardly at each other for amoment, and
then Clement redlized there was nothing | eft to be said. He bowed again to the silent diens, then waked
out of theroom.

Angelafollowed him down the corridor. ™Y ou won," she exclaimed.

Clement nodded absently.

"Tenon stays, they go. Thethreat isover.”

"Yes. Over."

They blinked back the sunlight asthey stood at the top of the stairs. Then Clement's eyes focused on the
scenein' front of him: the diplomats, the scientidts, the soldiers, the technicians—all eyeson him. While
he had been in the ship a hdicopter had landed. Had they caught Tenon? No, impossible, God would not
bethat crud. He saw hislimousine by the motel, waiting, ready to take him outside the compound, to the
journdigts, the Curia, the bankers, the paliticians. The poor, the starving, the homeless, the oppressed,
the unloved.

Tenon stays. And Clement stays too. Only for him there would be no sanctuary.

"Not aword, child, not aword,” he whispered, and they descended to the ground.

28

The preparations for a Departure had aready been made, so there waslittle to do except carry out the
agreeable task of telling the crew about the change of destination, It wasthe firg time Zanla's words had
caused them to cheer.

Afterward he donned his ceremonid robes and went to the Room of the Ancients where, he knew, he
would find Ergertil.

She stood aone hi the center of the room, deep in prayer. He waited silently until she noticed him. "We
areready," he murmured.

"Areyou glad to be going home?' she asked.

"I will be glad to rest. Perhaps | can rest at home.”

Together they walked back down to the lower level, where the crew sat waiting, solemn and reverent
now that the moment was at hand.

Zanlawent over to the retheo and placed the settingsin their familiar positions. Home, they seemed to
say: that iswherewe belong.

*'\We may begin the Departure,” Zanlasaid.

Ergentil came and faced him next to the retheo. They looked at each other for along moment, and then
their minds became one.

Theinterrogation in the motel room was perfunctory, and got nowhere. Bernard! kept asking for his
lawyer, and pleasantly refused to answer any questions. Finally someone rushed into the room and
whispered something to the FBI agents. They left immediately, telling Bernardi to stay where he was.
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Bernard! obeyed for afew minutes, then decided he was being silly, and wandered down to the [obby. It
was empty. He went outside.

The crowd all faced the blue ship. "What's up?' he asked atall man in an overcoat.

The man gave him awhat-planet-did-you-come-from look and muttered, "They'releaving.”

"For good?!

"That's what the Pope says."

Leaving, Bernardi thought Without Tenon. He smiled and stared at the ship, which loomed silent and
unmoving before him.

"Fatherl" afamiliar voice cried.

Heturned and saw Angela Summers making her way toward him. "The two felons meet again,” he said,
holding out his hand.

Angeapressed it warmly, "They told me you had been caught but—"



"But that'sdl they caught, except for afriend of mine who runs a pizzaparlor and looks suspicioudy like
andien. You've been busy too, | gather. How did Clement manage to get them to leave?"
Angelablushed and looked down. "I've spent al my time since we |eft the ship trying to avoid answering
that question, Father. His Holinesswill only say that the Holy Spirit waswith him."

"Not abad companion. Is Clement around for his moment of triumph? I've never seen aPPopein person.”
"No, heleft right away. He. . . jthe Popeis not a happy man, you know."

Bernardi sighed. "He's not paid to be happy, Angda. Hell get hisreward in Heaven."

"He's il on Earth, though, and that's the problem.”

They fell slent and watched the ship again. Bernardi could hear messages crackling back and forth over
tele-corns. A helicopter—his helicopter>—circled the area and then took up apostion off to hisleft A
gust of wind sprang up out of nowhere. Why hadn't he thought to put on his parka?

"Do you think well ever find out the truth?* Angdaasked. "About Chilian, and the res?!
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"I think well see the Numoi again, one way or another. But the truth about Chitlan—no matter how much
we know, it'll dways be aquestion of faith. Some will believe, somewon't.”

"Doyou believe?"

Bernardi smiled. "I believeit's getting quite cold.”

And suddenly Angela placed ahand on hisarm and pointed to the ship. It took him amoment to notice.
The shimmering was not from the sun, the darkness was not from shadows. The pyramid was
disappearing gradually, like adream dispersing in daylight The center became dark, and the blackness
gpread to the glittering exterior, and then the color changed back to blue—but it was the blue of the sky
behind it. The ship was gone.

Or perhaps not Bernardi thought Perhapsit would never leave entirely; some ghostly residue would
remain, if not on the spot then in the eyes of those who had seenit.

People continued to stare for along time after there was nothing left to see. "Gone," someone behind him
whispered, atrace of sadnessin her voice.

"Except for the one they |eft behind,” someone ese murmured.

Angedlalooked at Bernardi. Her hand was till on hisarm. "What about the one they |eft behind, Father?!
Bernardi chuckled. "Y ou have your secret, and | have mine. I'll tell you this, though. | wouldn't be
surprised if he ends up happier than either of us managesto be. What are you going to do with yoursdlf
now, Angea?'

She shrugged. "I have atrandating job to do for hisHoliness. Then. . . ." She shrugged again. "What
about your*

He shrugged, and after amoment they both laughed.

"Well, maybe Tenon knowswhat he'sgoing to do,” Angelasaid. "1 wish him luck."

Bernardi nodded his agreement. Together they walked back to the motel and out of the cold.
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Epilogue

It was summer. He was on his kneesin the hot sun, weeding. He was not uncomfortable, despite his
robe; he was used to heet likethis.

In the distance he saw the red machine moving through the fields. Tractor, he said to himself. Someday,
perhaps, he would know enough to be able to help with the tractor. There was agreat deal to be
learned.

He was not stupid, though, and not at al lazy. He would do what was required of him, and more. All he
asked was achance. A chanceto—

A shadow moved across his patch of ground'. He squinted up at the white-cowled figure looming above
him. The figure made some signswith his hands. He nodded his understanding, and the figure went away.
He rose and brushed the dirt off the knees of hisrobe. Then he walked back to the large stone building at
thetop of thehill.



Dom Michael watched him enter the small office, and as dwaystried to keep the curiosity out of his
gaze. It had not been easy on that morning when Bernard! had |eft the poor fellow on his doorstep. But
asthe months went by and Prater Joseph entered more and more fully into thelife of the abbey . . . well,
there was less and less to be curious about. Old identities were shed like ragged, usdless garments when
one entered aplace like this; his garment may have been stranger than the rest, but it was evidently no
harder to get rid of.

"Prater Joseph, please sit down."”

He sat. Dom Michad tried to frame his sentences clearly
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and smply. It was hard to know when he wasfailing to communicate.

"How are your studies coming, Joseph?”’

The words came back dowly but accuratdly. "Very well, Father Abbot”

"I'm glad to hear it. The prior informs me you are making greeat progress. Everyoneis pleased with the
way you havefit in here. Now, thereason | called you in from your v work isthat | have some important
news concerning your status." He paused, and made a specia effort to be clear. "Asyou know, you are
now what is called an oblate: that is, you are alayperson who sharesin our work at the abbey but
without taking any vows, and therefore without any forma religious obligations. Y ou have asked for
permission to enter the novitiate in order to prepare for becoming afull-fiedged member of our
community. Dueto the, uh, unusual circumstances of your case we did not fed we could grant your
request without consulting our superiors, so | wrote to our Abbot-Generd, who in turn took the matter
up with the Holy See. The decision came back to us today—surprisingly quickly, as such thingsgo. Y our
request has been granted. Y ou are now anovice hi the Order of the Cigtercians of the Strict Observance.
Did you follow dl of that, Joseph?"

He nodded. "I think so. The answer isyes.”

Dom Michael amiled. "The answer isyes," he repeated gently. ™Y ou will becomea Trappisl. The
approval came by letter from the Vatican. Thereisaso apersond messagefor you," Hedid asmal
envelope across the desk. "Y ou may read it when you like."

"Thank you. Thank you, Father Abbot."

Smiling, Prater Joseph rose and bowed. Dom Michadl inclined hishead in return, and watched him leave.
Our lives are very peaceful, he bad told Al Bernardi that cold, foggy morning. Nothing happens here.
Only inthe eyes of theworld, of course. The spiritud life hasits own excitements, its own intense
joys—qgresater than any the world hasto offer. Thiswas one of them.

It would not surprise him if Prater Joseph became quite agood monk.
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"I believe in one holy catholic and apostolic Church ..."

Hewould work al the harder. He would pull weeds as they had never been pulled before. He would
magter the language—the language he would rarely speak. He would memorize the prayers, learn the
intricacies of the dogma, become a credit to the Order.

His heart brimmed with gratitude, to al the people who had helped him, but most of dl to the God who
had led him to this place. Perhaps, he thought, awestruck, it had al been for him: forces stretching across
the Universe, patterns working their way out over generations, to enable him to come here and give glory
to God. Perhaps Zanla's retheo setting had not been random or accidental, but because of his presence.
Now wasthe time for the two races to meet, so that he could become Frater Joseph, and pull these
weeds.

That could hardly be, though. Perhapsit was sinful even to congder it. He would ask his spiritual
director. In the meantime, al he could do wasto strive to be worthy of such aplacein the scheme of
things

"/ acknowledge one Baptism for the forgiveness of sins. . ."



He thought of the Ietter, which had dispdlled hislast remaining qualms about his new life. If Sabbatawas
not distressed, then what harm had he done? He could dispense with his previous Ufe with atrace of
nostalgia, but without regret. . . .

"/ look for the resurrection of the dead, and the life of theworld to come. Amen.”

., . because in asense he had dready found the life of the world to come. He had only avague
understanding of Heaven asyet, but he could not believe it would be much . different from the world he
inhabited now.

When he had finished weeding his patch of the garden he stood up and wiped his brow. A monk passing
by in apickup truck waved to him, and he waved back. He took the envelope out of the pocket of his
robe and struggled again to read the fina sentences of the brief |etter indde.

., . God blessyou, Frater Joseph. Y ou have my prayers—and my envy.

Clement

Envy. When he got back to the abbey, he would have to look up the word envy.



