SCOIT MACKAY
THE SAGES OF CASSI CPEI A

ON A CLEAR COLD NOVEMBER ni ght in 1572, near the town of Knudstrup in Denmark
Tycho Brahe, one of the | ast great naked-eye astrononers, stood on the west
tower of his uncle's abbey, Herritzvad, gazing up at the sky. He took his eye
away from his sextant and gl anced at his brother Magnus. Magnus swept the

st one

floor, his nongoloid eyes staring at the dying enbers in the grate, his breath
frosting over in the frigid air.

"Magnus," called Tycho. "I've discovered a new star. Cone see for yourself. It
out shi nes Venus."

Magnus didn't ook up. Hs idiot brother continued to sweep the sanme spot of

stone floor, his red hair shaggy over his flattened skull, his eyes
good- nat ur ed

but dull. If only he would do sonething useful, like build the fire, fetch
somne

warm spi ced wi ne, or enpty the chanber pot. | have studi ed at Copenhagen

Lei pzi g Rostock, and Augsburg have given |l ectures by royal command to King
Frederick and his court. And | ask nyself, can this unfortunate dunce be ny
si bling?

Tycho turned back to his sextant and | ooked up at the newly | um nous object
shining brightly anmong the nurkier stars of Cassiopeia. How far is this new
star

away fromthe earth? Is it part of the great cogwheel of planets that rolls
around the earth, or is it perched somewhere between the nmoon and the sun?
Tycho

lifted his quill and nade a notation. Position unchanged. How to explain this
phenonenon? WAs it sonething that m ght confirmhis own careful notion of the
uni verse, that the sun revolved around the earth, that the planets revol ved
around the sun, that together the sun and the planets rolled |ike a big whee
t hrough the sky with earth as its hub?

Behi nd him Magnus stopped sweeping. Tycho put his quill down and turned
around.

Magnus | eaned the broom against the wall and | unbered over to the fire. He
lifted the iron poker and stirred the enbers, show ng unexpected initiative,
took a few small pieces of firewood and piled themin an intricate cat's
cradle.

Tycho dropped his quill and took a few steps forward, forgetting about the new
star. Was this his brother, the same unfortunate soul he had to feed and

cl ot he

every norning the sane dullard who had never spoken an intelligible word in
hi s

l[ife, and who didn't have the manual dexterity to fit his own cod-piece? Was
this Magnus, building this well-designed and thoughtful palace of wood?

Magnus | eaned forward and bl ew on the enbers, coaxing the flames. Was it a
mracle? Magnus stirred the enbers again, turning themthe way a baker folds
currants into a pudding his fingers, for the first tinme ever, ninble and
careful. The fire sprang up, licked the fresh wood, then cracked and popped.
The

light of the fire played over Magnus' freckled face, danced in his nongoloid



eyes, rippled through his carrot orange hair. Was this God's fair hand at
wor Kk,
a divine intervention turning a fool into a sage?

Tycho put his hand on his brother's shoul der. Magnus | ooked up at Tycho, and
in

the idiot's eyes the mst of stupidity lifted, and a brother's recognition,

| ove, and devotion took their rightful place. Tycho | eaned forward.

"Magnus?" he said.

Magnus got up, straightened his shoulders, stood to his full height, and

wal ked,

not lumbered, to the sextant. Wth unexpected delicacy he put his eye to the
i nstrument. Tycho stood back, his blood running lightly through his body,
tickling his heart with anticipation. The idiot worked his |ips back and
forth.

Then he | ooked at Tycho, his eyes bright with discovery.

"Venus?" said Magnus.

H's brother's first word; so fitting it should be the nane of earth's sister
pl anet. Tears cane to Tycho's eyes. This was a miracle. Nothing like this had
ever happened in Knudstrup before.

"No, Magnus," he said. "Not Venus. A new star in the Cassiopeia constellation
But you will learn, dear brother. You will learn everything I know "

Tycho sat on the hard unconfortable chair across from Bi shop Anders, feeling
out

of place in these holy chanbers, uneasy, as if the nounted stag's head above
t he

| arge and never. extinguished fire watched him Despite the bright day and
unseasonabl e warnth, the shutters remnai ned cl osed. The bi shop wore his

heavi est

bl ack robe. Tycho was here to show the old man his | atest astronom cal notes.
The bi shop was an inportant man, the king's envoy in this province of Scania,
and if Tycho could pl ease the king through Bi shop Anders, his work woul d
conti nue unhi ndered, and with royal sanction

The bi shop pushed the sheets aside, his brow knitting. He got up, anbled over
to

the fire, and stirred the enbers with the poker. The fire danced fromthe
ashes,

casting unruly shadows on the rafters. So prudent to please the court, and
nor e

i nportantly, the Church, even after the Reformation, especially because he was
a

Lutheran in Catholic territory. But what, exactly, pleased Bi shop Anders?

Bi shop

Anders preached frugality and sacrifice fromthe pulpit, yet lived like a
prince

and allowed the brothers of the order to eat red neat every day. How was one
to

reconcile the stag's head nounted on the wall with the figure of Christ on the
Crucifix next to the window? Truly a puzzling man, an unpredictable and

unpl easant man, a man who had al ways envi ed the house of Brahe. The bi shop
turned fromthe fire

"Circles and nunbers and endl ess observations," said Bishop Anders. "A truly



meti cul ous account of Qur Lord's universe." He walked to the table and
shuffl ed

t hrough the sheets. "But this here," he said, pointing, "where you nmention
Koper ni k of Cracow. Wiy nust you do that? Everyone knows he was damed as a
heretical fool. H's work is no better than the scrawl of a nadman."

"Your Holiness, | nention Koperni k because of the di screpancies he di scovered
in

Ptoleny's system Certainly he was m sguided to claimthe sun resides at the
center of the universe, but perhaps you haven't fully understood ny fina
calcul ations,"” said Tycho. "You'll see that |I've expl ai ned Kopernik's

i nconsi stenci es while keeping earth in its true and proper place."

"I don't care about your calcul ations, Lord Brahe," said the bishop. "I care
about your soul. And | sonetinmes fear the way of science leads directly to the
Devil. Is it not better to behold and worship God's mracles? Everything you

need to knowis witten here." The bishop tapped the thick Bible on the table.
"Let us not question God's wisdomin putting the earth in the center of the
uni verse. Let us not question this new star in the sky, for there was once a
star over Bethlehemw th the same benign radi ance. Let us not question how
your

br ot her has gai ned reason or how the wi dow Huitfeldt's Peder has been touched
with intelligence. These are mracles, Lord Brahe, and to pursue themw th
scientific study shows ill judgnment and a tenperanent hardly attuned to the
truer course of prayer."

The Brahe brothers wal ked through the village of Knudstrup, Tycho on his nare,
Magnus | eading the horse by a rope. As they neared the canal, the village
bullies emerged from behind the enmbankment and pelted Magnus with nud and cow
dung, l|aughing, shrieking with cruel glee.

"Be gone with you, wetched curs,” cried Tycho, drawi ng his sword.

Mich to Tycho's surprise, Magnus darted away fromthe horse. The boys stood
there with terror in their eyes. Magnus grabbed two of the biggest, dragged

t hem

ki cki ng and screanming to the enmbanknment wall, and, using his ox-like strength,
pitched theminto the canal. The others scattered |ike wheat chaff in the w nd
while the two wet culprits sputtered for breath and pulled thensel ves up onto
t he muddy bank. Magnus turned to Tycho.

"Achilly imersion for these we'er-do-well knaves," he said, |aughing.

"For all the cripples they've stoned and all the idiots they' ve scoffed."
"Dear brother, are you truly Magnus ?"

"OfF Herritzvad Abbey, the sinple sibling of the great Tycho. My bel oved Tyge,
who knows the secret clockwork of the stars.”

"Yes, but not as sinple as before. The Holy Father has bl essed ne, Magnus.
I've
found a new star, and |'ve found a new brother."

They wal ked past the village conmmon, where the grass had turned brown and the
hoar-frost bearded the branbles in the far thicket. Magnus strode al ong beside
the horse, a new nman, refashioned into the brother Tycho had never had, his
eyes

qui ck, full of purpose, his face rosy in the norning cold. Of to see the

wi dow



Huitfel dt, because she, too, had been blessed by this mracle. Tycho had to
??efor hi msel f, had to know that the widow Huitfeldt's idiot son Peder had
?gﬁzhed by the same hand of reason. Tycho had to see it because if the |ight
?;telligence had finally come to Peder Huitfeldt, then Tycho coul d enbrace,
wi t hout secret doubt, the mracul ous transformation of his brother

"Then it is not Venus, Tyge?" asked Magnus.

And yet was this intelligence, to pick up the strain of a conversation days
ol d,
with no proper reference, to dive right in and expect the listener to follow?

"No, Magnus, not Venus. Venus roanms across the sky and this new star is fixed.
What we see each night in the constellation of Cassiopeia is not only a new
star, but a new kind of star."”

"But why doesn't this star nove |ike Venus, Mars, or Jupiter? Why nust it be
shackled to the sky Iike a prisoner, and not free to roamlike its brothers
and

sisters?"

"Magnus, | believe this new star rmust nmake its home in the celestial globe,
beyond the endl ess round of the sun, the noon, and the planets, and that it is
affixed to this globe like all the other stars."

"Brother Tyge, perhaps this new star is not a star at all; perhaps it floats
just beyond the ether and watches us. Perhaps this silver snudge in the
heavens

may be the Holy Creator's eye."

Tycho smled. The light of intelligence may have touched his brother Magnus,
but

in many ways he was still a child, naive and precocious, eager to junmp to
Swift

conclusions in order to avoid careful study and observation. Yet even the nost
far-fetched specul ations couldn't be dismssed at this early stage; if the
Hol y

Maker's hand could so change his brother, why couldn't H s eye hover just
above

the ether? Had there ever been an object like this before? The sol ar eclipse
of

1560, which so inspired his interest in astronony, now seened conmonpl ace. The
conjunction of Saturn and Jupiter in 1563, which had deternined the nature of
his life's work, was of no significance when conpared to this strangest and
nost

brilliant of celestial objects. Only rigorous neasurenent would insure an

expl anati on.

"Brot her Magnus, your devotion is strong and deep, but let us not allow our
religious fervor to overrule a nore reasonabl e approach. W shall wait and
see.

The star shall nake itself known."

"But Tyge, believe nme when | tell you, this is not a star. It is an eye. And
it
wat ches us, even when we sleep in our beds."



"W shall see, Magnus, we shall see."

They passed the tanner's, the cart-wight's, and the silk weaver's, and soon
cane to the widow Huitfeldt's thatched roof cottage at the edge of the

vi | | age.

Peder stood outside with a large staff in his hand, gazing at the sun, and the
nmonent Tycho saw him he knew it was true, that the inbecile' s torpor had been
lifted by the same divine hand that had so graced his brother, and that Peder
now observed the world with keen quick eyes. As Peder heard their horse
approach, he turned fromthe sunrise, and when he saw Tycho, sank to one knee
and doffed his hat, in homage to the astronomer's noble rank

"Ri se, Peder," called Tycho. "I see with my own eyes the change God has

wr ought

in you. The bishop tells nme you have been bl essed with the full use of your
faculties, and that you have been conducting experinments on the novenents of
t he

sun. "

Peder and Magnus acknow edged each other with a silent nod, as if they

bel onged

to a guild of freemasons, or some such other secret society; joined by this
common mracle, they were brothers in their newfound intelligence. How
strange

to see the folds of Cathay lidding their eyes, yet the nmist of the fool w ped
clear.

"I have measured here with nmy staff the angle at which the sun's light falls
upon the earth," said Peder, talking not to Tycho but to Magnus. "See here
with

these strokes in the ground the way the angle wi dens fromyonder plane tree as
the sun daily retreats south. Wtness the | eaves of yonder tree; they lie on

t he

grass, yellow and brown, and as brittle as egg shell. The nights are long the
days short, and the wind blows cold fromthe northwest. | sense a change of
season. "

"Your observations are correct, Peder. Wnter is only weeks away," expl ai ned
Tycho.

"But can the seasons be so short?" asked Peder, again addressing Magnus. "\WWat
of the wheat in the field? WIIl it have tine to ripen? Surely we shal
starve."

They were like children, discovering the world for the first time, visitors
from

the real mof idiocy, observing the earth without reference, unable to connect
the pieces in any neani ngful way, draw ng fal se conclusions fromreasonabl e
conj ect ure.

"Have no fear, Peder," said Tycho. "Perhaps in | ess fortunate kingdonms the
subj ects may starve. But here in Denmark we've al ways made suffi ci ent
provi si on

for winter."

"Perhaps it is the tilt," said Magnus.

"Aye, Magnus," said Peder. "I suspect this orb spins a-kilter on its axis."

"Aye, Peder," said Magnus, "but what of Ptoleny?"



"Now, see here," said Tycho, interrupting. "You haven't read the thirteen
books

of Ptolemy's Al nagest, have you, so please desist." Tal king of astronony, his
voi ce took on an inperious tone. "The earth doesn't spin. The earth sits
notionless in the center of the universe. It does not tilt. C audius Ptoleny
was

at |least right about that."

The two sinpl etons gazed at each other. Neither of you understands me, thought
Tycho. As much as he loved his brother, as nuch as his brother shared his sane
profound interest in astronomy, he couldn't expect Magnus to inmedi ately
conprehend the conpl ex workings of the universe in the few nmonths since the
appear ance of the new star.

I N LATE MAY, Tycho and Magnus, ever in the pursuit of scientific curiosity,
traveled to the asylum at Skokl oster. The carri age bounced over the road,
hitting pot-holes and ruts carved out by the spring rain. Four nounted squires

in chain-mail, armed with battle swords for the protection of Tycho and his
brot her, shared coarse jests and oaths as they rode their chargers on either
side of the carriage. Tycho found it insufferable. Yet this noise, this
bone-shaking ride didn't distract his brother -- a great tome |ay open upon
hi s

lap, the revered Ptolemy's Al nagest. As they crossed the bridge over the R ver
Skern, and the drab stone walls and towers of Skokl oster carne into view,
Magnus

turned the | ast page and put the heavy book aside. He | ooked up at Tycho,
lifted

his knuckle to his nmouth, and nibbled, as if he were preoccupied with a great
Worry.

"You are right, Tyge, his systemis faulted. Wiy does he worship the perfect
circle as if it were a deity? He wears the Aristotelian cosnology like a
shackle, clings to it like a wet-nurse, feeds upon its nilk of false
assunptions, and postul ates the nmost unlikely machinery of epicycle, deferent,
and equant. The universe nmust be far sinpler than this."

"And how do you propose the planets nove, Magnus? In perfect squares?"

"You tease me, brother. But you nmust see this weakness: if nmy thunb is | ong,

wi Il make a bigger glove; if nmy planet strays, | will nake a | arger epicycle,
or

per haps shrink ny deferent; if the wayward path continues, | wll happily
explain all with ny equant. | have forty wheels, and | can fit ny forty wheels
to anything I see. No, Tyge, | fear Ptoleny was less interested in a single

ultimate truth than in reconciling the suspect Aristotelian cosnology with the
t hi ngs he saw. "

"Your raw intelligence needs to be tenmpered by wi sdom and experience, Magnus,"
said Tycho. "You nust understand that conpronise, especially when it cones to
scientific enquiry, is always the nost reasonabl e approach. No doubt the
intricacies of Ptoleny's systemat tines seem | abored. Kopernik of Cracow, on
t he ot her hand, has nothing but heretical speculation and only twenty-seven of
the nost inexact observations. The answer |ies somewhere in between. | am at
present drafting nmy own system a conpronise between old and new, the best and
nost reasonabl e course.”

"As you say, brother. But let us watch the way the eye in the sky watches," he
said, gesturing out the carriage wi ndow at the new star, which now burned even



during the daylight hours. "Then we shall know the truth."
"Magnus, it's not an eye. Wiy do you insist on that?"
"Tyge, it's an eye, and it watches us."

Such are the notions of fools. But he had a tender heart for his brother, and
gladly tolerated the occasional nonsense that cane out of his nouth.

The carriage canme to a stop in front of the asylum The doorkeeper let them
t hrough. And Tycho saw that all the runors were true, that wit, sense, and

l ogic

had come to these i nmates of Skokloster, that the benign radi ance of
Cassiopeia's star had set themfree of their delusions and ni ght mares.

Skokl oster's turnkey no | onger bothered with I eg-irons or any of the other
customary restraints used to safeguard the public fromthe unpredictable
antics

of madmen. The inmates wandered freely, conversed in small groups, their words
scholarly and gentle, as if this weren't the madnmen's pen but the quadrangle
at

the university in Rostock. Some sat at tables, quills scribbling, making

not es,

puzzling through cal cul ati ons, recording observations, while a group of others

gazed at the new star as if, |ike Magnus, they understood its exact nature. A
few others, huddled in their rags atop the archway | eading to the stable,
dropped object after object -- first a rooster's head, then an apple core,

t hen

a rusted cannon ball -- into the small alley below, recording on a slate

t abl et

t he speed and manner w th which each one fell

So it was true of Skokloster as well. And everywhere in Denmark it was the
sane.

Fool s and madnen waking up for the first tine in their lives. Al displayed

t he

same observational zeal and scientific curiosity, just like Magnus. But if you
were to ask any of them about the new star, they all had the sanme answer. That
it watched earth. That it wasn't a star but an eye.

A year later, in June of 1574, the new star no |onger shone so brightly. Tycho
and Magnus sat at a groaning board up in the abbey's west tower enjoying a

m dni ght repast of wild thrush stuffed with sage and bread crumbs, figs with
sal am, and warm beer sweetened with honey. Magnus, no | onger dressed in

coar se

wool ens but in the stylish finery befitting a young |ord, studied Tycho's

| at est

notes. You will learn, brother Magnus. You will learn everything |I know - and
SO

it had come to pass. Magnus coll ected the sheets, straightened them put them
on

the table, and | ooked up at Tycho.

"Tyge . . . " he said. He faltered. "Tyge, you are ny brother and | |ove you
I'"mglad we've spent these ei ghteen nmonths together. You have taught nme much."
Magnus pushed his plate away, as if he were no |onger hungry, as if what he
wer e

trying to tell Tycho caused hima great deal of distress. "Your observationa
genius | will never doubt. You understand the worth of neasurement such as no
scientist ever has. But science is nore than just measurenent, Tyge. You



shoul d

not so quickly dism ss Kopernik's idea. The Polish nmonk is right. The earth
roams. Why shouldn't it roan? Wiy nust it cling to the center of the universe
the way you cling to the old Aristotelian cosnol ogy?"

Tycho felt the bl ood spreading through his face. "The earth doesn't nove," he
said. "The earth is like the hub of the mller's wheel, silent, still, and
maj estic."

"But what about the way Mars has behaved over the | ast few weeks?"

Tycho | ooked at his brother, his eyes growing wide. "Yes, a nost interesting
back-tracking. And you can see here in the final pages of this draft just how
|'ve accounted for these rogue novenents of the red planet.”

"You've built a castle of Ptol emaic mathematics to explain sonmething a child
shoul d understand. Let old Sol act as a maypole. Let Earth roamlike its
Jovi an

brothers and sisters.”

"A child s explanation can never map the conplexities of the universe, Mgnus.
This hurried work of Kopernik's is pretty, and has a geometric appeal, but
unfortunately is insupportable, even with nmy current observations."

"But what of Mars? Not even your accommodati ng system can account for this
curious retrograde we see nightly. Cone. Let us | ook again. The air is mld
It

is afine night for the play of planets."

They left the table and clinmbed the few steps to the turret. The air snelled

of

l[ilac, an oW hooted sonmewhere off in the wood, and the starry heavens arched
above themin a noonless night. Two sextants, one clanped in the position of

Casseopei a's new star, one uncl anmped and ready to foll ow the novenents of the
pl anets, stood agai nst the parapet.

"Tyge, you have done all the work," said Magnus. "You have made hundreds upon
hundreds of your own personal observations with the finest instruments yet
avail able. | love you, Tyge. | will never forget the tine |I've spent with you.
And when | go | will always renenber you."

"Brother, you utter the words of a fool. What is this |eave-taking you speak
of ?

W will be together. Always. | knowwe will."
"Tyge, listen to nme. The eye in the sky grows dimand | haven't nuch tine.
Must

the worl d renenber the noble Brahe of Knudstrup as the nan who could see only
with his eyes and not with his mnd? Your system has many ponder ous

i ncongruities. The geometric center of your universe is badly placed. Your

pl anets swirl and strut |ike a band of drunkards, careen and spin |ike

acr obat s,

all to support the dimnotion that the earth is at the center of the universe.
I

| ove you, Tyge, you have been the best of brothers, so please . . . please,
listen to ne."

"Are you again |osing your reason, brother Magnus?"

Magnus put his eye to the second sextant. He turned to Tycho and rested his



hand
on his brother's shoul der

"Remenber your brother as you see himnow, " said Magnus. "Renenber what | tel
you. The sun resides in the center of the universe. Earth revol ves around the
sun, along with the planets, noves not in a circular orbit but in an ellipse,
rotates once a day, and provides the geonetric center for only the noon's
orbit.

Al the idiots of Casseopeia agree on this. Please. Take another | ook at the
red

pl anet and you will see that | speak the truth. It is with a brother's love |
wi sh for you a nore proper understanding. Aristotle is dead. Ptoleny is dead.
But if you just take another | ook at Mars, Tycho Brahe will live forever."

"Why do you stand like that, Magnus, with your shoul ders showi ng the stoop of
t he sinpleton? And why has your face gone so pal e?"

"Pl ease, Tyge, one nore | ook at ancient Ares, and you will see his novenents
can
only be explained by the Polish nonk's configurations."

They gazed at each other. Tycho had never seen Magnus so desperate. He | ooked
like a man about to face the gi bbet. Wat could he do but hunor his bel oved
br ot her ?

He put his eye to the sextant and di scovered that since last night's
observation, Mars had noved in retrograde several degrees of an arc. Tycho
adjusted the sextant and clanped it. The warrior planet shone like a red enber
in the mdnight sky, brightly and nore persistently than ever. Tycho began to
see that this newy observed lum nosity had to have a reason, that this

bri ght ness worked hand in hand with the backward tracking, snoothly and
sinply,

not with the swirl and strut of a drunkard, but with the even-kiltered grace
of

a ship on settled waters. This rogue nmovenent couldn't be explained with the
tangl ed mat hematics of Ptol eny, but maybe, after all, with the child-1ike
precepts of the Polish monk. How sinple it now seemed. How beautiful and
exalted. At last he sawit, not only with his eyes, but with his mnd. The
hol y

cl ockwork of the heavens as it really was, not as a castle of far-fetched

cal cul ati ons.

But then he heard a broom behind him and in that same instant, the Iight of

t he

new star finally went out. He turned around and saw his brother sweeping the
same bit of stone floor over and over again, the spark of reason gone fromhis
nmongol oi d eyes. Gone, all gone in an instant, his bel oved brother, again

bani shed to his tornmented |life of nightmares and del usi ons, his body again

twi sted out of shape. "Magnus?" said Tycho, taking a few steps forward.

" Magnus,

where have you gone? Pl ease, dear Magnus, cone hither. Do not |eave ne."

But Magnus stood there and swept, gazing at the dull dark spot where the star
of

Casseopei a so recently shone. Then calmy, deliberately, he urinated in his
silk

hosi ery.

The bi shop's pal ace | ooned dark agai nst the noonlight, its towers jagged and
i mposing, the crenellations of its battlenments like teeth. Here, on this stony



and barren approach near the sea, the wi nd never stopped and nothing but a few
pat ches of yellow grass clung to the sparse top-soil. Tycho, as always, |ooked
up at the sky. Magnus led his horse toward the pal ace gates. Hi s brother
shoul d

have stayed at Herritzvad Abbey. Storm clouds noved in fromthe north and he
and

Magnus woul d get drenched comi ng hone. But there was nothing the sinpleton

l'i ked

better than to |l ead the horse by the rope, and a little rain would never harm
hi m

Magnus stopped the horse outside the gate. Tycho di smounted, knowi ng full well
why the bishop had sent for himin the nmddle of the night: his revised
system

anended to include many of the principles Magnus had clarified, had net with
di spl easure at the court.

He pounded at the door with the large iron knocker. One of the brothers of the
order, wearing a black skull-cap, let themin. Magnus led the horse to a pile
of

hay just inside the palace walls and stood in the dark, obedient and silent,
ill-at-ease, while the horse ate. Tycho followed the brother into the |arge
hal |, where the finest tapestries fromPersia hung on the walls and snoky
torches cast fitful shadows over the rough floor. He followed the brother down
t he passage to the bishop's chanbers. The brother gave himone | ast |ook, as

i f

he were an object of curiosity and pity, then pushed the heavy oak door open
The bishop stood in front of the fire with his back to Tycho, his black robe
darker than the surroundi ng gloom Sonmething fluttered up in the rafters.

Qut si de, the wi nd, gaining strength, noaned over the rocks and through the
turrets, and a few |large drops fell against the shutters.

"I have prayed for you, Lord Brahe," said the bishop, keeping his back to the

astrononer, his voice grave. "l have asked the Divine Creator to forgive you
your trespass and bl aspheny, and to bless you with H s holy guidance. | have
asked Hmto lead you to a better understanding of H s true design." The

bi shop

turned around. He advanced to the table and Iifted a sheaf of papers. "I

cannot

permt this," he said. "You haven't evaluated the evidence as a true scienti st
shoul d. Wuld a true scientist allowthe sun to reside at the center of the
uni verse? | fear you nust undertake a serious revision, Lord Brahe, if you are
to align your work with the principles of the Holy Maker."

Wth his nethod and observations called into doubt by the bishop's unswerving
vi ews, Tycho at |ast understood the breadth and darkness of the gulf that

st ood

bet ween them but he nust try and bridge that chasm to nake the bishop
understand that there was indeed a place for enpirical measurenment in science.
"Your Holiness," he said, as calmy as he could, "I believe you'll see by ny
| atest cal cul ations, especially those describing the notions of the warrior
pl anet, that the discrepancies so shrewdly detailed in Kopernik's De

revol utioni bus can only be explained by --"

"We are not here to discuss your explanations and cal cul ati ons, Lord Brahe,"
sai d the bishop, raising his hand. "Koperni k nmade a better canon than he did a
scientist, and his heretical notions are of no value or relevance. W are now
concerned with your soul."



The bi shop dropped the sheaf of paper on the table, his skin stretched Iike
parchnent over his bony face as he held the astononmer's gaze. Qut in the
passage, Tycho heard dol eful plainsong enanate fromthe pal ace chapel, the
brothers joining in a lugubrious chant, praising their Almghty God with a
dar k

and unvaryi ng nel ody.

"Your Holiness, all ny hundreds of observations support Kopernik's
hel i ocentric
t heory."

"Do not talk to me of heliocentricity," said the bishop. "Let us concern
ourselves with your salvation, Lord Brahe. Let us concern ourselves with your
Uncle Steen's estate here in Knudstrup and how by royal order, Herritzvad
Abbey

could be confiscated, just as it was once so easily confiscated fromthe
Benedi cti ne nmonks. Let us concern ourselves with your nother Beate and her
position as Mstress of the Robes to Queen Sophia, and how she could be so
easily disnmissed if her son were to persist in this blaspheny.™

The bi shop turned away from Tycho, wal ked over to the fire, and stirred the
enbers until the flanes |eapt up the flue, the wood cracki ng and popping |ike
t he breaking of bones. The confiscation of Herritzvad Abbey fromthe
Benedi cti ne

nmonks still rankled the old bishop, even though it had happened nany years
ago.

Tycho felt like stalking the bishop against the back of his head with the flat
of his sword, but he kept his weapon sheathed, and stiffened his resolve.

"I will not be coerced," he said, his voice quiet but firm

Bi shop Anders turned fromthe fire, his eyes as grimas death. "Lord Brahe,
this

is not coercion, this is guidance," he said, approaching the table. "W can't
have you gai n-saying the age-old doctrines of the Church.” He lifted the hot
poker toward Tycho's face and held it a few inches fromthe astrononer's right
eye. "I won't have the power and prestige of ny diocese undercut by a

m schi evous Lut heran who thinks he understands the heavens better than | do."

"And you have the king's blessing in this?"

"I have the king's blessing in everything," he said, |owering the poker
"Heliocentricity! And the earth to roamlike a comobn vagabond? These are the
noti ons of a madman." The bi shop | eaned forward, pinning himwth his rheuny
bl ue eyes. "And do you know what we do with rmadmen, Lord Brahe? W put themin
leg-irons and |l ock themin the darkest cell at Skokloster where they never see
the stars again."

TYCHO FOUND his brother Magnus standing in the rain next to his horse in
exactly

the sane spot, as if he were unaware of the downpour. Tycho trudged across the
yard, nunbed by the injustice, struggling to think of a way out; but if he
insisted on telling the truth, such as Magnus had revealed it, he would never
see the stars again. The bi shop was unpredictabl e and unpl easant; he was al so
diabolical. If Tycho told the truth he would bring ruin to his uncle and

not her.

And he couldn't do that, even if as a result his work suffered.

Magnus | ooked sodden and mi serabl e; but, oh, how Tycho | oved him He took off



his cape and swng it around the sinpleton's shoul ders.

"You ride, Magnus," he said. "I'll lead."
He sl apped the saddl e and gestured. Magnus' eyes lit up. He liked riding the
horse even nore than he enjoyed leading it.

They set off fromthe bishop's palace into the mdnight storm Tycho | ooked up
at the sky; no noon, no stars, no planets, a typical view fromthe darkest

cel

at Skokl oster asylum He glanced over his shoul der at Magnus. Coerced. Yet as
he

| ooked at his brother, he now had the glimering of an idea, the half-fornmed
notion of a way out. His step lightened as he marveled at the sinplicity of
hi s

i dea, so sinple even a fool could think of it.

He didn't have to tell the truth. Al he had to do was show the truth. He
woul d

make t housands upon thousands of observations, design and manufacture the
finest

and nost accurate astronomcal instrunments, find a place far away fromthe
court, far away fromthis diocese, an island, perhaps, where the ether was

cl ear

and the stars beautiful and wondrous, and continue his work undi sturbed. So
many

observations that those who could see with their eyes as well as their m nds
woul d cone to one inescapable conclusion. He didn't have to tell them His
observati ons woul d speak for themselves. Hi s observations wouldn't lie, the
way

Bi shop Anders lied. He would watch and watch, and his brother's season of
intelligence would not be wasted, nor the sages of Cassiopeia forgotten. Those
who saw with their eyes as well as their nminds would understand that Brahe of

Knudstrup knew the truth, the heretical, imutable, exalted truth: that the
earth roaned with its sister and brother planets |like a vagabond and that the
sun resided at the center of the universe in all its shining glory.

He turned to Magnus, a snmile coming to his face. "I am an eye, brother

Magnus, "

he said. "And | watch." He | ooked up at the storny sky. "I watch."



