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GREAT MACHI NE

In Sean McMullen's glittering, dynam c, and exotic world two mllennia
fromnow, there is no nore electricity, w nd engi nes are | eadi ng-edge

technol ogy, librarians fight duels to settle disputes, steam power is
banned by every major religion, and a mysterious siren "Call" lures
people to their death. Nevertheless, the brilliant and ruthl ess

Zarvora intends to start a war in space agai nst inconceivably ancient
nucl ear battle stations.

Unbeknownst to Zarvora, however, the greatest threat to humanity is
neither a machine nor a force but her denented and inpl acabl e eneny
Lermorel, who has resurrected an obscene and evil concept fromthe
di stant past: Total War. Souls in the G eat Machine is the first
vol ume of Sean McMullen's brilliant future history of the world of
G eatw nter.



SQULS

IN THE

GREAT

MACHI NE



TOR BOOKS BY SEAN MCMULLEN



The Centurion's Enpire Souls in the Great Machine This is a work of
fiction. Al the characters and events portrayed in this novel are
either fictitious or are used fictitiously.

SOULS I N THE GREAT MACHI NE

Copyright 1999 by Sean McMillen

Al rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book, or
portions thereof, in any form

This book is printed on acid-free paper.
Edi ted by Jack Dann

A Tor Book

Publ i shed by Tom Doherty Associ ates, |nc.
175 Fifth Avenue

New York, NY 10010

Tor Books on the World Wde Wb:

http://ww.tor.com

Tor is a registered trademark of Tom Doherty Associates, Inc.
Desi gned by Lisa Pifher
Li brary of Congress Catal ogi ng-i n-Publication Data

McMul | en, Sean.

Souls in the great machine / Sean McMullen.--1st ed.
p. em
"A Tor book."

| SBN 0312870558

I. Title.

PR9619. 3. M3268S6 1999

823c21 99-21934

ap

First Edition: June 1999

Printed in the United States of America


http://www.tor.com
http://www.tor.com

0987654321To

Jack Dann, who has made so many things possible in Australia



PROLOGUE

The girl noved with the cal mconfidence of a thief who knew that she
woul d not be disturbed. The crew of the three-hundred-foot tower had
deserted the beamflash gallery at its sutmmit, and the great eye of
their receptor tel escope stared blankly at a tower on the eastern

hori zon. Al though mounted to | ook perpetually east for signals from

t he Nunurkah tower, the communications tel escope could be nmoved through
a few degrees for adjustnment and servicing. Unclanping the contro
wheel s of the tel escope, she spun them slowy turning the glass to
where the nmoon was rising. A reciprocating clock on the wall tinkled
as it reached 9:45. The cal endar wheels beside it declared that it was
the 26th day of Septenber in the Year of G eatwi nter's Waning 1684.

The lunar surface was the fanmliar junble of craters and nountains,
along with a faint tracery of ancient strip mnes. A few deft twists
det ached the standard eyepi ece, but her own array of |enses and cali per
screws took longer to install and adjust. The clock rang out the tenth
hour past noon. The npbon was 5 degrees above the horizon when she

fini shed.

The increased magnification gave a washed-out inage that danced in the
air currents. Because the nmoon was a little past full there were
shadows near the edge, exactly where she needed them She adjusted
novabl e crosshairs within her eyepi ece, glanced at the clock, then
nmeasured the | ength of a shadow cast by the cut of a strip nmine. She
gasped, then fought down her excitenent.

She repeated the nmeasurenment, then made it again with her other eye.
The readings were identical. The clock announced 10:15. She scraw ed
down the figures sel ected another shadow, and took nore measurenents.
By 10:30 the elevation was nearly 10 degrees. Tine seened to

accel erate as she neasured a third strip's shadow -and suddenly one of
the wheels raising the tel escope reached its maxi num el evati on and
jamred. The vista of lunar strip mnes slid out of the field of the
eyepi ece.

She was aching to | ook back to her nmeasurenents as she |owered the tele
scope, reinstalled the standard eyepi ece, and focused on the beam fl ash
gallery at the summit of the Nunurkah tower. Some rough cal cul ations
verified what she had already worked out in her head: the first of the
three strips that she had nmeasured was significantly deeper than it had
been a year ago.

Wth a final glance around the beam flash gallery, she left for the
stairwell and began the long descent. Al the way down, her mnind was



racing with the inplications of a 5 percent deepening in a scratch on
the lunar surface. Walking into the deserted streets of the river
port, she paused to look up at the moon. It was such a nonentous

di scovery, yet she could tell no one. Her entire |life was beconing a
cat al ogue of secrets she could not share.

"Fantastic, even after two thousand years their machines still work,"
Zarvora Cybeline said al oud; then she turned to the junble of noonlit
bui |l di ngs that was the Echuca Unitech's library. "Tine to build my own
machi ne. "



CHAMPI ONS

Fergen had not noticed a suspicious pattern in the pieces on the board
by the seventh nove. Chanpions was his best game and he had even its
nost exotic strategies and scenarios nenorized. The Highliber advanced
a pawn to threaten his archer. The nove was pure imnmpudence, a | ane
ploy to tenpt himto waste the archer's shot. He noved the archer to
one side, so that his knight's flank was covered.

The Hi ghliber sat back and tapped at the silent keys of an old

har psi chord that had been cut in half and bolted to the wall of her

of fice. Fergen rubbed plaster dust fromhis fingers. Al the pieces
were covered in dust, as were the board, the furniture, and the fl oor
The place was a shanbles. Wres hung fromholes in the ceiling, partly
conpl eted systens of rods, pulleys, levers, paws, gears, and shafts
were visible through gaps in the paneling, and other brass and stee
mechani sns protruded fromholes in the floor. Cccasionally a nmechani sm
woul d nove.

Fergen gave the gane his full attention, but Highliber Zarvora tapped
idly at the harpsichord keys and sel dom gl anced at the board. A rack
of several dozen marked gearwheel s rearranged their alignment with a
soft rattle. The mechanisnms were part of a signal system the

H ghl i ber had explained. Libris, the mayor ai library, had grown so
big that it was no | onger possible to adnminister it using clerks and
nessengers al one.

The Hi ghliber | eaned over and picked up a knight. Wth its base she

ti pped over one of her own pawns, then another. Fergen had never
realized that she had such small, pale hands. Her knight toppled yet
anot her of her pawns, then turned as it finally clainmed an eneny piece.
Such a tall, conmandi ng wonan, yet such small hands, thought Fergen
mesmneri zed. The kni ght knocked another of its own pawns aside; then
his king fell

For sone monents he stared at the carnage on the board, the shock of
his defeat taking tinme to register. Anger, astonishment, suspicion

i ncomprehension, and fear tore at himin turn. At last he | ooked up at
t he Hi ghliber.

"I must apol ogi ze for the surroundings again," she said in the renote
yet casual manner that she used even with the Mayor. "Did the mayhem
in here disturb your concentration?"

"Not at all," replied Fergen, rubbing his eye. Behind it the early
synmptons of a m grai ne headache were building. "I could play in a cow
shed and still beat anyone in the known world in less than fifty noves.

Do you know when | was | ast beaten at chamnpi ons?"



The question had been rhetorical, but the Hi ghliber knew the answer.
"1671 GN"

She tapped again at the silent keyboard. The little gears marked with
white dots clicked and rattled in their polished wooden frane.

"And now it's 1696," he said ruefully. "I've played you before, but
you never, never nmade noves |ike these.™

"I have been practicing,” she vol unteered.

"You take a long tinme between noves, but oh, what nobves. | have
| earned nore fromthis game than ny previous hundred. You could take
my title fromme, Highliber Zarvora, | know mastery when | see it."

The Highliber continued to tap the silent keys and gl ance at the row of
gears. The same slim confident fingers that had harvested his king so
easily now flickered over the softly clacking keys in patterns that
wer e nmeani ngl ess to Fergen

"I am already the Highliber, the Mayor's Librarian," she said wthout
turning to him "My library is Libris, the biggest in the world and

the hub of a network of libraries stretching over many nmay orates My
staff is nore than half that of the mayoral palace. Wy should your

position interest nme?"

"But, but a Master of the Mayor ranks above a mere librarian,"”
spl uttered Fergen.

"Only in heraldic convention, Fras Ganesmaster. | enjoy a gane of
chanpi ons, but ny library neans nmore to nme. | shall tell nobody about
your defeat."

Fergen's face was burning hot. She could take his position, but she
did not want it! Was an insult intended? Wre there grounds for a
duel ? The Highliber was known to be a deadly shot with a flintlock
and had killed several of her own staff in duels over her
noder ni zations in the huge library.

"Wl d you like another gane?" asked the Highliber, facing himbut
still striking at the keys.

"My head.." feels like it's been used as an anvil, Frelle Highliber."
"Well then return later," she said, typing her own synbols for /
CHAMPI ONS:  ELAPSED TIME? [/ then pressing a lever with her foot.
Fergen heard the hum of tensed wires, and the clatter of |evers and
gears fromwithin the wall. "I could teach you nothing," he said in
despair.

"You are the finest opponent that | have," replied the H ghliber. "I
think it--"

She stopped in md-sentence, staring at the row of gears.

"You will excuse ne, please, there is something | nust attend to," she
sai d, her voice suddenly tense,

"The gears and their dots have a message?"



"Yes, yes, a sinple code," she said, standing quickly and taking him by
the arm "Afternoon's conplinments, Fras Ganesnaster, may your headache
pass quickly."



Fergen rubbed his armas the Highliber's | ackey showed himout. The
worman had all but lifted himfromthe ground! Amazing strength, but to
Fergen no nore anmazing than her victory at the chamnpi ons board.

Zarvora slamed a small wooden panel in the wall aside and pulled at
one of the wires dangling fromthe roof. After a noment a netallic
twittering and clatter arose fromthe brass plate set in the recess.

"System Control here, Highliber," declared a faint, hollow voice.
"What is the Calculor's status?" she snapped. "Status HALT MODE
replied the distant speaker. "What is in the request register at
present ?"

" MODE' CHAMPI ONS; COVMAND' ELAPSED TI ME?"

"And the response register?" "46:30.4, Highliber."

"Forty-six hours for a twenty-m nute gane of chanpions, Fras
Controller?" shouted Zarvora, her self-control slipping for a rare
monent. “Explain."”

There was a pause, punctuated by the rattle of gears. Zarvora drunmed
her fingers against the wall and stared at a slate where she had

witten 46: 30. 4.

"System Controller, H ghliber. Both Dexter and Sinister Registers
confirmthe figure."

"How coul d both processors conme up with the same |udicrous tinme?"

"Why... yes, it is odd, but it's the sort of error that even skilled
cl erks nake sonetimes."”

"The Calculor is not a skilled clerk, Fras Lewick. It is a hundred
times nore powerful at arithnmetic, and with its built-in verifications
it should be absolutely free of errors. | want it frozen exactly as it

was during that |ast calculation.”

"That's not possible, Highliber. Mny of the conmponents fromthe
correl ator were exhausted by the end of the game. They were relieved
by conponents fromthe spares pool."

Too | ate, thought Zarvora. "W shall run a set of diagnostic

calcul ations for the next hour," she said. "Do not change any tired
components. If sone fall over at their desks, mark them before they
are repl aced. "

"Highliber, the Calculor is tired. It's not wise."

"The Cal culor is made of people, Fras Lewick. People get tired, but
the Cal cul or nmerely sl ows down."

"I'"'mdown inside it all the time. It has nmoods, it feels--"
"I designed the Calculor, Lewick! | know its workings better than
anyone." "As you will, Hi ghliber."

Zarvora rubbed at her tenples. She too had a headache now, but thanks
to the long vibrating wire beneath the brass plate her disconfort
remai ned unseen



"You are trying to tell me sonething, Fras Lewrick. Wat is it--and
pl ease be honest."



"The Calculor is like a river galley or an arny, Frelle Hi ghliber

There is a certain.." spirit or soul about it. | mean, ah, that just

as ariver galley is nore than a pile of planks, oars, and sailors, so

too is the Calculor nore than just a mghty engine for arithnetic. Wen
it is fired, perhaps it sonetimes lets a bad cal cul ati on through rather
than bothering to repeat it."

"It is not alive," she replied emphatically. "It is just a sinple,
power ful machine. The problemis human in origin."

"Very good, Highliber," Lewick said stiffly. "Shall | have the
correl ator conponents fl ogged?"

"No! Do nothing out of the ordinary. Just check each of the function
regi sters on both sides of the machine as you run the diagnostic

calcul ations. W nust nake it repeat its error, then isolate the
section at fault. ©OCh, and send a jar of tourney beer to each cell when
t he conponents are dism ssed. The Cal cul or played well before that
error."

"That woul d encourage the cul prit, H ghliber."

"Perhaps, but it is also inportant to reward hard work. The problemis
a hole in ny design, Fras Lewick, not the conponent who causes
problems through it. W could take all the conponents out into the
courtyard and shoot them but the hole would remain for sone newy

trai ned conmponent to crawl through."

Libris was Rochester's mayoral library. Its stone beamflash
conmuni cati ons tower was over 600 feet high and donmi nated the skyline
of the city. Unofficially, the H ghliber of Libris was second only to
the Mayor in power, and she controlled a network of libraries and
librarians scattered over dozens of may orates and thousands of niles.
In many ways the Highliber was even nore powerful than the Mayor. There
was no dom nant religion across the may orates of the Southeast, so the
library system perforned many functions of a powerful clergy. The
education, communication, and transport of every may orate in the

Sout heast Alliance was under the discreet but firm coordination of the
H ghl i ber of Rochester

Rochester itself was not a powerful state; in fact, the other may
orates of the Southeast Alliance deliberately kept it as no nore than a
rallying point, a political convenience. Neighboring may orates such
as Tandara, Deniliquin, and Wangaratta held the real power, and w el ded
it shamelessly in the Councilium Chanbers at Rochester. Mayor Jefton
of Rochester was the constitutional Overmayor of the Councilium but in
practice he was of little nore consequence to his peers than the
servants who scrubbed the floor, dusted the tapestries, and polished
the broad red river gumtable at which the neetings were held.

Libris was the very reason that Rochester was kept weak. A powerful
may orate controlling the vast and influential library network woul d
qui ckly becone strong enough to rule the entire Alliance. The
Counciliumwas wary of that. Zarvora had been appointed recently,
repl acing a man eighty years her senior. She had becone a Dragon



Silver at twenty-foul, and after two years had junped the Dragon Gold

| evel to be appointed Dragon Bl ack--the Highliber's rank. There had
been sonme |uck involved: Mayor Jefton al so happened to be young and
anbi ti ous, and was weary of elderly nen and woren telling himwhat he
could or could not do. Zarvora offered himthe chance to make
Rochest er powerful, and outlined sone radical but plausible ways of
doing it. He proposed her nanme to the Councilium giving her the
chance to address the Mayors in person. She prom sed to rmake both
Libris and the beam flash network pay for thenmselves within three years
or resign. The Mayors were inpressed and appoi nted her

Zarvora becane Highliber in 1696 GWand nassive changes followed. The
Ti ger Dragons, Libris' internal guard, were tripled and a branch of
themwas turned into the Bl ack Runners, a secret constabulary. Parts
of Libris were rebuilt and extended, and staff and books were noved
into other areas. |In the workshops of the expanded library artisans
toil ed through twel ve-hour shifts, day after day, nonth after nonth,
maki ng strange machinery and furniture. Carpenters, black snmiths, and
cl ock makers were recruited fromfar afield, and the edutors at the
Uni versity were contracted to solve odd problens in synbolic |ogic.
Large areas of Libris were sealed from outside scrutiny.

Zarvora expl ained that Libris had becone too big to govern manually,
and that a vast signaling and coordinating division of clerks, |ackeys,
and librarians had been set up to nanage its books and coordinate its
activities. Indeed the efficiency of Libris' activities inproved
dramatically in only a few nonths, and by the end of 1696 GWthe Mayor
could see real savings set against the Highliber's expenses.

There were al so drastic changes in the staffing of Libris. Exam nations
for Dragon Red and Green were changed to favor candidates with

mat hemati cal and mechani cal backgrounds, rather than just know edge of
library theory and the classics. No recruit was ol der than
thirty-five, and several accepted options to study further at
Rochester's University. The changes did not go uncriticized, but the
H ghl i ber was dedicated and ruthless. She |obbied, fought duels, had
officials assassinated..” and even had the nore nunerate of her
opponent s abducted for a new and novel form of forced |abor. Wen

t hose obstructing her had been outside Libris, it had been necessary to
arrange other means to push themaside. |In the case of Fert okl

Fergen, Master of Mayoral Boardganmes, she had used humiliation

The Call noved across the |land at a wal ki ng pace, visible only by the
creatures that were swept along by its allure. It noved southeast, and
within its six-mle depth were dogs, sheep, an occasional horse, and
even a scattering of humans. Although it had begun far away in the
Wl andra Drylands, none of the animals it had first gathered were
still walking within its influence, or even alive. Few creatures drawn
away by the Call ever reached its source.

Ett enbar was a Sout hmoor shepherd, living a precarious existence near



the border river between his Emr's |ands and the Rutherglen Mayorate.
H s sheep grazed placidly in a ragged circle, all tied to the centra
stake that he had knocked in that morning, while his ermus wal ked free
anong the sheep with great mncing steps, all neck, |egs, and shaggy
feathers. Striped chicks ran about at their feet.

A movenent in the distance caught Ettenbar's attention: a stray ram
wandering without a tether. Untethered sheep carded rewards, and
unbranded strays were the property of those who caught them Rel easing
hinself fromthe tether stake he began stal king the spiral -horned

neri no.

It was wary. It trotted away to a confortable distance as Ettenbar
approached. He circled off to one side, untying his bolas and shaki ng
them |l oose. The stray still kept its distance. Ettenbar crept closer

driving it to where there were clunps of bushes to cover his approach
The ploy worked. Wthin fifty yards he began whirling the bolas, he
cast--and tangled the stray by the hind legs. As he strode forward to
collect his struggling, bleating prize, the Call rolled over him

For the nost fleeting of nonents Ettenbar had a choice, yet it was a
choice with only one possible outconme. He betrayed hinself, he
accepted his weakness and wallowed in it, all within a single thought.
H s discipline and control col |apsed, his steps slowed, and he turned
to wal k southeast. The stray ramal so struggled to follow the
beckoni ng, but could not nove as fast as the Call with its hind | egs
entangled in the bolas. Ettenbar's sheep were al so drawn by the Call
but got only as far as the length of their tethers. H's enus studied

them qui zzi cally, cocking their heads with avian curiosity. 1In spite
of being so nuch |larger than a sheep, they were birds and so were
imune to the Call. Al manmmals |larger than a big cat were drawn away,

but never birds or reptiles.

Only dimy perceiving obstacles, Ettenbar wal ked on. He waded streans,
tunmbl ed down steep hillsides, clinbed walls, and stunbl ed through

pl oughed fields. He passed a farmer who was straining to wal k
southeast with the Call. The man was held by a body anchor that had
been rel eased by a rawhide tiner ten mnutes after the Call had caught
him The farner would live, but Ettenbar was already lost to the
wor | d, dead because he was wal king freely. Ahead was the broad, brown
river that marked the border. Ettenbar waded in and began to swim

Not one-quarter of the creatures drawn along by the Call survived the
crossing, but Ettenbar reached the south bank and staggered on

Three mles into the Christian may orate of Rutherglen he crashed
blindly into a dense thicket of blackberries. The heavy shepherd's

| eat hers and boots that had nearly caused himto drown in the river now
protected himfromthe worst that the thorns could do, but he could not
mai ntai n even the sl ow wal king pace of the Call. It continued to
beckon to himand he struggled to follow it as thorns tore at his face
and hands. Finally his |egs became so entangled in thorny branches
that he could not nmove. After three hours the Call finally passed,

rel easing him Ettenbar awoke. He was cold, wet, bleeding, and



exhausted. The sun was | ow, al nbst snothered behi nd gathering cl ouds.
One noment he had been striding to collect the ramthat he had snared,
and now... The Call had spared him Wth bleeding fingers he drew his
knife and cut his legs free fromthe thorny branches. He stunbled back
out of the grove of grasping thorns, prostrated hinself, and gave
thanks to Allah for the return of his life.

Fromthe setting sun he took a bearing for northeast and began the
journey hone. He felt ashaned for being caught wi thout his tether, but
ot herwi se wal ked al ong proudly. The Call had rel eased him he was

bl essed in the eyes of Allah. It was only when he reached the river
that he realized where he was.

"Hei, Callshewt!" shouted someone behind him He hesitated, then
bolted for the riverbank. A gunshot barked out and soil sprayed up in
front of him Ettenbar stopped and turned, his hands high

Three bearded, gore-encrusted spectres approached. They were not
border guards but river gl eaners--scavengers |ooking for |ivestock
drowned in the river while trying to follow the Call. Ettenbar saw
that only one of them had a gun, and realized too |l ate that he could
have run on before the nmusket was rel oaded. They wore stained

oi | cl oths and swenskin breeches, and stank of mutton fat and bl ood.
Three pairs of scabby, dirty knees showed through ragged holes. They
had been draggi ng freshly drowned sheep fromthe water and butchering
them for the Rutherglen markets when Ettenbar had appeared.

Prakdor reloaded his gun while Mknmis and Al |l endean exanined their
prize. Although their |eader, Prakdor, let Mkms do nost of the
tal king. He had been in his mayor's arny once, and knew the fate of
the |l oud and vocal

" Sout hmoor sheeps hagger M kmi s observed as they bound Ettenbar's
wrists and hobbl ed his ankl es.

"Hold '"inf? Ranson?" Allendean asked.

"Ranson? A sheeps hagger W' d not get the price of the rope. Better
march himto Wahgunyah and sell himto a barge master as a rower."

"Wahgunyah. Long trek," Allendean grunbl ed.

"He's strong. He'll fetch twenty-five silver nobles if he gets one."
Whil e they argued Ettenbar | ooked across the river to the fields that
were home. Until this day he had never traveled nore than twenty miles
from where he had been born, but now he was unlikely to ever see those
fields again. "Jorah," he murnmnured.

"What say?" snapped All endean

"Jorah, it's Southmoor for the Call," said Prakdor. "It means Changer
of Lives."

"Shewt, he got that right," chorkled Mknis. "Kiss your sheep
goodbye,

sheeps hagger The three river gleaners burst into hoarse, raucous
| aughter. "l--hey, can he count?" M km s suddenly excl ai med.
" Sout hnmoor sheeps hagger G ve break!"






"Can you count? FEr... Prakdor, do you know how t hey say--"

"Vu numrerak, isk vu mathemator?" Prakdor asked in the dialect of the
nei ghbori ng Sout hnoors.

Ett enbar nodded proudly. The |ocal nmpbsque had a fine school

"So, he can count! |[|'ve heard the Warren pays one gold royal for
Sout hmoors who can count--two if they speak Austaric.”

" Sheepshagger nayn't," Al endean grunbl ed.

"Shewt pig head it's still four tines what he'd fetch as a rower."

They turned to Prakdor who considered, then nodded. "We'Ill take himto
the canp and clean himup. MKknis, go to Wahgunyah, see the
Warrenmaster. "

Not hi ng synbol i zed the power and authority of Libris better than the
tall beamflash towers that stood in every town. |In Rutherglen the
tower was within the grounds of the Unitech, but some distance fromits
library. Lenorel had been wal ki ng purposefully down the cobbl ed
streets of the Unitech, yet sonething nmade her pause to gaze at the

t ower.

It was wooden and whitewashed, gl eam ng starkly against the clouds of
the late-wi nter afternoon. Wite funes poured fromthe outlets at the
summt as magnesium fl ares powered the beam flash equi pnent in the
absence of direct sun light. A signal was going west, to Numurkah
fromwhere it would be rel ayed southwest to Rochester. The distance
that a message could travel in nmonents night take Lenorel nonths, or
even years but no matter. Today she woul d take another step on her
journey to the capital

She was saved from abduction by being a librarian. Five men in shabby
oilcloths Ioitered near the gates of the Unitech, stating at a sheet of
poor paper that night have been a map. They seened to be itinerant
farmwrkers trying to find their way around an unfamliar town.

"Lenorel M lderellen, Dragon Yellow Librarian," one of themnuttered as
Lermorel wal ked through the gates.

Anot her shook his head. "Let her go."
"She won the Unitech prize for mathematics,"” insisted the first.

"Abducting even a Dragon White Librarian is a good way to get us shot.
Wio is this next one?"

"Joaki m Ski nner. Assistant edutor in Accounting." "That's nore |ike
it. Mk himdown." "Five. He nmakes five."

"Five is enough. Two gold royals for each of us."

"That Constable's Runner is staring at us again," their tall, gaunt
| ookout reported.

"Then let's find a cof feehouse and bi de."

They had not noticed the color of the armband that the librarian had






been wearing. Lenorel had been pronoted to Dragon Orange rank only
that afternoon. The rise in rank could not have cone at a better tine,
as there was a Regional Inspector visiting the town. Libris recruited
librarians fromoutside Rochester at the |l evel of Dragon Red and above.
She had a mini mum of two years nore before she becane eligible for the
exans, yet there were now ways of hastening pronotions with Highliber
Zarvora in charge

Rut her gl en had been the vineyard heartland since the earliest records
began, and the rhythmof life was closely tied to the grape harvest and
its cycles. This was late winter, a time for repairs and barre

buil ding, for hunting wild ermus in the open woodl ands to the south, and
for I ong philosophical discussions in the evenings over old vintages
beside fires. Bright flags, ribbons, and bunches of evergreens hung
fromthe lintels of nbst houses and shops in celebration of the
Drinkfest. Qut of sight on sone roof a band was practicing. Lenore
noted that the cornet ton was slightly out of tune and the two
snal | horn pl ayers were probably drunk. Snoke from cooking fires hung
over the streets, nmingling with genuine fog and hinting at stews and
baki ng. Overl oaded | ever-pedal tricycles on unsprung wooden wheel s
creaked and runbl ed al ong the Callside of the road.

There had not been a Call for over three weeks, Lenorel rem nded
herself as her clockwork Call tinmer clattered its warning of a mnute's
grace. She reached down to her waist, twisted the reset dial to a half
hour, and wound the mainspring. A Call was due soon, and she hoped
that it would not interrupt her interview The houses on the north
side of the street were all blank walls of abandon stone tar brick and
red shingle: no street had two sides. |If a Call cane, those inside
houses woul d wal k to the blank wall at the back and wander there

m ndl essly, but in safety. No wi ndows or doors ever faced in the
direction of the Call. Just |like the people thensel ves, open and

wel com ng on one side but blank and unassail able on the other, Lenore
mused. Those who recogni zed her quickly | ooked away and found
something to be busy with. She fantasized about being the source of the
Call itself, a godling that people protected thensel ves against with
their blank sides. Even though it was an old and tired fancy, it was
her only arnor agai nst the townsfol k who shunned her

In the distance she could see the Wayfarer's Rest, a hostelry for the
better class of traveler. The Regional Inspector was waiting there.
Her appointnent was for 4 P.M The single armof the clock on the
Mayor's pal ace was touching the nunmeral but the chines had not yet
begun. She sl owed her pace. Wether it was passing exans, arriving
for appointnents, or shooting in duels, timng was all inportant.

For Lenorel this was a chance to escape with dignity. Being a
librarian with a reputation for shooting straight meant that she m ght
bypass the | engthy rounds of protocol maze-running to get into Libris.
The new Hi ghliber was as refreshingly young as her predecessor had been



stultifyingly old. Traditions that dated back centuries were being
uproot ed and opportunities were being nade for the young and
conpet ent .

Lemorel was with the Rutherglen Unitech library, and like all libraries
in the Southeast Alliance it was affiliated to Libris. Wen Lenore

had been appointed as a Dragon White, the |lowest librarian ranking, the
H ghli ber of Libris had been in office forty-one years and was 106
years old. He had died within a year and was foll owed by Zarvora
Cybel i ne.

Zarvora was dynam ¢ and dedi cated, had an edutorate in applied al gebra
from Rochester University ... and was twenty-six. She had killed the
Deputy Highliber's chanpion in a duel a day after gaining office and
within a month had sent three-quarters of the executive staff into
exile. Al at once Lenorel's tenporary job within a hidebound

pr of essi on becane a marvel ous opportunity to get ahead.

Lermorel glanced at the clock tower and shivered in the still, cold air.
The ann was right over the numeral four. The trip rod on the hour
gearwheel woul d be pressing against the release | ever of the horiogue
barrel by now. Wights on a pulley would soon rotate the barrel, and
studs on its surface would nmove another set of levers that would trip
spring-|1 oaded hamtmmers to strike a tune on brass bells. Lenorel's
father had maintained the mechani smfor years, and some of her earliest
menories were of the inside of the mayoral clock. Now there was a
proscription on himworking there and the nechanismwas slowy going
out of adjustment. There was a distant, nmuffled clack, and the chines
of the horlogue began. Heart racing, Lenorel entered the hostelry
taproom and caught sight of a portly man in casual maroon robes wearing
the silver badge of the Inspectorate Service. He was twirling the
waxed beard spi ke on his chin and frowning. The |ast chinme sounded as
she crossed the room

Vel | um Drusas had a round of vineyard towns that he went to sone
trouble to visit in the winter. It was a good season, as people had
time to spare and were gl ad of conpany from outside the may orate There
was, of course, the matter of the business that justified his travel in
the first place, but while Drusas m ght have been indol ent, he was not
stupi d enough to abuse his travel allowance. |If he worked minimally to
justify trips to his favorite vineyards, at |east he worked.

The taproomwas full of growers and artisans from outlying areas,

gat hered together for the Wnter Drinkfest. This was also the reason
that Drusas was in town. Snoke fromthe sunflower-oil |anps and
nunerous pi pes hung on the warmair, and the talk was | oud and
strident. The speakers were not so nuch drunk as used to bellowing to
each other across open fields. The farners squirmed and scratched,
unaccustomed to the feel of starched tunics and brushed cotton stove
trews Sone suspiciously eyed the reciprocating clock that had repl aced
the sun, noon, and stars to mark the passage of tinme. Drusas watched
the clock too, shaking his head. |If the librarian arrived late he
woul d have no tine to nmix with the grape growers and wheedl e an



invitation to the wine-tasting conmpetition that night. "To 1681!"
someone shouted, and nost goblets were raised. That had been a fine
year; in fact, Drusas had nine bottles of the fanmous Bafioch '81
Shiraleng in his cellar--the tenth had been uncorked the day that he
became a Deputy Overliber. Their value had increased fifteen tines
since he bought them

Qut si de, the horl ogue began striking, and on the fourth stroke of the
hour a girl seened to materialize before Drusas. He saw |large, dark
i ntense eyes in a pleasantly round face franmed by severely pinned and
brai ded black hair. Her tunic was the rather pal e shade of violet
prescri bed by the Regional Overliber and her oilcloth rain cape had
seen a |lot of use. She bowed with a brisk, birdlike nmovement and
presented her papers. Drusas accepted them noting that she wore no
jewel ry aside fromher hair clasps and that her gunbelt was severely

functional. Typical new bl ade career librarian, he decided. "Frelle
M| derell en?" he asked. "Yes, Fras Inspector." "You know ne by
si ght ?"

"You conferred ny Dragon Yellow rank |ast year in a cerenpny at
Wangaratta."

"Ah yes, but there were many presentations and only one presenter. O
perhaps | was especially menorable, eh?" He gave a wink and a coy
leer. Lenorel did not react, not even to blush. Drusas hastily | ooked
down at her papers. A diploma fromthe Iocal Unitech, a weapons
license... "Dragon Orange," he said, eagerly picking on an obvi ous

nm stake to show that he was alert. "Your petition of this norning
stated that you were Dragon Yell ow. "

"I was regraded today, Fras I|nspector."
"Wth no cerenony?"

"No, Fras Inspector. | petitioned for the grading tests against ny
Overliber's wishes. Because | passed | was entitled to regrading,
but --"

"But because you were regraded by petition you automatically renounced
the increase in salary and the right to have a conferral cerenony. Ah,
congratul ati ons anyway." He settled back and took a sip of frost w ne
froma blue crystal thinblet. He read further, and felt his stomach
sink as he reached the magistrate's report. She was noted to have
survived trial by conbat. They had warned himthat there was a strange
one in Rutherglen, and this had to be her. Lenorel noticed the col or
drain fromhis face. She took a deep breath and cl asped her shaking
hands behi nd her back.

"Frelle MIderellen, you have an exceptional record," he said slowy.
"Top marks in your year at the Unitech, small-arnms chanpion at the
regi onal fair-tw ce--and Dragon Orange at nineteen. Your petition is
to transfer to Libris at your present rank, but to remain on the staff
of the Unitech. That is not possible.™

Even the raucous banter of the other drinkers could not fill the
chilled silence of the nonents that foll owed.



"The Unitech Ovefliber assured ne that it can be done."

"Ch it can be done, but only if he permanently transfers your position
as Dragon Orange to Libris as well as your person. Libris has been
swal lowing a lot of librarians fromthe regions lately. Your Overliber
mght be willing to let you, Lenorel Mlderellen, go, but | doubt that
he woul d give up the right to replace you."

"Does that mean that ny petition is rejected?"

She was polite and deferential, but sonething about her rattled the
rotund and confortable Drusas. It was not so nuch the threat that she
m ght shoot him from some dark all eyway so nmuch as her remenbering him
in two decades when she was a Dragon Gold in Libris.

"Rej ected? No, heavens no," he laughed. "W just need to discuss your
case in nore detail. There are many paths to follow, and you rnust take
the right one. |If you don't, I will be to blane as your adviser. Here,

sit down. Frostwi ne? Honeycakes?" Lenorel sat down beside him as
wary and sinuous as a cat with a stranger who snelled of dog. She

sel ected a honey cake "Now, what we need to do is to get down to
basics, Frelle. Just why do you want to go to Libris? To follow a

| over, to escape naggi ng parents, or perhaps even to genuinely further
your career?"

"Does it really matter, Fras Inspector?"

"Yes indeed. CGoing all the way to Libris is a drastic step. Wat
exactly are your circunstances?"

Lermorel took a noment to gather her words together, words that could
not be softened unless she lied. She had already decided not to lie.

"I"ve shot nine men and one woman during the course of two duels and
one vendetta. | was also nentioned in ny lover's suicide note. |'m
under the protection of the magistrate, but nmy famly has been
proscribed in five may orates by the famlies of the dead. M father's
busi ness is suffering, Fras Inspector, but if | go into exile and go
sufficiently far, the proscription will be lifted."

Drusas shivered, then gul ped dowmn the remains of his frost wine It
suddenly seenmed no stronger than sweetened water, so he called for a
shot of black barrel brandy.

"These, ah, shootings... | presume that they were all done within the
rul es of the Disputes and Reconciliations Act of 1462 GAP"

"Yes, Fras |nspector."

The Disputes and Reconciliations Act was a | egacy of the old Rivefina
Enmpire, and had been nmeant to reduce the incidence of violence by
channeling it and swathing it in rituals and regulations. The carrying
of guns was not so rmuch confined to the educated, adm nistrative
classes, it was required of them (@uns were the synmbols of judgment
and power, so that those who were expected to exerci se power and
judgrment had to wear them and be proficient in their use. The ultinmate



appeal against a judgment was trial by combat, where either the

di sputants or their nom nated chanpi ons woul d engage in a | egal duel
The death penalty was automatic for anyone goi ng outside the system of
nmedi at ed duel s, and there was a ruinous system of follow up fines for
their famlies. It was not often that disputes got to the dueling
stage, but it was known to happen

"Ah, well now, why Libris?" Drusas ventured. "Wy not sone library in
a closer may orate one that does not proscribe your famly?"

"I"'mwell known in the nearby may orates Libris is big enough and
sufficiently distant for me to | ose nyself."

That made a I ot of sense to Drusas. "Dragon Orange," he said, then
paused and stared intently at his brandy. "That makes a difference."

Lermorel |eaned forward, eager, ravenous. She would be like this if she
were dueling with nme, thought Drusas, flinching back. 1In a way that
was precisely what she was doi ng.

"I can't change the rules, but | can recomend candi dates for the
grading exans at Libris. You are a Dragon Orange, so you are in theory
eligible to sit for Dragon Red at any time. Your Overliber would
probably not approve, but if you get into Libris that hardly matters,
does it?"

"The mnimmwait is two years, according to the regul ations.”

"No, the recomrended mnimumis two years. There was a case in, ah
1623 where a candi date had been unfairly kept as Dragon Yellow for
forty-seven years. Wen the case was finally brought to the attention
of the Regional |nspector, he was pronoted to Dragon Red after only a
few m nutes as Dragon Orange. Your case is different, of course, but
it would be possible for you to depart for a Dragon Red test at Libris
as soon as you could pack your bags. Pass that test, and you woul d be
promoted. Your former Overliber would still have your Dragon Yell ow
position to fill again, so everyone would be happy."

He sat back and sniled magnani nously. Lenorel took an instant to
conprehend that he was going to hel p her

"Fras | nspector, thank you--"

"No thanks yet, please. | have to be convinced that you have at |east
a ghost of a chance of passing the tests. Now, how is your weapon
craft--ah no, that could hardly be in question. Your subjects at the
Unitech include mathematics, good, the Highliber likes that. Just a
credit in Library History, and only a pass in Heraldry... but that may
not matter. Lackey!"

A gangling youth in his md-twenties with thick, wre-frame spectacles
clinging to his nose hurried up frombehind Lenorel carrying a witing
kit. He snapped the | egs down, uncorked the ink jar, and presented
Drusas with a selection of newy trimred goose quills. The inspector
chose one with a great deal of show and flourish, then began witing.

"Do you have valid border papers?" he asked.

"Yes, Fras lnspector, | can |eave tonight."



"Tonight? Well, so be it." He scribbled out notes as his lackey lit a



tater in the fire and nelted some wax for his seal. "Lackey, take
this to the beamflash tower at the Unitech and have it transmitted
tonight. Lenorel, this is for you."

Only nine mnutes after |eaving the hostelry tavern Lenorel was packi ng
in an upstairs roomof MIlderellen Fine Lenses and C ockwork. Petari
M |l derell en hovered anxiously at the door

"But the train | eaves at five, Lem You'll never have time to buy a
ticket." "I met Jemi on the way hone and sent her to the rail side to
pay for a cell.” "Al this haste, you're sure to have forgotten

somet hing." "The next train |leaves in a week, Dada, and | can't

wait."

She buckl ed the pack's straps and hefted it. Suddenly Petari caught
her excitenent

"Well hurry then, run for the rail side 1'll cone after you in a
mnute." Lenorel clattered down the stairs with her heavy pack, barked
her fingers on the doorfrane, then jogged awkwardly down the street
while struggling to get her arns through the pack straps. Petari
rummaged in his shop, then bolted the door and ran after his

daught er.

"Lem this is for you," he called as he caught up with her

It was a Morelac twin long-barrel 34 bore. Lenorel stopped, eyes w de
with surprise.

"Keep goi ng, move," he panted, unconsciously holding the gun in front

of her like a carrot before a donkey. "Fromthe style of the filigree
on the grip l'd say it dated fromthe late fifteen hundreds. It's a
gift.." gunsmth owed ne a favor.." nmade that tournament scope for
t he Mayor of Tocummai. The bar rels ... finely wought. He's replaced

the original ramlock strikers with nodern flintlocks."

The gun was old yet stylish, and had a good name with librarians and
adm nistrators It was nuch heavier than the 25-bore pistol that she
had shot her way to infany with, and while not as expensive as the guns
of the elite, it would suggest that she had gone to some trouble to
find and refurbish a rare pistol with a name for accuracy.

"Thank you for everything, Dada," Lenorel gasped. "You' ve really been
good to me. | brought you just.." trouble and pain. WII you

pl ease--"

"Fl owers for the graves of your nother and Jinkree... I'll do it," he
wheezed, his breath beginning to fail. "If the Hi ghliber... has any
contract work in |lenses and clockwork.." nention ny nane. GO, they're
starting to pedal. Hurry now, goodbye Lem ™"

The gall ey train was about the height of an average nman and built of
wax cloth over a wooden frane. It was shaped |like a streanlined,
articul ated worm on wheels, and had a wal kway with a light railing
al ong the roof. Being human powered it accelerated slowy. Lenore



scranbl ed over the stone w of the platformw th Petari pushing at
both her and the pack. She turned to give hima brief spasmof a hug,
then turned and ran beside the accelerating train to where Jemi was
waiting. Jemi gave her the boarding ticket and a small cloth pouch
and the sisters said goodbye as Lenorel stepped onto the train's roof.
Jem i ran along beside the train, w shing her good luck until the
platformcame to an end. Lenorel dropped to one knee, gasping for
breath and wavi ng back. As the train rolled out anong the houses of
Rut her gl en, the conductor showed her to a cell and she entered through
the hatch in the roof. She settled into the seat and he zeroed the
counter beside her pedals with a key.

"Know the rul es?" he asked through the hatch

"Two hours pushing and an hour to resl, for as long as the train is
novi ng. "

"And any extra will be credited. Likewi se you will be debited if you
decide not to pedal. First stop in five hours."

The train runbl ed on through the town and Lenorel |ooked through her

cell's shutter for her father's shop and the buil dings of the Unitech
Easily visible was the lifeline of her hopes and anbitions, the beam
flash tower.

"Failed again," muttered Lenorel as she sat perspiring. "Didn't say
goodbye to Dada, didn't kiss Jemi."

They passed through the outer wall and into the countryside, roiling

t hrough vineyards and fields of tethered sheep and free-range enus. She
knew the country well, but not fromthe angle of the par aline track
For sonme monents she stared at a | arge whitewashed barn with a bark and
shingle roof. Such a large building, surely all the buildings in
Rochester woul d be at |east as big, she thought, even while a faint

al arm began to clang at the back of her nind

Wiy was the barn familiar? Of to one side was a much smaller shed
where a farner was pitch forking hay into a loft fromhis cart. It was
cl ose enough so Lenorel could see that his horse was tethered to a
fence while the farmer had his own tinmer and anchor. That was foolish.
If a Call came he would step straight off the cart, risking danage to
his timer. |f that happened, only a broken |l eg would save him The
shed was fam liar too--she had seen it before, at night, by distant
torchlight!

Wth a sudden shudder of revul sion Lenorel slammed the shutter closed
and gritted her teeth as she fought back a wave of nausea. She doubl ed
over. Horror seened to crawl over her with nyriad spiders' feet as the
galley train swayed and cl acked along the par aline Cick, click
click, click, the counter unit between her |egs reni nded her that she
was not pedaling. How long had she been Iike that, she wondered anid
the flood of unwanted i mages. The nore she pedal ed, the faster the
train noved, she told herself as she lay back in her seat and pushed
hard agai nst the pedals. GCears whi ned somewhere beneat h her

"I't nust be Libris. It must be Libris. It nust be Libris," she
chanted softly to the clacking of wheels on rails.



It was dark inside her cabin with the shutters closed, as dark as it
had been that night in--"No! Think of something el se, anything!" She
felt for the little cloth pouch that Jemi had given her. |Inside was a
silver star with eight points on a fine, clanp-link chain, the sort of
slightly tasteless jewelry that an unsophisticated teenage sister m ght
be expected to give. Lenorel fingered the little star with a rash of
nostal gia and regret. She was indeed trying to escape fromtwo very
bad years and regain | ost innocence. She |eaned forward for a nonment
and clipped the chain around her neck. As she settled back to pedal
the star sat cool and fresh agai nst her skin.

The Call that had torn Ettenbar, the Southnoor shepherd, out of his
life and flung himinto a new destiny bore down on Rutherglen about ten
m nutes after the pedal train had left.

Vel | um Drusas had been staring after Lenorel in the hostelry taproom
when the Archbi shop of Nunurkah joi ned him

"Conbi ni ng pl easure with business, Vellun?" said the Archbishop
stridently as he laid a hand on his shoul der

Drusas gave a start, but did not spill his drink

"Ah Janes, the day's fortune to you," he said, half rising and ki ssing
the ring on his finger. "It's been.." two years!"

"Ei ghteen nonths. The harvest bl essing at Shepparton.™

"How could | forget? Redsker decked his barn with gum m stl etoe and
dressed his field hands as vine sprites.”

The Archbi shop took the seat beside himafter dusting it with the
tassels of his sash trail |If dressed identically they m ght have been
m staken for twns.

"So who was the Dragon girl?"

"Ch just Lenorel, the local problemchild. |['ve certified her for
Dragon Red exans at Libris."

"Lenorel? Lenorel M Iderellen?”

Drusas nodded.

"My dear Vellum she was the one who sent nobst of the Voyander
househol d to neet the good Lord well before their allotted span
ended. "

"It was a | egal vendetta."

"Ch but still, such an old and noble famly and they nade such
wonder ful honey wine--was it wise to send her to Libris?"

"It mght be the wisest course of all, dear Archbishop. She will soon
get shot by sonmeone's chanpion. Strange girl, very like the Hi ghliber
hersel f. Perhaps she m ght shoot the Highliber. | live in hope."

"Come now, Vellum that's hardly the Christian attitude,"’
Arch bi shop, wagging his finger

| aughed t he






"Good Fras, you have no idea what that worman has done to the library
service. Libris itself is being tomapart. The nost worthy and noble
seni or Col ors have been shot, exiled, or denoted."”

"Has anybody noticed their passing?"
"James! How could you? The foundation stones of your cathedral do no
nmore than sit quietly in their places, yet where would the rest of the

bui I di ng be w t hout then®"

"Ch | agree, but there's nmore to a building than foundations. Good

Fras, you are still in your old position, so virtue must still have
rewards." He sprawl ed back al ong the bench and regarded Dnsas through
bushy eyebrows. "What are your plans for tonight? Not business,
hope?"

"Well, there is the wine-tasting conpetition. Wre you invited?"

"Ch yes, a matter of course.." but I'mworking. Such a creel life,
dear Vellum | have to ride out to the Broadbank estate to do sone

private buying for the Episcopal Consensus."

Drusas' eyes widened and his heart pounded with anticipation. "Your
dedi cation | eaves ne breathl ess,"” he said guardedly, aware that he was
playing a large tish with a thin |ine.

"I had hoped to enlist you as a taster, Fras Vellum but seeing that
you have a trophy to win--"

"Fras James, what is a trophy beside friendship? 1 should be delighted
to assist."”

"W | eave within the hour."
"Splendid. Do you fancy a frost wine to keep the pal ate charged?"

"Such tenptation, you mght be the Call itself. Get behind ne, Honed
One! "

"Since when has the Call been fromthe Fi end?"

The Archbi shop frowned. "Fraenko's heresy has surfaced again. There's
to be a Council of Overbishops to pronounce upon it. O course | am
nmerely an archbi shop, but | can tell you that nothing will change."

"So the Call is still nmeant to conme from God?"

"Yes and no. "Thou shalt not take pleasure fromthe allure of the
Call' and "Thou shalt not despair at succunbing to the Call' will
remain in the catechism The Call is seen to be like the allure of a
bottl e of excellent wi ne: your own bad intentions maketh the sin, yet
the bottle and the wine are bl anel ess. ™

"And what measure of sinis it?"

"Fromme, oh, five silver nobles in the alns box and reciting the
Mserablia twice a day for a week. Confess to one of the New
Fraenkites and you m ght have to donate two gold royals to their
canpai gn funds and spend a nonth in a hair shirt."



"That's about the difference between masturbation and adultery.”



"So, you've had occasion to atone for both? Shane on you, and
congratul ati ons-"

The Call rolled over the taproom The Archbi shop surrendered in a
private, well practiced blaze of forbidden pleasure. Drusas was able
to assure hinself that he could do nothing about what he was feeling
before plunging into the same reverie. They slowy stood and

m ndl essly wal ked sout heast across the taproom Farmer, Archbi shop,
librarian, serving wench, cook, and vintner: all crowded agai nst the
wal |, unable to think to cross the roomto the door in the northwest
wal I, so blind and unreasoning was their desire to wal k sout heast.

Two bl ocks away the five strangers who had earlier considered Lenore
as potential quarry were safe in a coffeehouse. Being still during
busi ness hours, nost people were indoors or safely tethered. A

| anpl i ght er was caught in the open, and he nindlessly turned southeast,
wal ki ng through the streets and | anes, then out through the city gate.
Morrents after he passed, a Call timer tripped a rel ease and the gate
runbl ed shut by itself. He wal ked across open fields, beside a dog
that had trotted beside a certain Sout hnoor shepherd only hours
earlier. Blood fromthe blackberry thorns was congealed in its fur

Even though he had joined the procession of death, the lanplighter was
safe. At his waist a clockwork timer ticked steadily, already forty
mnutes into its one hour cycle. He was wal ki ng through a vineyard
when the tine expired and the -timer released a grapple on a strap. It
snared a training post and he stopped, straining against his tether to
wal k southeast. The Call lasted three hours. It was after sunset when
it finally passed, and the | anplighter shook his head, cursed, then
reset his timer and began the trek back to town. In a way he had been
lucky. The Call always stopped for part of the night, still holding
its victins. He might well have remained in the cold, open fields
until it nmoved on in the nmorning if it had not passed himby then

Thi ckening cloud blotted out the stars, adding to the gl oom of evening,
and there were no lanps |lit to cast even a feeble glow at the street
corners. Achill, msty drizzle discouraged people fromventuring out
of doors, and many retired to bed early. The strangers left the

cof feehouse, winding their tiners as they went.

"Perfect timng for a Call," chuckled one as he untied their hired pony
dray. "Aye, and such a surprising nunber of people will have been
careless with their tethers,"” said the tall nan.

Jaas was a stores clerk fromthe rail side warehouse. He was
unmarried, mddl e-aged, and lived al one, and had just reached hone when
the Call had rolled over him He awoke in his house, cold, hungry, and
i n darkness. He spent ten minutes finding the tinderbox he had dropped
three hours earlier, then lit a pottery thumb lanp By the snoky
olive-oil flame he took a nutton and port sausage fromthe pantry,
dragged his favorite chair to the table, and sat with his feet up. The



shadows of his feet made the caricature of a head on the wall as he
carved off a slice of sausage. The shadow head had been his silent and
fai thful conpanion for years.

"Wy be a free man if ye can't dine casual?' he asked the shadow, and
it nodded gravely as he rocked his feet. There was a knock at the
door.

"Call census!"
"I"'m here," he call ed.

"Call census!" insisted the voice.
"Fagh dummart," Jaas nmuttered, lowering his feet fromthe table and
wal king to the door. "Here | be, th' art satisfied--"

As he flung the door open and stood outlined by his own lanp a fist
slamed into his plexus, dropping himquietly and neatly. Wthin a

m nute he was gagged, bound, and tied in sack. Mbak left a broken
tether strap clipped to an outside rail beside the firewood pile as the
others | oaded Jaas onto their dray. Wen the real census clerk cane
past he woul d conclude that Jaas was the victimof a faulty tether

Jemi's edutor was working late in his office to make up time lost to

the Call. Expecting only his students, he called "Enter" at the knock
on his door, and did not even turn to face his visitors. A tax
collector's clerk on the abductors' list went the same way. For the

last two there was no stealth. The dray was tied up outside the
Const abl e' s Wat chhouse and three of the abductors entered. Their
papers had the seal of Libris, a book closed over a dagger. The

Const abl e hinself was on duty, and his hands shook as he broke the sea
and read the order. Two withing bodies were carried out in sacks as
the Constable wote out "Escaped just prior to a Call without wearing
tethers" against both of their nanes in the Watchhouse register.

As the lamplighter began his rounds the pony dray had already left on
the five-mle trek down the flat, fog-shrouded road to the river
wharves at Wahgunyah. The real census clerks were busy on their rounds
too, checking for missing citizens. They reported a terrible tragedy,
five souls lost to the Call, and the Mayor of Rutherglen issued a

procl amati on about the proper use and mmi ntenance of Call tethers and
body anchors. This was shouted about for a half hour by the criers in
the foggy streets. Christian, Islamc, and Genthic services were held
in menory of the five, and prayers were said that they m ght be forced
out of the Call by sone fence, thicket, or nercy wall

An oar barge was being held ready at the Wahgunyah wharves, and a bribe
had i nsured that no questions were being asked. Wen the pony dray
arrived, five sacks were unloaded and stored under cover. The

abduct ors pushed the barge away fromthe wharf and began rowi ng into
the gloom The tall man wi ped condensation fromthe bow | anp concave,
then turned up the wick. A dimbut focused beam swept the river ahead



for shoal buoys and snags. Once the barge was out of sight of the
wharves, the sacks were opened and the prisoners were nade to help with
the oars.

"I"'mnot built for alife of rowing," said Jaas sullenly. "There's not
a barge master on the river as would pay good silver for nme." "Rowin's
not the value on you," said the tall nman. "What then?"

"You all can count. The Warren pays gold royals for those as can
count."

"The Warren!" exclainmed the tax clerk. "Since when has the Warren
been across nore than stol en dry goods

"The price is tw gold royals for souls as can count and speak Austadc.
W' ve done wel |l baggin' Sout hnoor teachers from nosques near the
border. Got seventeen over the past five nmonths, an' nine of them
spoke Austaric. That's twenty-four gold royals--"

"Mabak!" barked the | eader. "Hold your talk or wear a gag."
The tall nman snorted and spat into the river, but obeyed.

One hundred miles to the west, in Rochester, the machine that would
soon swal | ow t hem was bei ng shut down for the night. Having given the
H ghl i ber her victory at champions it was dissolving into its exhausted
conponents.

As the door of the cell thudded shut behind themthe four nen
col | apsed, two onto the | ower bunks and two onto the straw that covered
t he fl agstones.

"Told you this would be a bad day," said ADDER 17. "Wenever the whol e
ni ne dozen of us are assenbled in the |l ate afternoon, you can be sure
that the correl ator conponents will be worked |like a harlot's door
knocker

MULTIPLIER 8 lay on the floor with his eyes closed and his fingers
twitching "We need nore nultipliers," he said. "Wen the load is on
it all comes to us for verification and we can't keep that sort of pace
up for long."

They lay there in silence for some mnutes, then ADDER 17 sat up on the
edge of his bunk. He reeled slightly fromthe novement, then shook his
head and stood up

"Anyone interested in a nmeal ?* he asked, but received only groans and
mutters by way of reply. He shuffled through the straw and pulled the
slatted pantry door open

"A pot of hot stewl" he said in surprise. "Wth fresh bread and a jar
of beer."

"Mayoral Standard?" asked PORT 3A
"No, just tourney beer."
"It's always tourney beer. Wy can't we have somet hing strong?"

"For the same reason that kavelars in a tournanent have to drink it,"



said FUNCTION 9. "We need to be refreshed, not drunk. Could you pass
me a bow of stew, ADD?"



As the | owest-ranking conponent in the cell, ADDER 17 was servant and
housekeeper to the rest. He began to | adle out the neal.

"Clean straw, clean blankets, and sul phur's been burned to kill the
vermn," he remarked. "They're rewarding us."

"I expected a beating," said MILTIPLIER 8, rubbing his hands together
to steady them "The way they questioned us in the training hall after
| eaving the Cal cul or had me thinking the machi ne had failed."

"Nay, | remenber an orderly HALT MODE coming up on ny frame," said PORT
3A. "They use FREEZE if sonmething's wong."

They ate in silence for a while, and a Dragon Red Librarian | ooked in
briefly for the evening inspection. She told themthat sone
repositioning was to be done in the Cal cul or room before the next
wor ki ng session, and that there would be a training run to accustom
themto the new arrangenent.

ADDER 17 mopped out his bow with a crust, then poured a neasure of
beer into it. The others were still eating, as their hands were too
swol I en and pai nful to handl e spoons easily.

"I keep wondering what it's all for," he said after his first sip.
MULTI PLI ER 8 gave a groan of derision and held out his hand for the jar
of beer. "To torture us, what else? A new punishnent for felons," he
said as he nmixed beer with his stew

"I disagree,” said FUNCTION 9. "I was an edutor in O denberg
University, and |'d never stolen so nmuch as a copper--or nmade a
political statement. There | was, walking in the cloisters after
di nner when clout! Wen the blindfold cane off | was here.”

"Some rival may have wanted your job."

"There was not that sort of rivalry for the chair of Arithnetic
Fundanmentals. No, | think |I was ki dnapped especially to work here.
Seven of the ten FUNCTI ONS were ki dnapped from provincial colleges, and
all prisoners who work here used arithnmetic in their work. Then again,
nost of the people here are those with backgrounds that.." well, nobody
would miss themgreatly. Felons, the lonely, the friendl ess, those
whose | oved ones are too poor to have proper inquiries made, and those
wastrel s whose | oved ones are rich enough to bribe officials not to
have proper inquiries made. Anyone who can be easily trained to work

t he beads, franes, and | evers of the Calculor has a wel cone. For nany
it's the best hone they ever had.”

"Surely soneone with your background woul d be missed," said MILTI
PLI ER 8.

"Not so. My wife had a |lover, a romantic dandy with no money. Wth ne
gone they got the house, ny library, and an estate worth thirty-five
gold royal s-as well as each other. No, | would not have been mi ssed.
Soneone did their honmework well on ne."



PORT 3A was asl eep, his beer untouched, as ADDER 17 began to coll ect
the bows. He lifted the exhausted nan's | egs onto the bunk, covered
himwi th a bl anket, then drained his beer. The gong rang for a half
hour to lights out.

"Anyone have tine for a gane of chanpions?" ADDER 17 asked as he
stacked the bow s in the pantry.

"CGot plenty," said MITIPLIER 8. "The nmagi strate gave me nine years."
"And for manipul ating shipping registers, as | recall," added FUNCTI ON
9. "It was a very clever schene, as you explained it. The rectifier
who caught you out nust have been a skilled mathenmatician."

"Never net the bastard," he said as ADDER 17 set up the board and

pi eces. "Right out of the blue the Constable's Runners turned up with
a coupl e of dozen sheets of poor paper showi ng how |I'd nanaged to
pocket one gold royal for every thousand | handled. The churls I
worked with stole fromthe shipnments too, but none of themare here.
It's damm unfair!"

"They were of no interest to the Calculor's master. You stole using
arithmetic, they just pilfered fromthe cargoes. You are here because
you showed skill with nunmbers in your crine."

MULTI PLI ER 8 turned to the board and drew a straw froma pair in ADDER
17's fist. It was the longer, and he sighed with satisfaction as he
shifted a pawn for his opening nove.

"At |ast sonething went right for ne today," he said.
FUNCTION 9 clinbed up to his bunk and began | eafing through a slim
trai ni ng book.

"Did it ever cross your mind, MILT, that the rectifier who caught you
out was actually the Calculor?" he asked casually.

It had not. MJILTIPLIER 8 gave such a start that he upset the chanpions
boar d.

"I--yes, yes, that makes sense,"” he said in wonder at FUNCTION 9's
powers of deduction. "It would not take long for the Calculor to
unravel it. But why pick on nme?"

"It probably exam ned the figures fromevery shipping register from

every river port for a couple of nonths, |ooking for anomalies. Your
schene was invisible to human checki ng, because nobody woul d have the
time to look at the registers in such detail. The Cal cul or, however,
has greater patience and power than the nortals who conmprise it--us."

"The devil you say!"

"There's nore likely to be one very clever edutor or noble behind the
Cal cul or than the devil. Just think of it. |If the Mayor can plug the
many t housands of hol es through which his taxes and shipping | evees are

di m ni shed, why he could double his incone."

"So that's what the Calculor's for," MITIPLIER 8 said in awe, turning



back to hel p ADDER 17 set up the board again. "You know, it nakes ne
feel proud in a way. It's like serving the Mayor as a soldier.”

"Except that you gets shot at in the arny," said ADDER 17, extending
his forearmto display a well-heal ed but ugly scar

"Hah, try to escape and see who gets shot at. You start this tine,
ADD. It was | who tipped the board."

In seven nmoves MULTI PLI ER 8 nmoved a knight to crush two pawns and tilt
hi s opponent's bishop. This exposed his own bi shop to an opposition
archer, who had a "ready" weighting. ADDER 17 rotated the archer
through half a circle, then renoved the bishop

"Damhel |, but | always forget what archers can do," MJILTIPLIER 8

grunmbled. "What | need is the Calculor to work out the choices for
me." "But then it wouldn't be you playing," said ADDER 17.

"Nonet hel ess, the idea is sound,"” said FUNCTION 9, |ooking up fromhis
book. "In playing chanmpions you are always dealing with patterns and
val ues. Anything that can be reduced to nunbers can be handl ed by the
Cal cul or. ™

MULTI PLI ER 8 checked the status of his own archers but found that none
of themhad a worthy target. |n peevish frustration he reversed one
and shot down a pawn.

"I bet the Calculor could give the Mayor's Ganesmaster a run for his
noney, " he nuttered.

"It will probably never happen,"” said FUNCTION 9. "If it can snare
felons it can be used to do far nore inportant things than playing
chanpi ons." "Such as?"

"I"'mtrying to work that out at this very noment. Just what can one
use a huge capacity for arithnetic to do? One of the few surviving
fragnents frombefore G eatw nter mentions that cal cul ati ng nmachi nes
were used for everything from guiding ships to toasting bread. Mbst
edutors would tell you that the witer was constructing sone sort of
al l egory, but after spending a year in here I'mnot so sure anynore."

FUNCTION 9 | apsed into thought. MJLTIPLIER 8' s knights took an eneny
keep, but he forgot about an archer that ADDER 17 had used two noves to

give a three-quarter wind--so that it could shoot diagonally. It shot
his king across six spaces. MILTIPLIER 8 damed all archers, and the
duty Dragon Red arrived to quench the lanmp that illum nated their cel

t hrough a heavy gl ass bl ock

"I have a prediction,” said FUNCTION 9, and a questioning grunt floated
up fromthe darkness below. "Before long the Calculor will be nmade at

| east three times bigger. Wat is nore, it will run for twenty-four
hours every day, in shifts."

"What use is thatT" nuttered MILTIPLIER 8 sleepily.

"What use is a Mayor who never sl eeps?”



CAPI TAL

Lermorel caught sight of the Libris beamflash tower an hour before she
could see the walls of Rochester. She was gazing at the forest through
the sl ot beside her headrest as the galley train rounded a | ong curve,
and suddenly there it was, |like a mghty pointed spearhead above the
trees. After savoring the sight of the white tower for a nonent she
pushed harder agai nst the pedal bars, adding slightly nmore inpetus to
that of the other passengers on the train. |Its speed was not great.
This train's passengers had a higher than usual proportion of the old,
unfit, or indolent, and those who were either willing or able to peda
were bei ng worked particul arly hard.

Sonme m nutes later they reached the border of the Myorate of

Rochester. The city of Rochester itself night have been the capital of
t he Sout heast Alliance, but the nmay orate was a tiny scrap of

territory. The forward and rear gunners screwed down the brakes and the
train shuddered to a halt as the cl anps pressed agai nst the wheels.
Lermorel slunped in her seat, her tunic cold with perspiration. She was
unst eady on her feet when she finally stood and stretched. The rai

si de accountant came striding out of his office, a thin, angul ar man
who reni nded Lenorel of the wading birds that |ived by the irrigation
canal s of Rutherglen. He took the |Iogbook fromthe rear gunner and

| ooked over the figures, then inspected the stroke counters of the

| eadi ng passengers. He cane to Lenorel last. As he stooped to read
her stroke counter his head |unged forward while his shoul ders remained
still, as if he were pecking the figures off.

"Excel l ent, excellent, excellent,"
strong girl, eh?"

he said as he straightened. "Strong,

Lermorel nodded in reply.
"The train's log says.." says you should finish the trip with a
credit--a credit, at least five silver nobles. Now, now, you rank
third on the train, but first anong the femal e passengers. So you may
go first. Co first! Co, go."

She shanbl ed off to the rail side privy. Hard work was rewarded with
nmore than just journey credit. Priority use of facilities at each rai
side was a further incentive to pedal harder to drive the train. She
uncl i pped her hair before the mrror beneath the skylight. This would
be the |l ast chance to touch up her appearance before she reached the
term nus at Rochester. She peered at herself carefully. No lines on
her face as yet.." but a gray hair. And another! She plucked anot her
five before rebinding and fastening her hair. She reeked of



perspiration and her clothes were danp, but at |east she would not

| ook disheveled. By the time she had brought water and pine seed cakes
at the kiosk the Inspector of Customs was checking her roll pack If
the rail side accountant was a stork, this man was a ferret: small
agi l e, and shar p-eyed.

"You can afford a Morelac twin-barrel, yet you travel in the galley
train?" he said, turning the worn but polished weapon over with
ni nbl e, danci ng fingers.

"Agift frommy fanmly, Fras Inspector," she replied, carefully casting
her eyes down to the platformrather than | ocking stares with him

"Hah! Rich famly, then, but that's none of ny business.” The

i nspect or opened her border pass. "Dragon Orange, and you're only

ni neteen. Inpressive." The clockwork timer of Lenorel's body anchor
clattered a warning, and she reached down to reset and rewind it. The
i nspector |aughed. "No need for that now, Dragon Orange Ml derellen
you're in the Rochester Null Zone. The Call never comes to this little
may orate

"No Call, Fras Inspector?" she asked, for no better reason than to
practice small talk with a stranger

"No Call, Frelle, but plenty of danger. The scum of the southeast

gat her in Rochester. Those who cone here because they are too lax to
wind a Call timer are too lax to mind their norals either. Rochester
suits them | spend tinme in neighboring nay orates every year, so that
the Call can put strength back into ny heart. Everyone should do it,
especially a young innocent |like you. Are you to work in Libris?"
"Yes," she whi spered, al nost beside herself with pride at being called
in nocent.

"Then take ny advice and live in the Libris hostelry. Stay out of the
city. Perdition, so much perdition in Rochester.” He handed back the
flintlock. "If some town rake accosts you in an alleyway and makes

| ewd suggestions, just shoot himw th your fine gun. Don't even bot her
to talk. You're a Dragon Librarian, the nagistrates always believe the
word of a Dragon Librarian. Can you shoot?" "Wy of course, |--1
passed the test for Dragon Orange."

"Ah yes, but always keep practicing. Never be afraid to shoot in your
own defense, especially in Rochester."

"It's a confort to know that not all Rochestrians are bad, Fras
I nspector,"” she replied.

He blushed. His |ackey wote out a custons ticket at his portable desk
and the inspector peered over his shoul der as he worked, calling out
items and val ues from nenory.

"I marked down the value of your Mrelac," he said as he handed the
ticket to her. "The nodern flintlock nechani sm obviously reduces its
val ue as an antique He winked at her. "You are only a poor country
girl whose fam |y probably saved a long tine for that gun.”



"Thank you, Fras Inspector, thank you so much. | shall be very
careful in Rochester."

As she strapped hersel f back into her seat Lenorel tried to cone to
terms with what had just happened. Soneone had read her name without
asking if she was the Lemorel MIderellen. Could she shoot, he had
asked. Wonderful! Perhaps she really had cone far enough to escape
her past. She fingered the little eight point star at her throat. The
i nspector had probably been a Gentheist. They believed that the Cal
was sent by their gods to strengthen the character of the human race.

"At the ready!" the rear gunner cried, and Lenorel strained agai nst
the pedals. The front and rear gunners unscrewed the brakes and the
five-carriage train began to ease forward. "Under way!" «cried the
rear gunner as the brake pads cane clear of the wheels. The train
began to gat her speed.

So they were in the Null Zone. To Lenorel, life without the Call was
uni magi nable. How could she live with the idea of never having to be
vi gi | ant agai nst wandering off into oblivion? Could she afford to |ose
her survival habits while staying in Rochester? How |long would she
stay? Did she really need to | eave Rochester every so often?

Rochester stood on an i mmense plain of |ow eucal ypt forest, but the
area close to the city was cleared for fanning. The par aline abruptly
energed fromthe forest into ploughed fields and vineyards, with a
scattering of fortified manors. So, they mnmust have freebooter raids
even here, Lenorel thought to herself as she surveyed the walls and gun
slits A small beam flash tower stood in the grounds of each manor

The walls of the city were streaky gray abandon stone capped wth
slitted battlenents. The city proper was on an island at the center of
a shallow | ake, with a wooden road bridge and two para |ines on
trestles crossing it. Lenorel |ooked to her travel book as she pushed
at the pedals and the train runbled smoothly through the fields. The
wal l ed inner city was roughly elliptical, and five mles by eight.
Sur pl us popul ation had spilled into a band of suburbs hal fway around
the shores of the |ake.

At the outer wall a switcher joined the train, and guided it through a
maze of points and signals in the shunting yards. G eat wind-train
engi nes towered over them wth spiral painted rotor towers spinning
lazily in the slight breeze. The burly crews of navvy engi nes | ooked
across contenptuously fromtheir stocky, powerful shunters. Suddenly
the jangling confusion gave way to the trestle bridge across the |ake,
and the ride was snooth again. The city entrance was an archway in the
wal I, and the train was at dead slow as it passed through. The
Rochester term nus was a |long roofed rail side sheltering the platforms
and a maze of gates, fences, and small offices.

Lermorel unbuckl ed herself fromthe seat and stiffly paced beside the



train while she waited for her neter to be read by a rail side
accountant. After the gate tax and weapons | evee she had nade three
silver nobles on the trip. Walking slowy, her legs like | ead weights,
she made her way past inspectors at the plat formgate, custons gate,
tax gate, City Constable's gate, and finally the rail side gate. Amd
the gaggle of signs with nanmes that people in the cromd were hol ding up
was one that read M LDER ELLEN-- DRAGON ORANGE. Lenorel wal ked across
to the woman holding it. She was five or six years ol der than Lenorel
wi th braided brown hair. Her gray librarian's uniformhad a Dragon

Bl ue band on the right arm

"Evening's fortune to you, |I'mLenorel Mlderellen," she said,
sumoni ng the enthusiasmto smle and putting her roll down.

The other smiled back but did not reply. Instead she held out a
card.

VAY

THE PROM SE AND FORTUNE OF THE MORNI NG AFTERNOON EVENI NG BE W TH YOU.

| AM DA RIEN VI S BABESSA, DRAGON BLUE. | HAVE NO VO CE, FRELLE
PLEASE

BEAR WTH ME. | AMTO TAKE YOU TOLIBRIS. |IT IS TW M LES AVWAY
"Two mles," echoed Lenorel, who was having trouble even standing up

What woul d a genuine country girl do? Break down and cry or suffer in
silence? She decided to suffer. Wth a deep breath she shoul dered her
roll. Darien gestured to the road and began wal king. Once they were
clear of the term nus she showed Lenorel another card.

TAKE THE NEXT TURN ON THE |l eft. ENTER A COFFEEHOUSE NAMED THE
RAI L SI DE VWELCOVE

"I"'mright to keep wal king," Lenorel replied, but the words were
f orced.

| MJUST BRI EF YOU AQUT LIBRI' S BEFORZ YOU AoaVE was on the back of the
sanme card

Lermorel needed no nore persuasion. The shop was of scrubbed redbrick
wi t h abandon stone slabs on the floor, and Northnoor tapestries
glittering with gold thread on the walls. |Incense, coffee, and half a
dozen varieties of snoke weed snothered her senses as she entered. Her
eyes were streaning as a waiter in a jezal akan saw themto a table by
the window It was not until she had half finished her mug of
Rockhanpt on Ebony that she renmenbered her nute escort.

Darien was sitting patiently, fingering a fan of cards and watching the
traffic passing outside the w ndow.

"Do you know the Portington sign | anguage?" Lenorel asked.
Darien's head snapped around, her formerly placid eyes bulging with

surprise. "Yes, yes," she gestured back at once. "How do you know it?
It is taught only to the nute and deaf."



"The parents of a friend of mne were both deaf-nmutes. | picked up
enough to hold a conversation."

Darien sat rocking back and forth in her seat, her hands noving in



little circles as she searched for words. "I have been in Libris for
ni ne years," she signed, too overcone to think of anything el se.

"I"ve been a librarian for two years," Lenorel replied.

"In all of Libris there is none fluent in sign | anguage but you and

nme." There was sonet hing approaching hunger in Darien's face. "l hope
we can be friends, Frelle Lemorel. | would |Iove to put these dam
cards away sonetinmes." A friend. The prospect appealed to Lenore

nore than she dared admit.

"I"'mnot on the Libris staff yet, Frelle. | cane here to take the
Dragon Red test. Where can | find a hostelry?"

"There is a spare pallet in ny roons in the Libris hostelry,” Darien
signed so quickly that Lenorel barely caught the neaning.

"I couldn't inpose--"

"No, no, | insist. Please, agree to stay."
"Well... it would be a relief not to worry about finding |odgings
before the exami nation. Wen will it be, do you know?"

"Tonorrow afternoon. "

Lermorel gripped the edge of the table as she felt herself sway
backward. "As soon as that?"

"There are problens with the internal workings of Libris, Frelle
Lemorel. W need new staff urgently. The Highliber has a... a secret
machi ne that nost peopl e know about but which none but the nost trusted
have seen. This machine is said to handle beam flash signaling with
unheard- of efficiency, but it has been making errors recently."

"If they gave ne a few days to rest and study | mght have a better
chance of passing the examination and joining the staff to help with
t he machi ne. "

"Maybe so, Frelle, but the examiner is available only tomorrow. He has
to work on the machine as well. Come now, | shall take you to ny
roonms, then show you the bathing chanbers and the refectory, when you
are washed, fed, and rested you may feel happier about the

exam nation."

"No bath can replace study," said Lenorel as she stood up. Darien
signed a paper beating the Libris crest that the waiter brought, and
t hen she picked up

Lermorel's pack roll She staggered a little under the unexpected wei ght
as she swng it across her back; then they set off down the cobbl ed
streets to Libris.

Qut si de the cof f eehouse the shadows were | engtheni ng as eveni ng
approached Nobody wore Call anchors, Lenorel noted, but then if a Cal
swept over the city the walls would prevent people from going very far
Still, it was like being the single clothed person am d a gathering of
nudi sts--and even in the notorious nudist estate at Hansonville the



patrons were reputed to still wear their body anchors. Here there were
no body anchors, no tether rails, no nercy walls, nothing! The very

t hought was sonehow want on. Perhaps that was why people's norals
seemed | ooser in Rochester.



An ebony Kooree carrying a nine-foot spear and wearing no nore than a

| oi ncl oth wal ked past talking animatedly with two nerchants and a man
wearing the uniformof a par aline guard. Robed, veiled Sout hnoor
worren strolled in groups; pack runners trotted past with inpossibly

bal anced | oads on their heads. Pushtricycles towed buggies |laden with
the gentry of the city, while armed escort runners warily surveyed the
crowmds for anbush. Lenorel noticed that she was not being jostled. She
had expected to have to fight her way through the evening rush, yet the
two librarians were given a clear path wherever they wal ked.

A CGent hei st preacher wearing a ragged jezal akan shouted in a hoarse yet
strident voice to a small crowd of idlers.

" and woe unto ye who woul d shun the touch of the Call and let thy
soul s grow so soft that..."

H s voice was quickly lost in the background din of the cries of the
vendors of fine cotton, fine silk, fine wool carpets, fine tomatoes,
fine bl ood-beans, fine sandals, and fine gunpowder. Ahead through the
crowmd was anot her preacher, a backwoods Christian Foundationist by the
| ook of his black ganberloid and buckl e shield hat.

"God in his wisdomallows this place of perdition to exist so that
honest folk m ght see what life can be |like without the Call to guide
them along Hi s path. Now ye have seen, friends, so | say unto ye,

| eave this place of Satan's confort, turn thy backs on..."

"Fi ne pastries, macaroons, pine seed cakes, roast nacadami a nuts."
"Strikers, new flint strikers."

Darien nudged Lenorel for attention, then gestured. "It is a wild part
of the city, but it is the shortest way."

Gangs of nav vies fromthe rail yards roamed in groups. Their |egs
were distorted with nmuscle from pedaling the shunting engi nes, and

bul ged against the trews of their blue uniforns. Harlots |ounged at

t he upper w ndows, each flagged with a guild sign while pinps carrying
the corresponding guild sign flags ran anong the passing crowds.
Hel I fire preachers shouted doom and brinmstone at the wonen, who
responded with flashes of breast or backside. Someone tugged at
Lemorel's ann

"Sout hrnoor girl, handsome Fras, the escaped concubi ne of a W nmmeran
and skilled in--" The pinmp stopped with sonethi ng between a gasp and a
cough as Lenorel turned and he realized his mstake. He bowed, ducked,
and backed away babbling, "Pardon Frelle. Mercy Frelle. Evening's
Fortune unto you Frelle." Darien was |aughing soundl essly.

"l can't | ook as bad as that," said Lenorel. Darien shook her head.

"It is the Rutherglen uniform |In the half-light it resenbles that of
a shunting engi ne navvy."



In the center of the road five nav vies cheered some unseen conpani on
in an upper-floor bedroom Boom ng |aughter and outraged squeal s about
dirty hands echoed down. From a nei ghboring wi ndow a buxom gi rl bared
a pair of jiggling breasts painted like bull's-eyes at the nav vies
then at Lenorel

"Must buy a new uniform" nuttered Lenorel, but Darien had sharp
heari ng and she caught the words.

["lI'l lend you one of mine," Darien's fingers replied.

The offer of something as intensely personal as a uniformsent a
curious, thrilling sensation shivering through Lenorel's exhausted
body. A group of enormous Central Confederation nav vies approached
themin a line, then suddenly split to | et them pass, bow ng
exaggeratedly and calling, "Breil, breil Frelle hufchen,” to Lenorel
"They're calling you a pretty girl," signed Darien, trying to be
hel pful , but Lenorel knew enough of their |anguage to realize that they
had taken her for a female shunter

Above the rooftops the huge beam flash tower of Libris beckoned, and
before I ong they reached the wall of the library conplex. Darien
signed them both in and they went straight to her rooms. Wile Lenore
bat hed, her new friend took measurenments fromher uniform By the tine
the refectory bell rang Darien had tack-sewn a Libris uniform of her
own to Lenorel's size. Feeling nervous and vul nerable in a borrowed
bat hrobe Lenorel took the gray clothing and dressed behind a paper
frame screen painted with stylized Warialda flowers. Darien clapped as
she emer ged.

"I"'mnot on the staff yet," she said doubtfully. "Tonorrow sone
examner will be trying hard to make nme change back into ny old
uni form"

Darien held her fingers up to the lanp and began gesturing. "I know
your exam ner, Lem Do not be afraid of him He is a bit abrupt but
very fair. Just renenber, it is in our best interests to recruit
you. "

"I may not be good enough. |I'm weak on heraldry."

"So hire a herald. | have three working for ne. Heraldry can be
wai ved if you are outstanding at nathematics."

"Real ly? It can?"

"It can. The Highliber is desperate for Dragon Librarians with skil
at nmat hematics."”

"But that will surely cause inbal ances in the running of Libris."

"It already has, Frelle Lenorel. Shall we go to the refectory instead
of cooki ng here?"

"Just one nore question. You said that you have three heral ds working
for you?"

"Yes."



"How many nore staff do you supervise?"



"Twenty-five."

"Yet you came to neet me, a base recruit at the par aline ternmnus? A
seni or Dragon Col or |ike you?"

"A newcomer's first inpressions are the inpressions that |ast npst
strongly. The Highliber's faction could not afford to |l et sone

i nexperi enced juni or babble nonsense to you, any nore than we could
allow a mnion fromthe Libris restorationists to pour lies into your
ears. W value you, we want you to know that."

H ghl i ber Zarvora had taken charge of Libris two years after the death
of Mayor Jefton's father. She had gone to great trouble to gain the
boy's attention and trust, amazing himby predicting |unar eclipses and
delighting himby breaking the secret codes of the nobility. Wen she
began to promi se great wealth and real power, he was ready to listen
The Highliber was officially one of the nonarch's private edutors, so
nobody wondered at the long tutorial sessions in her office.

"We need a glorious war to restore the throne's dignity," he decl ared
as Zarvora tried to explain a new schene to snare tax evaders. "I
grant you that it is conforting to see the treasury filling for a
change, but that inspires no respect.

Look at this decoded dispatch: they call nme Mayor M ser the Mouse!"
"That was from Tandara's mayor. Very rude of him" "I want to be
treated with respect.”

"He is a dangerous man. Better to have himtreat you with contenpt and
i gnore you, than treat you with respect and send assassins.”

Jefton caught his breath. Zarvora continued to tap at her keyboard.
Her attitude was begi nning to annoy Jefton

"I am considering a canpai gn agai nst the Southnoors,” he announced in a
| oud but forced voi ce.

"You have insufficient troops and kavel ars," Zarvora patiently
expl ai ned wi thout showi ng any trace of surprise. "The Rochestrian
nobl es and kavel ars would come to your aid if the Southnoors seened
likely to win, but if you had caused the fighting in the first place
you woul d find yourself kneeling before a headsman's bl ock while your
own nobl es and the Sout hmoor envoys watched to make sure the job wag
done properly."

Jefton flicked the wing of a mechanical ow in frustration. The row of
dotted gearwheels rattled into a new pattern in response.

"Pl ease do not fool about with the Calculor, Mayor, it is easily
di sturbed. One day it will provide you with an arny that nobody can
stop.”

He petulantly flicked the wing again, but Zarvora had already typed a
HALT MODE command into the keyboard, so nothing happened. It was
synmbolic of his reign: whatever he did would be countered.

"I apol ogi ze, Highliber," he said, walking to the wi ndow and staring



out over the slate roofs to hide his shane. "I dreamout |oud when |
talk of war. Dreans are the only place where | can break | oose fromny
peers. Even if | had the noney for a bigger army | could not raise
one, for they would rip up the decree ordering its recruitnent before
the ink was dry."

"You may not need a bigger arny," said Zarvora as she tapped out a new
set of instructions. She let the words hang. After a nonent Jefton

t ur ned.

"I's this an idle prom se?" he demanded.

"Have | ever made an idle prom se?" she asked, still typing. "I could
give you a denonstration, if you care to sit down before the chanpions
board. The Calculor is a skilled player, and | shall denonstrate--"
Suddenly she stiffened, staring at the rack of marked gears.

"Chanpi ons?" exclained Jefton with amazenment. "It can predict
eclipses, catch felons, break secret codes, and now you have taught it

to play chanpions too? It's like having a tame god at ny conmand. "

"There seens to be a problem" nuttered Zarvora, scowing at the rack

of gears. "The god may be tanme, but it is not entirely well just
now. "
Jefton thought for a nonment. "You mean it's nmade an error? Perhaps it

was di stracted by all the book-organizing work that it does for
Libris."

"The Cal cul or has no background tasks just now, Mayor. It is dedicated
to the tasks that | have invoked fromthis office."

Zarvora continued to type test calculations. Fromthe way that her
eyes w dened and her fists clenched it was obvious that the Cal cul or
made several nore errors.

"Its reliability seens to be in question," ventured Jefton. "If it
cannot per formsinple calculations howcan | trust it with questions
of the defense of the real n?"

"It has already brought you nore extra income by snaring di shonest
clerks than a one-third tax increase would have," Zarvora expl ai ned
with strained patience "Wat is nore, it has brought popularity too.
Your peopl e have not been out of pocket, yet they have seen the unjust
puni shed. It also lets you spy on your nobles by the very secret codes
that they use to conceal matters fromyou."

"Perhaps the Calculor gets careless when it is tired. Rest it nore
often. That could solve the problem M advisers often fall asleep
when neetings drag on."

"You do not understand, Mayor. The Cal cul or does not get tired |ike we
do, and cannot nake a mistake. |If the felons who performthe
operations inside it growtired it will work slower, but its accuracy
shoul d not change."

"Shoul d not ?"

"WIl not, once | find the problem Wen it is fully functional it



will be nade up of three teams of components who will be swapped every
ei ght hours. The Calculor will then be an adviser to you which wll

never sleep or die. Even better, it will have no personal opinions or
interests to color its advice."



Al t hough young, and born to his position, Jefton was as astute as many
far nore experienced rulers. He always thought through the
consequences of ad vice offered to himw th great care, but acted

deci sively once he was convinced The advantages of the expanded

Cal cul or had not taken long to win his confidence.

"I must have the services of the Cal cul or available by the end of the
nont h, "

he announced after a few nmonents of thought.

"But Mayor, the source of the errors--"

"The errors do not concern ne. |If they tend to appear when the
conponents are tired, the problemw || di sappear when the conponents
are rotated before they actually becone tired."

"But the weakness will still be in the system™

"I know you, Highliber Zarvora. You are a perfectionist, and such
peopl e do nore than is needed to acconplish a task. So the Cal cul or

can play chanpions, eh? | have noticed that Fergen has been in a very
bad mood lately, and ny | ackeys tell ne that he has been visiting this
office. | suspect that chanpi ons has been played in secret, and that

t he Cal cul or has thrashed himsoundly."

"I had neant to tell you once the error had been--"

"Excellent, excellent! If it can play chanpions so well than it can
unravel political intrigues too. Renenber, the end of the nonth,
H ghliber. |If you cannot get it working | shall send in a committee of

edutors fromthe University."

Zarvora was lost for words. A conmittee of edutors! The idea of
anyone di scovering what the Cal cul or could really do made her shiver.

"I must return to the palace now, Highliber. What should | do about
that insulting di spatch?"

"Take heart fromit, Mayor. It means that they acknow edge that you
can nmanage your treasury and will not be running to themfor l|oans. As
I ong as you seem harmess and thrifty you will be left free to govern

Rochester as you will."

Zarvora signaled for the Calculor hall to be cleared as soon as Jefton
left; then she hurried down the seven flights of stairs fromher office
to inspect the place in person. System Controller Lewick was waiting
when she arrived

"Everyt hing nust be checked," she announced. "Every gear, wre cable,
regi ster, transmssion line, and decoding chart. Every bead on every
abacus and every cog in every translator."

"Anot her error, Frelle Highliber?"

"Five errors, and while | was denonstrating it to the Mayor."

"Ah, | see. Is he losing faith in our machi ne?"

"On the contrary. He was so inpressed that he wants it fully



operational by the end of the month. |In his opinion, the errors wll
cease if the shifts are changed before the conponents tire."



"A good idea, the Mayor is a bright lad."

Furious, Zarvora seized the little nman by the tunic and lifted him
until their faces were |evel

"I have been keeping very accurate records of the failures, Fras
Lewick, figures tined by the reciprocating clock in nmy office. The
errors are turning up progressively earlier in the shifts. Do |I make
nysel f cl ear?"

He smled nervously and nodded. She put hi m down.

"Well, well, the little nonster seens to be growi ng |lazy," he said as

he strai ghtened his clothing.

"It is not alive! There is a defect, and it is getting worse. |If the
Cal cul or becomes operational before we find it, Jefton will get sone
very stupid advice-which he will follow blindly because he trusts the

Calculor too well."

"Serves himright for meddling with our work," said Lewick with a
shrug. "After the first big m stake he will |eave us alone.”

"After the first big mstake he'll send in a conmttee of edutors from
the University," said Zarvora, smling grimy in anticipation

"BEdutors? In here?" «cried Lewick in disbelief that becane horror as
he realized what the full consequences woul d be.

"Edutors, in here, Fras Lewick."

"CGodsl ove, no! They woul dn't understand. They would try to prove that
it couldn't work. The secret would be out, damm nobles and relatives
would try to liberate some of our best conponents.™

"It will only happen if the errors are not stopped. Cone, we shal
begi n by checki ng the abacus franes on each desk."

They started at the back row of desks on the right-hand processor of
the Cal cul or and gradually noved forward. After an hour they had found
no nmore than a hidden bag of wal nuts and sone obscene graffiti.

"The mechani snms are in excellent condition, Fras Lewick," said Zarvora
as they reached the partition that separated the FUNCTI ON section from
t he conmon conponents. "You are to be congratul ated for maintaining
the machine so well."

"I love the Cal culor, good Frelle," he confessed as he checked the
gears in a translator. "Wien | think of some rabble of edutors
violating this hall, babbling their ignorant opinions, poking their
grubby fingers into her gearwheels..” it nakes nme shake with rage.
think I'lIl clean ny gun and spend sone tine in the gymasi um

toni ght."

"Admirable loyalty, Fras Lewick, but your tinme would be better spent
finding the defect. W know that the same incorrect answers conme from
both Dexter and Sinister processors, yet these are separated by two
cloth partitions ten feet high--and the corridor between is patrolled
by Dragon Colors. Still, conmponents on the two sides must be

conmuni cating with each other."






"Wl d you fight a duel rather than let the Cal cul or be viol ated,
Frell e Hi ghliber?"

"I already have. Now, if two components had a tiny mrror each they
could flash coded signals on the ceiling of the hall. Have the
conponents stripped naked and gi ven new unifornms as they enter. Nothing
reflective nust be smuggled in."

"Yes, Highliber."

"Coughs, or the hunming of tunes, could be code as well. Have al
conponents gagged for the next shift. | would like to put the two
processors into separate halls, but that would take nonths of
rebuil di ng, and woul d slow the processing tinme. Have the conponents
well rested, Fras Lewick. There will be a ten-hour series of tests
t onmor r ow. "

The Assessor of Exami nations was barely ten years ol der than Lenorel
and did not conformto her imge of Dragon Silver Librarians. He was
grayi ng, haggard, and unshaven. Hi s robes were di shevel ed, and | ooked
as if he had been sleeping in them There were ink and coffee stains
on his sleeves.

"Dragon Orange M I derellen?" he asked, glancing up froma nest of
forms and ot her paperwork as she entered.

"Yes, Fras Assessor."”

"Please sit down," he said, opening her file. "Good nmarks in
mat hematics, in fact honors. You topped your year three tines, | see.”
Suddenly he frowned. "Whn the regional shooting chanpionship tw ce and

shot the nagistrate's chanpion in a duel: that's a worry."

Lermorel felt a surge of horror, and suddenly wondered if she would be
given a test at all. Wthout another word he closed the file and
fished out two lists of questions fromthe mess on his desk.

"Pl ease conplete these tests when | tell you to start," he said as he

handed themto Lenorel with a slate for rough work. "Married?"
"No, Fras--"
"Just as well. | was married, but my wife left me. Thought | had

anot her woman in Libris, because of the long hours I work. Hah! |
shoul d be so luckry. Lackey I"

A short girl with large eyes and | ong black hair cane mncing in from
anot her office. She smiled at Lenmorel. Her tunic bore the twin bars
of the library-assistant grades.

"Rosa, this candidate is to be examnmi ned before two wi tnesses for a
Dragon Red upgrade. Bring your work in here and give the Frelle
anyt hi ng that she needs--coffee, headache powders, all that."

Rosa took Lemorel over to a desk where an hourglass with a calibration
seal stood at one corner



"Pay himno mnd," she whispered. "He works too hard and doesn't get
enough sl eep. Now, you have exactly one hour to finish, from when
turn the hourglass. Ready?" Lenorel nodded. "Start... now"

There were ten questions of noderate difficulty on the first sheet, and
five really hard questions on the second. Fighting down waves of

pani c, Lenorel scanned for the easiest questions, marked themin order
of difficulty, then started.

The first four she did nmentally, juggling figures and scraw i ng down
answers w thout bothering to verify anything. The sand drifted down
into a pile that grew om nously. G oup theory, integral calculus, and
di vision of matrices: some of the nethods she could only guess at,
others she had studied. She rounded off results for conveni ence, wote
i n nunbers renenbered fromtabl es and made approxi mati ons from roughly
chal ked graphs. In the background the Dragon Silver nuttered to

Rosa.

"Wirking us like slaves, how can she expect me to fill these quotas?
Does she think Dragon Greens grow on trees? For every ten conponents
we need one Dragon Green equivalent in the support staff, yet she wants
the machine up to a thousand conponents in ten nonths."

Lermorel was desperate by now, and as the sands ran out the fina
guestion was still unanswered. The Dragon Silver continued to nmutter
about workl oads and not having time to spend his apparently generous
sal ary.

"Time's up!" Rosa announced, reaching across to take the papers and
slate back fromLenorel. She handed themto the Assessor. He sat up
stretched, and began to mark the answers.

She woul d be sent back to Rutherglen now, to Lenorel there was nothing
nore certain. She forced herself into a cold, calmstate to keep the
tears back.

"Now. .. first paper, ninety-six percent, that's good. Second,
fifty-two per cent. A bare pass but good enough,"” he concluded with a
flourish of his pen, then | ooked up with a snmle. "Congratul ations,

that was short notice, but informality is in vogue here."

"Have | passed, Fras Assessor?" "O course, welcome to Libris." "But
that was only mathematics."

"Frelle, we have to work under pressure to keep the Highliber's needs
satisfied Look at ny desk: a staff of nine used to do all this, but
now there's just me and a couple of assistants.™

He scribbled on a form then signed it and handed it to Lenorel. "Fras
Dragon Silver--" "Dargetty, Tarrin Dargetty."

"Fras Tarrin, this means so nuch to ne, | just have to tell you.
Working in Libris has been ny dreamfor years."



"I"'mglad to hear that, Frelle Lenorel, because you won't do anything
el se but work in Libris--except for sleeping and eating, if you're
lucky. Now, lovely to nmeet you, but you'll have to hurry if you are to
catch the Registrar's |ackey before he closes up for the afternoon.™

"Fras Exam ner Dargetty, don't you even know Libris office hours?" Rosa
cut in. "It's not even four as yet, she has over an hour."

Tarrin sat perfectly still for a noment, then slowy | ooked up at the
reci procating clock. He turned to Rosa.

"Did you just nmake Frelle MIlderellen do two exans in one hour?" he
asked slowy.

Lermorel blinked, too numb to conprehend. Rosa gasped.
"Ch--shewt! Er, well--well you didn't tell nme!"

"You're paid to think as well as follow orders," said Tarrin, putting

his head in his hands. "A red header on one paper, a green header on
the other."
"I don't follow, " said Lenmorel anxiously. "AmI| a Dragon Red?"

"Only for as long as it took me to mark the second paper. You're
Dragon Green now. Ah shewt, where are the regulations? "Wen a

candi date faints, suffers a heart attack, gives birth or is otherw se
unable to conplete a paper for any justifiable reason the mark may- - at
the discretion of the exam ning officer--be increased by a percentage
of the mark obtained equal to the percentage of the time remaining."
That's one hundred four percent in your case..” no, that will never
do. Anyway I'mnot sure if that clause covers shoddy supervision."
"Gving birth seens unlikely."

"Not at all, the stress of the exans seens to trigger it. Apparently
happens every coupl e of decades--on average."

"Why not add the two marks together and take an average?" Rosa

suggested. "That way she gets two credits instead of a distinction and
a pass."
Tarrin | ooked up and cl asped his hands together. "I know, she could do

anot her paper for Dragon Green. Frelle MIderellen, what do you think
of ---Rosa, catch her!"

They hel ped Lenorel back onto her seat. Rosa sat with her while Tarrin
went outside to find a lackey to bring coffee. In a few ninutes she
was feeling better.

"Met the Registrar in the corridor and told hi mwhat happened,” Tarrin
announced as he placed a steam ng nug of black coffee in front of the
new Dragon Green. "He said he'd sanction a distinction for Dragon Red
and a credit for Dragon Green, with an option of sitting the exam again
if you wish."

"Acredit's quite enough, Fras Tarrin. Are you sure there are no other
tests?" He rubbed his face with one hand and sat on the edge of the
desk.

"You just passed the test for Dragon Geen, Frelle, and there's an end



of it." "But what about heraldry and advanced cat al ogui ng?"



"Mat hemati cs has becone everything in Libris, at least for the work
that you will be doing. You' ve passed mathematics at Dragon G een, so
you are a Dragon Green Librarian. | know there are rituals and
cerenoni es that ought to go with this honor, but there's no time for
all that. Ah yes, I'msorry. | renmenber ny own Dragon G een cerenony,
with a thousand Dragon Librarians, edutors, and library assistants
presi ded over by the previous H ghliber in the old Investiture Hall

but now the Hall has been given over to--well, you will see soon
enough. Now Rosa, try to nake up for what you did to Frelle

Ml derellen by taking her papers over to the Registrar's |ackey."

"What | did to her? You were the one who--"

"Just take the papers over and come back with her green arm band

Pl ease?" "Just one question," Lenorel asked when Rosa had gone. "When
you read about mny dueling record you seened to have doubts about ne.
WIl, ah, my past count agai nst me here?"

"No, quite the opposite. |If you had cone in as a Dragon Red with that
sort of shooting record Vardel Giss would have cl ai ned you for her

Ti ger Dragons just as fast as she could petition the Registrar. She's
under pressure to neet recruitment quotas too. Now, however, you're
too senior to be a Tiger Dragon recruit so | can send you to Systens
Desi gn. "

Lermorel was too drained to reply, and just stared at the cooling nug of
coffee. Tarrin flinched nervously several tinmes, then gritted his
teeth, stood up, and cane around the desk. He put a hand on her

shoul der. His touch was light and trenbling, and he snelled of stale
clothing and coffee. Here's soneone with even worse graces than ne,
Lermorel told herself. He coughed and cleared his throat.

"Frelle Lenorel, trust ne, this is a better path for you. Five years

in Systens Design and you'll be a Dragon Silver, | guarantee it. By
the way, | want you to enroll at the University for some postgraduate
wor k. "

"I--ah, yes. How long is the course?"

"Three years, normally, but I'lIl arrange for the exans to be earlier. |
need el even new Dragon Blues to act as senior regulators in the, ah

H ghli ber's special calculation section, and you need to have at | east
partly conpleted a degree to be nade a Dragon Bl ue."

Rosa returned and announced that Lenorel could not be awarded her green
arm band by proxy. Utterly exhausted, she shanbled to the Registrar's
of fice, where a Dragon Blue tried to conply with a fragnent of the old
cerenony by reading sone lines of the formal presentation and giving
her the green armband on a faded red cushion that had been on his
chair a monent earlier. Tarrin, Rosa, and the librarians waiting in
the queue for their pay envel opes cl apped.

"Where are you staying?" Tarrin asked as they wal ked out into the
bl uest one corridor.



"In the hostelry,"” replied Lenorel, her words slurring. "Darien vis
Babessa... letting ne stay with her."

"The Dragon Blue, linguistics expert. Ah yes. No real talent with
figures. Rosa, escort Frelle Mlderellen to her roons, she |ooks
terrible. Sleep late to norrow, Frelle, don't turn up for work unti
seven AM [|'Il introduce you to your superiors and have you sign the
Capital Secrets Act."

"As in Rochester the capital ?"
"The word 'capital' refers to capital punishnment, Frelle."

Cl oster and Lermai pushed their overl oaded book trolley down the |ong
passage way that led fromthe backl og store to the Catal oguing
Chanmbers. Normally they woul d have nade one such trip every two

nmont hs, but for several weeks past the rate had clinbed to nine trips
per day. The two elderly attendants were griny with dust and sweat.
"Soon there' |l be no backlog at all,"” said Lermai as Cl oster conplai ned
about their workload. "Then things will ease.™

"No backl og? No backlog?" retorted Closter. "Wuat's a Catal oguing
Departnment wi thout a backl og? The new Hi ghliber has no respect for
tradition. She's just too.." new"

"Not so new, Closter. She's been here three years.™

"Three years? Hah! Her predecessor was here ninety-five years. He
cane here as a nere boy and worked his way up. Forty-one years as
H ghliber! Tradition neant sonething under him"

They trudged on in silence for sone yards; then Lermai sneezed into his
sleeve. A cloud of dust billowed out, causing Closter to sneeze in
turn.

"It's all because of that signaling machine," grunbled Coster as he
waved at the dust. "All books have to be in the main catal ogue because
the machi ne can only find books that are catal ogued. Men and wonen
slavin' for a machine!

Hah!  The whole of Libris is turning into a machine. And what are we?"
"Library Attendants, C ass O ange, Subdivision Five--"

"No, no, dummart, we're machines, |'m neaning. Even though we're
breat hi ng, tal king, sneezing people, the Highliber's turning us into
machi nes. "

As they opened the door to the Catal oguing Chanbers they instantly knew
t hat somet hi ng was wong. Along the rows of overcrowled desks not a

si ngl e catal oguer was noving. A heated argunent could be heard in the
Chi ef Cat al oguer office.

"The Highliber's here," whispered a Dragon Yellow, holding a finger up
to her lips.

"I do not request, | order!" shouted Zarvora from behind the office
door.

"My departnment! I'Il not run it to please your daf-shewt nachine," the



Chi ef Catal oguer shouted back in a high, reedy voice.



"My library! You will do what ny system demands."

"I chall enge your system | challenge you!" shrieked the Chief
Cat al oguer .

At the word "chall enge" the catal oguers cringed, and C oster and Ler mai
took refuge behind the trolley. The door to the office was flung
open.

"Meet me in the dueling cloisters at dawn or report for exile to the
par aline chain gangs," called Zarvora as she strode out.

She passed Closter and Lermai w thout a glance and sl ammed the door
behi nd her. The Chief Catal oguer energed fromhis office holding sonme
tom grinmy pages. His face was red with fury and his gray hair

di shevel ed.

"Tore up ny copy of the catal oguing rules!"™ he shouted at a burly
young Dragon Blue. "Horak, you nust stand in the dueling chanbers as
ny chanpion."

"Agai nst Highliber Zarvora?" replied Horak wi thout standing up
"Sorry,

good Fras. I'll duel for you, but suicide is another matter
entirely."”

The Chi ef Catal oguer's blue eyes bulged so alarm ngly that Horak
recoiled. "Traitorous wetch! | appointed you to your Color, and
can break you down to Dragon White."

Horak marshaled a grimsnmile. "Better a live Dragon Wite than a dead
Dragon Bl ue."

The Chief Catal oguer flung the tattered pages in his face. "Get out!
Now! "

he cried, pointing at the door. Horak left his desk and wal ked across
to the nmain door.

"Enj oy your new appointnent to the par aline gangs,"” he called as he
pul | ed the door closed behind him The Chi ef Catal oguer snatched up a
thesaurus and flung it after him It fell short, striking a pile of
books on the trolley and spilling them across the floor

"The Highliber's angry about sonething," whispered C oster as they
pi cked up the books, "and it's not the catal ogui ng backl og either. They
say sonething's wong with her signaling nachine. They say a bad
spirit has possessed it."

Lermai opened his nmouth wide in astonishment. The G eat Machi ne was
only a signaling systemas far as the librarians and attendants knew,
but it was so conplex and | arge that they had begun treating it as a
living--and senior-nenber of the staff.

"Why not call in a priest to performan exorcism asked Lernmai.
"why? Why? Because there's not been a machine like it since before

Greatwinter,"” replied Closter, feigning exasperation. "The art of
exor ci sing machi nes has been lost for so long that we have not a single



book of prayers and cerenonies concerning it."

hserving the drama froma corner of the catal oguing roomwere Tarrin
and Lenorel, trapped during the new Dragon Green's tour of the Libris
departments. As Coster and Lermai picked up the fallen books Tarrin
took his recruit by the arm and hastened her throuzh a side door and
down a service corridor



"W see a lot of that," Tarrin said with a shrug once they were out of
earshot. "The Hi ghliber is introducing refornms that certain factions
in Libris dislike. People have to work to schedul es and deadl i nes now,
peopl e who have never worked to a schedule or met a deadline in their
lives. As you have just seen, our conplaint systemis a little
dangerous. A conplaint against the Hi ghliber nmust be addressed to the
H ghl i ber herself before it can be addressed to the Mayor. The

H ghl i ber can choose to chall enge--and that nmeans a duel. Now, you
could name a chanpion, but if the Highliber kills your chanpion, then
she has the right to demand a retraction. |f you refuse, you have to
fight her in person.” "That's the sanme as everywhere in the Southeast
All'iance. "

"Yes indeed, but in Libris there's been a ot nore of it lately. The

H ghliber's killed nineteen champions and two Dragon Gol ds who chose to
duel in person. She's a deadly shot and has a bad tenper. On the

ot her hand, us younger Dragon Colors love her. She makes everything
nove, she gets things done."

They came to a newly renovated area with whitewashed walls and
skylights. Tarrin had to sign themin with the guards at three
separate doors, and they finally entered an office with the title
System Controll er stenciled roughly on the door. Tarrin introduced
Lewick, who smiled and ki ssed Lenorel's hand, then called for his
| ackey to bring coffee. He had a faint snmell of bath salts, and

i npressed Lenorel as the sort of person that one could not hel p but
l'ike.

"M lderellen, yes, that paper on the directional distribution of the
Call," Lewick said as he carried a cane chair over for her. "Excellent
work. Did you work out the mathematics yoursel f?2."

"Yes, Fras Lewick. It took five nonths."

"Months? 1t would have taken nme decades--by nyself, that is. O
course | could do the work in days using the Highliber's, yes, ah, what

you are about to see." He rummaged about anong the papers on his desk,
t hen brought over a formon a clipboard. It was headed Capital Secrets
Act .

"You are about to learn of a secret machi ne, and the secret is a close

one," Tarrin explained. "Please read this form and sign where
i ndi cated. "
Lemorel read. It was an act endorsed by the Mayor, but was internal to

Libris. Sonething known as the Cal cul or was nmentioned in nearly every
cl ause, and nost of the penalties for breaches of the rules were death.
Those that were not involved a life sentence in the very sanme Cal cul or
but the text gave no clue to the Calculor's nature. Taking the goose
quill that Lewick held out, Lenorel dipped it in a porcelain ink jar
held in a silver dragon's jaws. A drop spattered the poor paper

form

"Don't worry, Frelle, you can be shot whether you sign the form or
not, "

said Tarrin, reaching for a jar of powder.

Lenor el signed.



"Wel come to our fanmily," declared Lewick as Tarrin dusted powder on



the "Who eats Dragon Colors faster than | can recruit them"
interjected Tarrin. "l've seen it all before, I'll stay here." He sat
behi nd Lewick's desk and tugged at a cord hanging fromthe ceiling,
then picked up a reel of perforated paper tape and began to read the
code directly fromthe patterns of holes.

Lew i ck unl ocked a thick ironwod door and took Lenorel down an unlit
corridor lined with limestone slabs. |t opened into another chamnber.
Two Tiger Dragons saluted as they enmerged, alert and hard-mnuscl ed
yout hs who were armed with two doubl e-barreled flintlocks each. Lenore
could see that they were not for show.

"The Highliber's machine is called the Calculor, and is a cal cul ation
engi ne of really prodigious power and versatility," Lewick expl ai ned
as he gestured to a small door hung with thick felt curtains. "It can
process tasks in days that any lone clerk m ght |abor over for

years."

He held the curtain aside and Lenorel wal ked out onto an observation
gallery. 1t was set high in one wall of the Calculor hall, right above
t he doubl e partitions that separated Dexter and Sinister processors.
Wldly differing inpressions swept over Lenorel. A hall full of
students doi ng exams, the weavi ng chanpi onships at the regional fair, a
vi neyard crowded with pickers at harvest tine.." but there could be no
real conparison with anything else. The Calcul or was an echo of

somet hing all but inconprehensible fromthe distant past. It was an
engine like a river galley or galley train, yet so much nore. This was
not just a device to nove cargo, it multiplied the skills of whoever
used it.

"So, Frelle Lenorel, what do you think of our Great Machine?" Lewick
asked eagerly, like a proud parent presenting a gifted child.

"It--a device to enhance the nmnd, just as a tel escope enhances the
eye," she said slowy, nesnerized by what she saw

"Very good, a good analogy!" Lewick exclained. "I'Il note that one.
Cone now, let's return to the office.”

He began expl ai ni ng sone el ements of the design as they wal ked, but
they were back with Tarrin before he had even covered the |ogistics of
shift work for the Cal culor's components.

"As a Dragon Green you will be working in Systens Design--ah, that is
when you are at work. Wen yon are not at work you will be studying at
the University, | hope?"

"She has been enrolled already,” Tarrin assured him
"Spl endi d, our expansion activities require nore Dragon Blue |ibrarians
in a year than Libris used to pronmbte in a century."”

"Which brings nme to ny interesting news," said Tarrin.
"Could I sit at my own desk as you tell me?" asked Lewick hopefully,
rubbi ng his hands together and bowing a little.

"Ch, my apologies," replied Tarrin, nopping up a coffee ring with his
sl eeve as he stood up. "You are about to get the services of the Chief
Cat al oguer . "






Lewick frowned suspiciously. "As a Dragon or a conponent?"
"A conponent."

"Spl endid, splendid!'" exclainmed Lewick, slapping his hands on the
| eat her facing of his desk. "Watever his faults he does have a head
for figures. He can be a trainee function in Sinister--"

He was interrupted by a sharp knock on the door, and before Lewrick
coul d speak the door was flung open. Highliber Zarvora strode in.

"Fras Tarfin, the guards said that you were here--who is this?"

"Dragon Green Lenorel Mlderellen,"” Tarrin said as Lenorel stood up and
bowed smartly.

"M lderellen... Denopgraphic Analysis of the Call Vectors in the

Sout heast, yes a good paper."” She turned to Tardn. "But | remenber
seei ng her name on the Dragon Orange pronotions listing only | ast
nont h. "

"I tested her the day she arrived and doubl e-prompted her," Tan-in
expl ained "Gave you quite a shock, didn't |, Frelle? Quite an ordeal
she fainted in ny office."

"Put this on and try not to faint," said Zarvora, throwi ng a band of
gold cloth to Tarrin. "The Chief Catal oguer chall enged, but was unabl e
to name a chanpion. You are now Chi ef Catal oguer."”

Tarrin opened his nmouth and his jaw worked, but no words forned.
Zarvora turned to Lenorel

"It is a shock when you get an unexpected pronotion, yes?"
"Yes, Frelle Highliber."

"But my work as Examiner, there's nobody qualified to take over,"
Tan'in protested.

"Then you will have to carry both positions. Make your clerk a Dragon
White. She knows your basic office procedures. Send her to the |oca
Unitech to study admi nistration, raise her salary, anything, just keep

both offices working." "Couldn't |I make her Chief Catal oguer?"
"No. "
Lewick | aughed. "Chief Cataloguer, may | be the first to congratul ate

you?" "Highliber this is inmpossible--"

"Fras Tan-in, it is very easy. Just get the catal oguers working. Break
up the entrenched groups and send any troubl enakers to the Cal culor."
"Ch yes," said Lewick, "they'd be nost welcone.”™ "It's not as easy as
that, Frelle Highliber!"

"Fras Tarrin, listen. Catal oguing nmust be made an extension of the
data storage register of the Calculor by the end of the year. M

| ackey has sone papers for you to sign and a charter for your office
wall." "There will be challenges.” "So? Do what | do: shoot them"
"I'ma terrible shot."



"Engage a chanpion.”
The Highliber left. Nobody spoke for a full mnute.

"A wonderful lady, the H ghliber," said Lewick. "Wre | thirty years
younger | might propose a liaison."

"You're either nad or senile, or both," said Tarrin, rubbing his
temples. "Frelle Lenorel, I'mafraid that | cannot conplete your tour
of Libris, but |I did manage to get you as far as your Departnent Head,
Dragon Gold Lewfick MacKention."

"See you on the Executive Committee," Lewick called as Tarrin left.
The newl y appoi nted Chi ef Catal oguer slamed the door behind him

"This is all a strain, ny dear Frelle," Lewick said kindly as he sat
back at his desk. "The Highliber needs cal cul ati ng power for both the
Mayor's projects and her own researches. Expanding the Calculor is
provi ng di sruptive enough, yet there is sonething worse. The Cal cul or
has becone unreliable and we don't know why. Frelle Zarvora's tenper
is strung tight enough to play a tune upon and we, her staff, are being
run ragged."

I've met the Highliber herself, thought Lenorel, barely follow ng his
words. And the Highliber had actually seen--and renenbered---her paper
on Call vectors.

"How | ong has the Cal cul or been operational ?" she asked, abruptly
pul l'ing herself out of the reverie.

"It isn't. W have been running tests for many nonths and have even
done sone inportant projects for the Mayor, but it's not operational
There were plans for a conm ssioning cerenony, but they have been held
over. It has begun to nake strange errors--but nmore of that later

Cone now, let us find a desk for you. People need their own desk, just
as they need their own bed. Desks are intensely personal things, don't
you think so?"

The sun had been down two hours when Lenorel finally returned to
Darien's rooms, flopped onto the spare bunk, and bl anked out. After
anot her hour Darien entered, |ooked at the linp figure spraw ed on the
bunk, and shook her head. Lenorel did not wake as her boots were
pul l ed off and a bl anket was draped over her.



COURTSH P

FUNCTI ON 9 recogni zed t he sequence of nunbers as they appeared on the
wheel s of his reception register. The Cal cul or had been through the
same sequence a dozen times already, but now there was a slight
rounding error. A lot of testing was being conducted, the Calculor's
masters were very agitated about sonething, and other conponents had
been fl ogged for both oversights and initiatives. FUNCTION 9 was too
skilled for oversights, and he preferred his initiatives to be

i nvi si bl e.

He performed his operations on the nunbers, then sent the results to
the Dragon Green who was in charge of the correlator conponents by
setting a register of levers to represent us answer and pressing the
transm ssion pedal below the desk. The Cal cul or was designed so that

t he i ndependent Dexter and Sinister sides checked each other's work.
Their correl ati on subsections passed results to the Centra
Verification Unit, and if the results differed that particular

cal cul ati on woul d be repeated. FUNCTION 9 had a good menory and he
knew t hat some of the tests being perforned on the machine were invalid
because of rounding errors and such, yet they did not cone back for
reprocessing. He knew it was odd, but he did nothing about the errors.
He did not want a fl ogging.

The correl ator sat behind a screen several feet away from FUNCTION 9's
desk, and the component could hear the clacking as he fed the data into
his register for transmssion to the Verification Unit--then there was
a faint thunp and hum of tensed wires. A nonent |ater he heard a thunp
fromthe correlator on the other side, but the acconpanying chord was
not quite the sane. Another thunp, and this time the chord matched
that of his own side. FUNCTION 9 smiled as nuch as his gag woul d
al | ow.

Fromthe Verification Unit the results went to the System Control Room
where Lewick and a team of Dragon G eens and Bl ues anal yzed them The
l[ibrarians in the Calculor were carefully isolated fromthose who were
checki ng the output, and of course none of them knew why the tests were
bei ng perforned.

Lermorel's initial work in Libris was part of this massive check of the
system Tables of figures were fed in and processed, with both Dexter
and Sinister processors alternately disabled. The results canme out
roughly as expected: the two processors nade randomy different

nm st akes. Teams of Dragon Librarians were used as conponents, and they
could find no way to break the systemafter getting an insider's view.



The Cal cul or was returned to normal operation, but after a week the
errors began to reappear. The backlog of inmportant work continued to

pile up.

Even in the atnosphere of inpossible workloads, flayed tenpers, and

i npenetrabl e secrecy, Lenorel was happy. She was new to the place and
relatively junior, so she was assigned nothing nore than anal ysis of
the Calculor's output. While others exchanged insults and argued about
t he denmarcation of duties, Lenorel did her calculations quickly,
accurately, and anonymously. At l|last her past had | ost her; she could
nmerge with the Highliber's nachine.

She decided to accept Darien's offer to permanently share the tw n-room
apart let in the Libris hostelry. It was a long clinb to the top
floor, but they had a good view of the mayoral gardens, the |ake, and
the farms and forests beyond. Lenorel and Darien got along very well,
in part because they had the bond of sign | anguage, but al so because
both knew what it was |like to be an outcast.

The Rochester market |ay between the par aline ternminus and the

Uni versity, and helped to divide the city between the affluent classes
of the eastern side and everyone el se. Through the market one could
travel the known world, and even go a little farther. Sout hnoor
carpets woven from dyed wool and enu down hung fromterraced frames to
forma gaudy little city of facades. Finely tailored clothing from
Giffith insured a permanent crowd at the Central Confederation's
stalls, while the clockwork and gunsnmiths' stalls of the Wangaratta,
Shepparton, and Rutherglen may orates attracted nore foreigners than
locals. There were flesh vegetables fromlocal farns a mle or two

di stant, beside Northmoor coffee fromthe Northernnost regions of the
known wor | d.

Darien and Lenorel visited the market on their schedul ed free days.
After buying food they went to the vagary stalls at the University end.
Darien al ways cane away wi th books in obscure | anguages or classics in
ol der variants of Anglaic, while Lenorel searched for books on

mat hemati cs and natural phil osophy. The dealers put some of the nore

i nteresting vol unes aside for them

Lermorel now wore her hair down, retiring behind the dark, wavy cascades
t hat nobody in Rutherglen had ever seen unbound. A change in inage
could not go without a change in appearance, after all. Darien
persuaded her to buy a brightly patterned Cargelligo scarf, and to have
the Libris uniformrun up in Cowa silks by a naster tailor who was the
endorsed tailor to nenbers of the Libris Executive. As the weeks
passed the newest Dragon Green began to think about new weapons.

"A pair of duelers' throw ng knives, or a |ong-bore matchl ock that has
seen better days," Lenorel said as she stood before Tantyrak, forner

Powder nonger to the Emir of Cowa. "I can throw a knife, and they seem
el egant . "
Darien held up her hands. "Wuld you ever enter a duel with a knife?"

"Ch no!"



"Then don't buy them"
"Then it mnust be the nusket."
"What good is a musket to a librarian?"

"I't has Inglewood filigree work along the barrel, and greenstone inlay
on the stock. It nmight get ne into cerenpnial guard squads."

"More likely you will be put into firing squads for inportant
felons.”

Lermorel lifted the nusket down fromthe rack. Tantyrak sniled, bowed,
and rubbed his hands together

"It once had a ram | ock mechani sm you can see by the holes here and
here. The mechani sm was renmpoved and replaced by a matchl ock fuse for
use by a nusketeer fromDeniliquin. See the poker work Deniliquin
crest on the stock that soneone has tried to file away?"

"It was probably looted froma body on sone battlefield. Wy would he
have the ram | ock renoved?"

"Reliability and ease of reloading. A snoldering fuse neans a shot
every time. A weak shower of sparks froma ramlock or flintlock neans
click when your |ife depends on boom On the other hand, a

wel | - mai ntai ned ram | ock under a rain sleeve can allow you to shoot
even when all other guns are washed out. Fras Tantyrak, how nuch?"

"Ah, very fine gun, Frelle, special rebuilding of nechani sm as
mat chl ock. Forty-nine silver nobles."

"Terrible gun, | hate matchl ocks. Snelly fuse snmoke, al ways goi ng out.
Do you have the original ram]lock

"Alas Frelle, the faithless pestilent who owned it previously had no
regard for the elegant and virtuous principle of ramlock sparking."

"Fi fteen nobl es."

"Fifteen nobles? Frelle, the greenstone in the stock is worth nore
than fifteen nobles.” '

Ten m nutes of haggling secured the nusket for thirty-seven silver
nobl es, and Lenorel insisted that she had been robbed even when out of
earshot of the nerchant.

"It should take me three nonths to rebuild the ram | ock

"You?"

"Way not? | have a toolkit of files, dem -saws and such. |'ma clock
maker daughter, after all."

"Why not have the Libris workshops do it for you?"

"Darien, | use ny head all day. | need to do sonmething with ny hands
to relax."”

They stopped at a nmetal foundry, and Lenorel ordered bl ank pl ates and



springs to be nmade for her ramlock As the netalsnmth took
nmeasur enents and rmade draw ngs Darien | ooked around the shop. There



was a tiny forge fired by anthracite, as prescribed by |aw and holy
scripture. Chain links for pedal tricycles hung on pegs, and the

shel ves were piled with gears, sprockets, cans, and axles. Severa

| arger, heavier chains hung waiting for repairs, chains that could only
be fromgalley trains. So, there was nore work than the par aline

wor kshops on the northern edge of the | ake could handle. That usually
meant fighting somewhere, or fighting soon to be. Wnd trains ran for
practically nothing, but they were slow and depended on the weat her
Galley trains were expensive but fast, and speed often won wars.

A troop of arnmed runners marched past outside, escorting the Mrket
Rectifier and his accountant. Tall orange plunes marked t hem above the
undul ati ng sea of heads, and their butt-Ieather arnor creaked as they
mar ched, brass-tipped swagger sticks rapping the cobbles in unison at
every second step. The Rectifier carried his standard of office, while
t he accountant wal ked behind himwi th the [ eather and gilt work

Regi ster of Merchants beneath his arm Several |ackeys foll owed
carrying record boxes, and behind themwere nore runners and a sullen
prisoner. Darien did not recognize him but noted that he was wearing
a barge cap of the river-merchant service. An agent of the Warren
quite probably. Catcalls and hisses sniped at himfromthe onl ookers.

The Rectifier had been unraveling fraudul ent dealings at an astonishing
rate in recent nonths, so nuch so that two underground cartels had been
forced to di sband and even the mighty Warren was reduced to no nore
than a few legal fronts. The crushing of organized crime in the
Rochest er market had | owered both prices and overheads, so that honest
traders were better off.

"Coul d you take this back to Libris, Dar?" Darien turned fromthe door
and Lenorel thrust her nusket and a wi cker bag into her arns. "I have
to go on to the University now "

Wth her hands full Darien could not reply.

The University was a nmile or so fromthe walls of Libris, and was
nearly as old as the library itself. Its beautiful gardens were
famous, and both mayors and hi ghlibers had been educated there for over
a thousand years. Lenorel was conforted by its size. Nobody knew her
there, and she could just sit quietly and listen to the edutors expound
t heorens and proofs as if she were the respectabl e young daughter of
rich parents fromthe southeast quadrant of the city. She was indeed
bei ng gi ven a second chance at life.

In Libris she was set dozens of inconprehensible tasks in synbolic

| ogic and set theory each day, and was even trained as a conponent in
the Calculor. Tarrin |ooked increasingly haggard, and Lewick snapped
at anyone who spoke the word "edutor” in his presence. Once Lenore
had even seen the Mayor hinself com ng out of the Highliber's roons.
Mont hs passed, but whatever the problemwas, it noved no closer to
resolution. Her ramlock nechanismslowy took shape over dozens of
nights by the fireside, and by Decenber she was testing the fully
restored nmusket in the practice range of the Libris dueling chanmbers.



"The Calculor really is alive," insisted Lewick as Zarvora paced the
floor in front of him

"I designed it, right down to the |ast bead on the | owest conponent
saba cus," she replied listlessly. "It cannot be alive."

One hundred and thirty yards away a marksman squi nted down the tunne
sight of a flintlock nmusket as he crouched beside a gargoyle on the
Libris roof. His target was pacing constantly, so he could not aim
wel | enough to be sure of a kill.

"Hi ghliber, you used fragnents of the old science, and we know t hat
before Greatwi nter sone nachines really were alive. Perhaps the
patterns of the machines were alive, rather than the beads and wires.
By using the old patterns you may have accidentally re-created sone
sort of life. Perhaps the data that you play into the Calculor's
keyboard is educating it. Sone of it is astrological, remenber.”

"No, no, no!" insisted Zarvora, sitting down before the chanpions
tabl e and pounding the edge. "Only astronom cal data has been fed into
the Calculor: positions of the planets relative to each other, notions
of the noon, motions of |esser bodies. The equations to describe their
noverent s are nodern Sout hnmooric, and are based on all orbits being
elliptical. It is exact, neasurable science.”

"Astrol ogi cal influences may--"
"No! This is astronony, not witchcraft."

The marksman ainmed slightly above the seated Zarvora's head and waited
for a slight puff of wind to disperse. Counting slowy, he squeezed
the trigger. There was a sharp click as the flint hit the fizz en but
the flash pan cover did not lift and the gun did not discharge.

Zarvora stood up and began pacing again. Wth a soft but el oquent
curse the marksman took a small screwdriver froma ring on his belt and
| oosened the bolt in the pan cover bearing.

"I have a theory about G eatwinter, that its return can be predicted
fromplanetary notions," Zarvora expl ai ned as she resumed her pacing.
"Using the Calculor I worked out when a second G eatwi nter wll
cone. "

Lewick stared at her, aghast. "But it can't!" he exclaimed. "It was
caused by anci ent weapons, bomnbs that caused 'nuclear’ w nters around
their victinms. The bonbs were used too often, so that the whole world
froze for decades.”

"Wong, Fras Lewrick. It can and will happen again, and soon. W are
very lucky."

"Lucky! How can anni hilation be |ucky?"

"Being forewarned about a great disaster is worth nore than wagon | oads
of gold, and brings nore power than the mightiest arny. | need a nore
exact date for Geatwinter's return, but even the Calculor will take

years to provide it. For such |Iong and conpl ex cal cul ati ons, even one



error oer nonth i. intcdo.rahl The Calculor's admnistrative work
slows ny research even further, but it pays for its own running." '
"Perhaps if you talk to the Cal cul or, Highliber, request that it be
nor e caref ul

"I'f I thought that it was alive | would threaten it, not plead. Still
it is just a glorified abacus."

"Hi ghliber, how can | convince you? You sit up here and play in your

i nstructions, yet down in the Calculor hall one can see rhythns in the
patterns of beads on the |arge abacus franmes above the rows of desks.
The whi spering of the noving beads often seens to formreal words, yet

| cannot quite catch their neaning. There are harnoni ous chords in the
wi res when the two processors of the Calculor are in agreenent, yet

di scords when they arrive at different answers and have to repeat
everything. One can hear life pulsing all around the hall."

"Chords, Fras Lewick?" cried Zarvora, whirling to face him so
abruptly that he sat back with a start. The distant marksnman took aim
at Zarvora's chest, because a crossbeam obscured her head. "Conme down
now, and show nme where | mght hear--"

The bull et smashed through a pane of lead Iight glass and struck the
back of Lewick's skull just as he stood up. A nonment later the
assassin saw t he wi ndow expl ode outward through the cloud of snoke from
his shot. He gasped with surprise, unable to guess what had happened.

I nstead of scurrying down his escape rope he stood up beside the
gargoyle for a better view Wat he saw was the Highliber kneeling on
the roof amid shattered glass and | ead strip, and the flash fromthe
muzzl e of her flintlock

Six hours later Zarvora was still shaking as she stood between the two
processors in the Calculor hall. Lewick's killer had not been a
menber of the Libris staff, and nobody could identify the corpse. There
was, however, not the slightest doubt that the System Controller had
stopped a bullet neant for her. The forces of tradition in Libris were
goi ng beyond petitions, resolutions, and even duels to halt her
noder ni zat i ons.

Behi nd the screens on either side of her the conmponents of the two
processors worked hard at a diagnostic problem As Lewick had said,
the Cal cul or made a whirring, bustling nmixture of sounds when worKking
at full capacity, and there was nothing else in the world that was even
renotely like it. The hiss and click of tens of thousands of abacus
beads underlaid the soft rattle and clatter of gears and register

| evers, while the many banks of transfer wires humred in weird chords
that were sonetimes strung into unsettling mnel odi es.

Zarvora stood absolutely still, breathing shallowy. A deep chord
sounded cl ose by as the output wires from Dexter processor strained
agai nst the gate of the Verification Unit. A gear whirred for a
monent; then a rack of levers was released for the wires to pull them
into "yes" or "no" positions. Wiile the levers were clacking into



pl ace, an identical chord sounded fromthe output wires of Sinister
Bot h processors had arrived at the same answer to some part of the
di agnosti c cal cul ation

Those in charge of the output registers were Dragon G een Librarians,
not prisoners. Zarvora had earlier decided that this work was too

i mportant to entrust to conponents, but perhaps she had been m staken
Dragon Colors were free to conspire in secret--over dinner, in taverns,
in bed. Dragon Colors did not live in the sane fear of punishnent as

t he conponents. They could get |azy.

Agai n the chord sounded from Dexter processor's bank of output wres,
but this time there was a slight msmatch in the sound from Sinister
Zarvora's lips parted slightly in anticipation. Before the gear on
Sinister had released its bank of levers the left's wires slackened
again, and frombehind the left screen there was the clicking of a

regi ster being reset. Again the wires fromSinister were tensed, but
this time the chord fromit matched that from Dexter. The Dragon G een
on Sinister was matching his output to that from Dexter by tuning the
sound of the transfer wires while they were under tension

Lermorel noticed unusual activity on the Libris upper floors and roofs
as she was escorted fromthe Library conplex by a grimfaced pair of

Ti ger Dragons. Nothing unusual had happened within the Calculor, in
fact it was still in operation as far as she knew. The Highliber had
wal ked past her desk nonments before the Tiger Dragons had arrived, but

t here was not hi ng unusual about that. Just beyond the main doors was a
group of thirty or so librarians mlling about uncertainly, and she
recogni zed Hirolec Var from Systens Design. Wen the Tiger Dragons

rel eased her the others crowded around.

"Hirol ec, what's happened?" she asked.
"We thought you mght know," he said, clearly disappointed.

"Overliber Jandrel's | ackey said she heard two shots and the sound of
breaki ng gl ass," said one of the Dragon Reds from Reference.

"Some say the Highliber's been killed," said Hirolec.

"But | saw her not five mnutes ago, she wal ked past mny desk," Lenore
count er ed.

There was a coll ective exclamation, nmany different words superinposed.
Lermorel did have news after all: the Highliber was alive. They waited
in the plaza before the main doors. Another twenty Dragon G eens and
Bl ues were ejected, singly and in groups. Fromthese they |earned that
the Highliber had survived an assassination attenpt. Gargoyles |eered
down at themin the |ateafternoon |ight and Tiger Dragons patrolling
the roof cast them an occasional glance. Extra guards were brought in
fromthe mayoral palace, and they marched across the nosaic starburst
of the plaza with their cerenonial hal berds, wearing yell ow sl ash work
uni forms that flashed strips of red as they swung their arns.

Lermorel left after an hour. She was clearly not wanted on dntv unti



further notice and the sun was low in the sky, so she returned to the
hostelry. Darien was already there, but knew nothing nmore about the
afternoon's events.

"Two shots, and sone broken glass near the rooftop offices,"” Lenore
sai d as she chopped a parsnip for the soup. "The Highliber's stil
alive, in fact all the senior Dragons fromthat |evel have been seen
alive since the shots were fired."

"Perhaps the Tiger Dragons shot an intruder,"
caked fingers.

Darien signed with flour

"Possibly. The Highliber would be badly rattled if any intruder
managed to get as close to her chanbers as that. She likes total
control ."

"Any progress on the Calculor's fault?"
"Not as yet. |It's very discouraging but we can't give up."

Lenmorel poured part of a jar of Rutherglen Broadbank '91 into the soup
and Darien put her honey cakes into the oven box to bake. O her
librarians knocked on the door fromtime to tinme, asking for news or
sharing runors.

After dinner Lenorel stripped down her raml ock mechanismto file the
lever slot wider. Darien tried to read, but could not concentrate.

I nst ead she unpacked her body-anchor belt and Call tiner, and
dismantled it for a service. The nechanismwas in good condition, so
the work did not take Iong.

Lenorel reassenbled the ram|ock and when she drew back the ram stud
and pulled the trigger the ram snapped forward to spray a shower of
sparks into the flash pan The nusket that she had bought nonths ago
was now unrecogni zable. Its barrel had been polished until it gl eaned
i ke a weapon of the pal ace guard, and she had carved a new stock, one
tailored to fit her arms and shoul der

"I often wonder about the Call," Darien signed with |anguid,

oil-stained fingers. "l just feel a quick plunging away, then |I wake
up. It seenms unrelated to anything else in nmy experience, yet there's
still athrilling feel toit."

Bei ng rel axed and feeling pleased with her work on the ram | ock Lenore
replied w thout thinking.

"There's something in nmy past akin to the Call. \Whenever it sweeps
over me, |'mtaken back to that very nonent. |..." She suddenly
caught herself. "I

wi sh that | could scour the feeling away with sand soap

Darien sat up. "Tell ne, Lem Was it a |over?"

"Not just one lover, |I--Do we really have to talk about it?" She
cocked the ramlock again and fired a shower of sparks at the stars
beyond the open wi ndow. "I wi sh that | could point a gun at ny

menori es and bl ast them away."

Darien crossed the room and put a hand agai nst Lenorel's cheek, gently



turning her head away fromthe w ndow.

"There was a bully boy who lived in ny street when | was young," she
signed, her fingers very close to Lenorel's face. "He would chase ne
and do cruel things because he knew | could not cry out. Fear of him
gave me nightmares, and | becane frightened to go outside. | spent



nore and nore time indoors, reading. | became so good at school work
that I won schol arships. Five years ago | saw himagain, on a visit to
my famly. He was a brushwood carter, fond of the drink and with a
long history of tine in the stocks. | was a Dragon Blue." "What are
you trying to tell me?"

"You need to | ook back at old problens every so often, even if it
hurts. They always dinmnish with tinme."

"My own past is worse than a nightmare, Dar. There's a bl ood-spattered
denon--"

"He cannot have hurt you too badly, you have no scars."
"The denon is me."

Darien stepped back, winging her hands together. Cradling the nusket
as if it were her only friend in the world, Lenorel closed her eyes and
| eaned agai nst the w ckerwork back of the chair.

"I'"d rather not add you to the people who fear ne," she said, even as a
hand began to stroke her hair. The touch was curiously soft, the
soot hing caress of a nurse rather than the tingling play of a |over.
Wth her eyes closed, Lenorel felt herself speaking into nothingness.
"Il tell you what reminds ne of the Call," she finally decided.

"During my |last year of median school | had a boyfriend naned Seni dor
He was.." a bit precious: a poet, an artist. |If you could imagine
someone who was not a great scholar, but |loved the idea of being a
schol ar, then you would have him At that tinme | was a studious girl
with a gift for mathematics and tightly bound hair. M nother had died
when | was eight, and ny father raised me and ny sister like
apprentices. | becane quite a good shot fromtesting gun nechanisns, |
knew about cl ockwork and the nmathematics of |enses, and | suppose

negl ected ny appearance a little.

"So, | was an ideal match for an eccentric scholar |ike Sem don, and we
hel d hands and kept conmpany with each other for about two years. To ne
it was just a confortable friendship, but to himit was quite a | ot
nmore. | was, unfortunately, too young to understand that. Gadually I
outgrew him \While he dreamed of being sone sort of nendi cant
songwiter and hard, | dreamed of entering the service of the Dragon

Li brarians. For a country girl with a brain it's either the convent or
the library, nothing else. Still, we stayed together, perhaps by
habit. W passed our medi an-school exanms and | was recruited to the
Rut herglen Unitech library as a Dragon Wiite. | studied for ny first
letters in nmy spare time. Semdor's parents paid for himto study
there too, perhaps to distract himfrom becom ng a wanderi ng
songwriter.

"After atime | began to make friends anong the Dragon Librarians. They
encouraged nme to be a little nore sociable, and even to go to the
regional fairs and dances. Sem dor refused to go. According to him
serious scholars did not do that sort of thing. On the final day of



the harvest festival there was a small arns shooting match, and | won.
At the revel that night | becane a little drunk, and a youth naned
Brunt horp began payi ng me court.

"He knew his business, as | realized later. He gave ne all of his
attention, flattered me in seem ngly unconsci ous ways, and listened to
everything that | said and built upon it. After being an audi ence of
one to Semidor's scholarly discourses and poetry for years, | found
this a pleasant change. Soon we had our arms around each other, we

ki ssed, and he steered me outside the barn and into a nearby field.
There was a hayloft in a small shed, and he nade a show of being
surprised at finding it. W lay down and began to fondl e each other

very ardently. | thought of Semidor. | wanted to be loyal to him but
in a strange nonent of surrender | made nyself angry with him

convi nced nysel f that he deserved ne to be unfaithful. That's what
reminds ne of the Call, that little nmoment of surrender, that decision
to do something reproachful. The Call is knowing that | shall always
surrender, and | hate it." Lenorel opened her eyes and | ooked up at
Darien. "So now you know. "

"You hate the Call but still you study it?" she signed.

"I study it to break its grip."
"Was it so very bad in the hayloft?"
Lermorel | ooked out through the wi ndow to the night sky again.

"I said "Yes." He ran his hand up ny leg and rolled on top of ne. |
was very tense and tight, in fact it was quite painful. He asked if it
was my first time. | admitted that it was and said that | hadn't
thought it would hurt so nuch. He said that | felt wonderful to him
but his words did not really cheer me at all. That was it, | suppose.
Pain, nmess, and a lot of guilt over betraying Sem dor as soon as it was
over.

"In the days that followed | was torn apart with fear and renorse, and
| decided that if | had become pregnant, it should seemto be by

Semi dor. That was not as easy as it might sound. He had sonme odd

noti ons about the purity of romantic love. It took several nights of
awkward urging but | finally seduced him Through sheer luck | did not
become pregnant to either ny seducer or ny seducee. Sem dor soon

deci ded that passion had a place in pure romantic |ove after all--but
not babies. W began to use sheep gut arnor for all our dalliances.
Every thing seemed to settle down."

Lermorel opened her eyes and turned to Darien. Her fingers whirled

briefly. "Sem dor nust have found out."

"Sem dor certainly did, and things went badly wong. | threw nmyself
into ny Unitech studies and nmy Dragon Yell ow regrading. Luck was with
me. | had a natural talent for nmathematics, and just then Hi ghliber

Zarvora was scouring the known world for |ibrarian-mathenaticians. "

Away in the distance they could hear boots on a stairway, marching in
step. "Enough of my past," Lenorel concluded. "How were you first
seduced?"



Dari en blinked in shock and hid her hands behi nd her back. The boots
were | ouder now, in their wing of the hostelry.

"Let me guess, was it one of the Libris Dragons?" Lenorel specul ated
with a knowi ng | eer.

Darien's hands reappeared. "I was quite in control for the whole tine.
I rendered himstaggering drunk first, and to this day he does not know
what he did."

"Ah Darien, what a wise little girl you were."
"Little girl? It was |last January!"

Lermorel burst out |aughing and Darien clapped her hands. The narching
boots were at the | anding of their floor now, and the two wonen
suddenly sat up in alarmas the marchers tranped down the corridor and
stopped at their door. The knock was an insistent pounding, the bl ow
of a fist rather than a polite rapping of knuckles. Lenorel handed the
unl oaded nusket to Darien and wal ked to the door. Three Tiger Dragons
were outside, all male, all arned. They were clearly tense, but not
about being at that particular door. "Lenorel MIlderellen?" asked the
squad | eader. "Yes, that's ne."

"You're registered as a reserve magistrate's chanmpion in the Mayorate
of

Rut herglen as a result of ordeal by dueling.”

"Correct."

"Change into full Dragon Color uniform Frelle Mlderellen."
"I--can you tell me why?"

"Highliber's orders. By law, civil firing squads nust be captained by
a magi strate's chanpion.”

They escorted Lenorel to Libris. 1In one of the snmall assenbly roons
close to the Calculor hall she was put in charge of a squad of
twenty-three Dragon Blue Librarians. The Libris Marshal entered,

unl ocked a gun rack and handed a Tolleni matchl ock to each of them
After they had checked and | oaded their guns the Marshal took them
back, added a musket that he had been hol ding, and renoved anot her. The
| ackey distributed the guns again.

"One may not be | oaded," the Marshal explained as a Dragon Red wal ked
along lighting the match fuses with a taper. It was not necessary to
el aborate further. Lenorel eyed her gun suspiciously.

Tarrin entered, carrying a blue armband He wal ked across to Lenorel
and asked her to hold out her arm

"This is an acting pronotion," he declared as he pinned the cloth over
her green arm band "According to our records you're a registered

magi strate's chanpi on and executioner. According to Libris interna
regul ati ons, only a Dragon Blue can act as captain. The Hi ghliber
wants a firing squad in a hurry and nobody else with the right



qualifications can be found at such short notice." He raised his

voi ce. "Before these witnesses | hereby el evate you, Lenore

Ml derellen, to the tenporary rank of Dragon Blue, until such tinme as
the Highliber of Libris shall review your standing."

The Marshal, the fuse lighter, and the rest of the firing squad gave
three cheers amd swirls of fuse smoke. Wth each pronotion the
cerenony becomes | ess formal and nore bizarre, Lenorel decided.

The conponents were assenbled into cell groups at the back of the

Cal cul or hall. The area occupied by the desks of the Cal cul or was no
nore than the first quarter of the other end. They were in two
separate groups, to the left and fight of the center. The Highliber
paced inpatiently between the two rows.

"Bet it's a talk on some damm new configuration,” nuttered MJILTI PLI ER
8, and PORT 3A nodded wearily.

Suddenly a side door opened, and two dozen Dragon Blues filed in
carrying matchl ock nmuskets. The fuses in the strikers were already
al i ght and snoking. Even as the components were exchangi ng puzzl ed

gl ances the four Dragon Green Librarians who took turns to operate the
out put registers were marched in. Their hands were bound and they were
gagged. They showed signs of recent torture. "They be Dragon Colors,"
hi ssed ADDER 17.

"They're senior Dragon Col ors," observed MITIPLIER 8. "They're tying
themto the retaining rail," gasped PORT 3A. "They're going to shoot
them " whi spered FUNCTI ON 9.

The Hi ghli ber gave another order, and the musketeer Dragon Col ors
formed into two rows of twelve, the front row kneeling.

"Attend the Highliber!" shouted the System Heral d.

"System O ficers, Dragon Col ors, processing components, all souls who
conprise the Calculor," Zarvora began, her words echoing fromthe stone
wal I's.  "You have been gathered to wi tness punishnent on four Dragon
Colors. These librarians, all trained and skilled, did conspire to
degrade the performance of the Calculor. Their notives were based in
neither greed, nor treason, but in pure sloth. Wen errors appeared at
the end of |ong processing sessions, they contrived to falsely verify

m smat ched results, so that cal cul ati ons woul d not have to be

r epeat ed.

"You!" she barked, pointing straight at MILTIPLIER 8. "If you were a
sol dier and were found asleep on sentry duty what woul d the sentence
be?"

MULTI PLI ER 8 gl anced hopeful |y around, but there was nobody behi nd him
"I, ah, very severe," he spluttered.

"Service in the Mayor's Calculor is no different fromservice in the
Mayor's Army," continued Zarvora. "The sentence for dereliction of
duty is the same, too." She turned to the nusketeers. "Formto!
Present armns!"”

The two lines of nusketeers held their weapons out for the Highiiber to



i nspect. "Release guards!” The terrified prisoners struggled agai nst
their bonds as two dozen trigger bars clicked free.

"Take aim" shouted Zarvora, and the matchl ocks came up in a silent
swirl of blue fuse snoke.

Al t hough two of the matchl ocks misfired in the volley that foll owed,
four bodies hung fromthe retaining rail by their bindings as the snoke
cleared. A Dragon Blue cut the ropes that held them then two elderly,
terrified attendants | oaded themonto a book trolley and trundl ed them
out through the side door. Zarvora addressed the gathering again.

"I can tolerate a great deal from both Dragon Col ors and
conponent s- anorous dal li ances, the black market in luxuries, all that
is officially forbidden in prisons but tacitly allowed. You are worked
hard here, and | am not above rewardi ng good work. What | shall never
tol erate, however, is nmeddling with the Calculor."

She paced between the two groups with her hands cl asped beneat h her
cloak. But for a slight swishing of cloth, there was sil ence.

"Those Dragon Colors tanpered with the systemto make their work, and
yours, easier," she said, pointing to the pockmarked wall and snears of
bl ood. "For sone nonths they made nmy own life a | ot harder, however,
and they have paid for it. Do not follow their exanmple. You are

di sm ssed, return to your cells.”

The conponents streaned out of the hall while Zarvora conferred with
Lew tick's successor. FUNCTION 9 felt a nudge in his back.

"Yes, MJILT, what is it?"

"The nane's Dol orian,"” nmurnured a pretty Dragon Yellow "Wuld you
care for some voluntary duties with me, Fras FUNCTI ON? The Hi ghliber
tolerates it, you know. "

There was a separate assenbly of Dragon Greens and Bl ues once the
conponents had been herded out of the Calculor hall. Lenorel stayed
with the Dragon Blues as they waited for the Highliber in the anteroom
Many were clearly distressed, as it was the first time that they had
fired a shot in anger--or killed. Wen Zarvora returned she was nuch
cal ner.

"As you may have gathered, we have just made an inportant breakthrough
with the Calculor's reliability," Zarvora explained. "The Calculor is
the npbst secure secret in all of the may orate Even courtiers who
could tell you how many tines the Mayor mounted his mstress last night
could not give you nore than a vague account of the nature and purpose
of the Calculor. The Calculor is a strategic engi ne of i mMmense power,
it can multiply the wealth and power of Rochester a hundredfold and for
that reason it must be kept the closest of secrets.

"My machine is destined to becone indispensable to the prosperity and
security of Rochester. |In a few days, after nore testing, it will be



decl ared operational and will be run continuously with three shifts of

ei ght hours each. This will require both conponents and Dragon Col ors
to supervise them All of you will be expected to work in shifts, but
duty on the unpopul ar shifts will be rotated.

"Al'l of you are vital to the reliable working of the Calculor. That is
why you have junped decades of seniority in a few years. You have

mat hematical ability, and the Calculor will boost that ability in the
same way that a bombard can allow one artillery crew to snmash down a
castle wall. You will have nore to do with running the may orate than
t he Mayor hinself, but breathe so much as an afterthought about it to
any but your coll eagues here and you will find yourself |ooking down
twenty-four barrels instead of squinting down the sights.”

"Five days without a single error," said Zarvora as she presented Mayor
Jeflon with a large silver key on a cushion. "W can trust the

Cal cul or now, and put our faith in its results."”

The nodifications to her office were conplete, with all the nechani sns
and controls installed and polished, and the dust cleaned up. The

wi ndow had been repaired, and there was a strong snell of oil and wood
polish on the air. Jeflon picked up the heavy key and | ooked at it
doubtfully. Shelves of little silver animal caricatures stood ready to
signal their messages, and col ored velvet pulley cords hung down from
the ceiling.

"It goes into the slot here, Mayor," Zarvora expl ained, "then you give
it a half turn clockw se."

"I feel that | should give a speech,” said Jeflon. "This thing is so
i mportant and ingenious. Its conm ssioning should be before the whole
court, not with you as the only witness. Still, secrecy is our only
shield at present. For the greater glory of Rochester, | accept the
service of this machine."

Jefton turned the key. A rack of gears noved, then noved again.
"That's all there is to it?" asked Jeflon, who had been expecting a
nore diverting display. "Can't you make it nove those mechanica
animals, or ring the little bells?"

"It's already busy with inmportant work," explai ned Zarvora, holding out
atray with his goblet of wine. "I configured it to begin designing
your new arny as soon as you turned the key."

They raised their goblets of wine and water, toasting the Cal cul or
"There will be no nore errors, | trust?" said Jefton

"Felt dampers have been put on the transnission wires, and four
FUNCTI ON conponents have repl aced the dead Dragon G een operators.

Wl ful souls nake up the Calculor, but it has no will of its own."

"A tame god, and ours to command!" exclained Jefton. "What is the
nane for those who rule the gods, Highliber?"

"I cannot say, Mayor," replied Zarvora, staring at the coded patterns



t hat the gearwheel s di spl ayed every few seconds--that only she could
read. Jefton stared too, but his eyes were gl azing.

"Are you sure it can do all you pronmi sed?" he asked, nervous at his
own i nconpr ehensi on

"Very easily," she replied with a reassuring smle. Jefton continued
to gaze blankly at the rack of gears, not yet aware that Rochester had
a new rul er, and that he was now just another soul for the G eat
Machi ne to command.

"I have the business of my may orate to attend now," Jefton decl ared,
closing his eyes and shaking his head. "You will of course represent
me at Lewrick's funeral and present the Shield of Honor."

"It will be ny pleasure,"” Zarvora replied, picking up a silver
medal lion rimed with star points fromthe side of the keyboard.

As Jefton was turning the key Lewick's body lay at the back of the

Cal cul or hall, guarded by six Tiger Dragons. The green and gold wattle
pennon of Roch ester and the bl ack and white striped pennon of Libris
lay across his coffin, which was at the end of the curtained corridor
that ran down the center of the Calculor hall, visible only to the
guards in the corridor and the controllers in the two observation
galleries. Al though he had not lived to see the Cal cul or becone
operational he had been there on the day.

When a person engaged in the nost secret of projects is killed in the
line of duty it is not easy to provide a funeral with full state
honors. The Cal culor's work continued as al ways, but a regular and

di stinct rhythm began to build up between Dexter and Sinister
processors: Zarvora had programred the machine to play a halt-step
drunroll. Zarvora, Tarrin, and Giss stood in the rear gallery as a
processi on of Dragon Silver Librarians energed fromthe far door, halt
stepping al ong the corridor between the curtains, unseen by the
conponents in either of the processors. These were followed by the
ranks of Blue, then Green, then Red, all marching in single file past
the coffin, with those who were particular friends of the dead System
Controller placing a red flower on the lid as they passed, but without
br eaki ng step.

Tarrin could see tears gl eam ng on many faces, and he dared not turn to
| ook at Zarvora as she broke ranks with the other nourners and laid a
sash with the Shield of Honor pinned to it along the Iength of the
coffin. He | ooked down at the medal, which was like a small star on
the Iid. Lewick was the first Dragon Gold to be given Rochester'’
shighest civilian award for the whole of the century. Poor Lewick
he'd never have guessed it, Tarrin thought. Not even the Highliber had
the Shield of Honor. |In Dexter and Sinister processors the first of

t he Dragon Bl ue marchers were replacing the Dragon Red regul at ors who
were on duty anong the conponents, and these now nmarched down the
corridor. Finally, with a Tiger Dragon escorting each of them cane



five components who had been particularly close to Lewick. Al five
were wearing blindfolds. Wen the |ast of the marchers had passed, the
six Tiger Dragons returned their |ong-barrel Mrelacs to their hol sters
and lifted the coffin, then marched out to the hal f-step rhythm of the
Calculor. Tarrin heard the door bel ow himthud shut, and the hal f-step
rhyt hm vani shed fromthe background sounds of the Cal cul or nonents

| ater.

The Libris chapel was not |arge, and Lewrick's brief service was
restricted to his imediate friends and relatives. After a short
Christian service those who had not signed the Capital Secrets Act were
escorted out. Five blindfol ded conponents were escorted in as Zarvora
wal ked to the lectern.

"System Controller Lewick died in the service of the Mayor, Libris,
and the Calculor,"” she began in a steady voice that enphasized her odd,
preci se accent. "He died in the Calculor's defense, and as he died he
gave me the clue that | needed to correct the last of the flaws in the
machi ne's design. Lewick was a good friend and col | eague, and the
first System Controller of the first Calculor. Not one aspect of its
design or operation does not have his mark upon it. Goodbye, ny
friend. Sleep well."

As a blindfol ded Sout hnobor was escorted to the lectern a single thought
was being shared by nearly everyone in the chapel. It was the first
time that any of them had heard Zarvora refer to anyone as a friend.

Ett enbar, a Sout hnmoor conponent from Dexter processor, was able to
speak passable Austaric by now, but for the service he had rehearsed
some grammatically perfect |ines.

"I speak for the conponents of the great machine that is known as the
Calculor. Although we are prisoners, the Cal cul or has enriched our
lives. Not long ago | was a shepherd tendi ng sheep and emus. Now
have risen to be a trainee FUNCTION. | have rank, authority, and

i mportant work. | live in comfort, | have many friends, and ny
Islamic faith is tolerated. Lewick gave us our conforts. Lewick
wote the prayer tines of Islaminto the Calculor's schedules. Lewick
made |ife for a conponent in the Calculor tolerable. |If the guards
were ever renmoved, nmany of us would not flee. Thank you, master, and
goodbye. "

When | die what will they say of ne, wondered Tardn as he and Varde
Giss walked to the coffin and placed two yellow roses anid the red
flowers that covered the lid. Zarvora was last, with a black rose
whose genes carried alterations dating back to the early twenty-first
century.

The service was the end of the funeral. The six Tiger Dragons carded
the coffin down several floors and into the naze of passages under the
mayoral gar dens that were the burial chanbers for senior Dragon

Li brarians killed in the service of Libris. Tarrin and Giss stil
escorted the coffin, with Zarvora followi ng. Behind her were a dozen
nmore guards. The stone-lined corridors seenmed to go on forever; the



gilt lettering of hundreds of plaques gleaned in the | anplight as they
passed. At last a lanp cane into view ahead of them glinting
hi ghlights off the silver buckets and trowels of the burial masons.

The niche for Lewick's coffin had already been cut into the rock. He
was pushed in feet first and then the stone plagque was nortared into

pl ace by the nmasons. Tarrin seened to cone awake, suddenly realizing
that his coll eague was al ready behind the stone. He read the gold
lettering, noting that Lewick had been only forty-nine years old. He
had seened ol der. Now he was gone. Tarrin could not renenber
consciously touching the coffin. He lit a wax taper froma |lanp's
flame, inverted it, and let wax run down the plague and pool at the
projecting | edge. Zarvora raised her ring seal and pressed it into the
soft wax. "Rest now, Fras Lewick," said the Dragon Bl ack softly; then
she turned and strode back down the corridor

Those who made up the Cal cul or soon rediscovered a fact that had been

wel I known nearly two thousand years earlier: while a conputer center

with a mal functioning nmachine is the very enbodi mnent of bedlam a

wel | - behaved conputer is utterly boring. Figures and records arrived

in oilcloth bundles sealed with inpressed wax, and results were neatly
witten onto reed pul p cards by the output |ackeys. Nobody understood
the figures.

News of neither the assassination attenpt on Zarvora nor the execution
of the Dragon Greens had been made known generally, and the runors that
did circulate were gilded by the factions to their own advantage.
Conditions inproved for the Catal oguing Departrment. Tarrin paid little
attention to his duties in Catal ogui ng because the Cal cul or was now
reliabl e enough to expand. The aimwas two registers with a thousand
conponents each, and a separate, experinental machine was to be set up
to test new designs.

Work comrenced on inproved coding tables for the parts of the beam
flash network under Rochester's control. Those tables soon enabl ed the
transmi ssion rates to be tripled while lowering the error rates. The
val ue of the tables quickly becane apparent to other alliances, such as
the Central Confederation and the Wonera Confederation. There were
tests, then negotiations between the beam flash adm ni strators of
Giffith, Wonera, and Rochester. The tables exchanged hands for a sum
reported to be over a hundred thousand gold royals, yet the

adm ni strators went home happy. The tables would quickly pay for

t henmsel ves.

In Cataloguing, it was as if Libris had returned to the rule of the
previous Highliber. The backl og began to build up again, argunents
about fine points of classification, categorization, and book numnbering
dom nated staff neetings, and the practice of reading entire books to
gain a good feel for the contents crept back

Bernard W ssant had becone Deputy Ovedi ber to Tarrin when he had been
appoi nted, but Peribridge, the previous Deputy, held the real power.



They soon realized that Tarrin intended to rule themon the basis of
their own reports, so those reports were falsified. Books incorrectly
cat al ogued and returned for nore work were counted twi ce or nore, parts
of multiple volumes were counted as separate titles, and the Backl og
shel ves were renaned "Updating."

"She's frightened," Peribridge declared to Wssant as they drew up the
mont hly report for June. "These figures are a full restoration of our
ri ghts and autonony."

"Do you really think the Highliber has backed down?" Wssant asked,
his voice quavering in spite of the smle on his face

Peri bridge lay back in the enfol ding | eather arncthair and drew her
Toufel flintlock. It had a reliable mechanism but was badly bal anced.
This did not matter to those who did little shooting. No nmore than a
reliabl e di scharge was needed for cerenonial volleys.

"This had never been used in a duel, Fras Bernard, and | have no
chanpi on,

yet | always get my way. The Highliber can do what she likes in the
duel i ng chanbers, but there are other places to die. Lewick died on
the floor of her inner sanctum"”

"And now the roof swarns with Tiger Dragons."

"So? There are yet other ways. Libris runs by tradition, and that
tradition cannot be swept away with a decree or two. It was
established during Greatwinter itself, Bernard. It is older than our
dating system"

Certainly the office reflected that. The abandon stone floor was so
worn that enbedded steel bars showed through in places, yet frail

vul nerabl e books of the same age lined the shelves intact. The nanes
of nmore than two hundred Chief Catal oguers were carved into slabs of

bl ackst one on the south wall, each picked out in gilt. At the year
1192 GWthere was an el aborate flourish. This was when Catal ogui ng had
beconme a separate departnent.

The Deputy read at random noting that the names of the Overlibers
refl ected the way the | anguage had changed. W Ison dij Soul farer had
been what was then called Sayer of Types from 97 GNto 105 GN The
year of his death was that of the Genthic Crusade. Rochester had
fallen to the Gentheists, but had the Sayer of Types died in the
fighting or been executed? Perhaps he had died in bed. W ssant
doubted it.

"We nust al ways defend our departnent,” he said with a rush of pride,

"even though the methods of fighting change."

Peribridge slid her flintlock back into its holster. "H ghlibers cone
and go,
but Libris will always be here. Highlibers are neant to make Libris

nore secure, not change it beyond recognition. The Hi ghliber is
damagi ng Libris, she's failing in her duty. Libris should cut her off
i ke a diseased toe, and we are Libris I"






Several tinmes a year Zarvora reviewed the strategic inplications of
what she was doing. By the winter solstice holiday in June the

Cal cul or was settling down after its fifth major expansion, so it was
time to refine other facets of Libris. A large, green register with
CATALOGUI NG stanped in gold lettering on the spine |ay beside her
keyboard as she typed in data. A warning flag dropped besi de her paper
tape punch and she reached over to wind the spring with a polished
brass | ever. The nechanical hens began to peck furiously. After

exam ning the pattern of holes in the output tape she crossed the room
to where a row of colored silk ropes hung fromthe ceiling. She tugged
at the second fromthe left.

Tarrin was at the door several minutes |ater
"Now, about your catal oguers," Zarvora began, handing the tape to him
"Here | have a sanple of forty-five books catal ogued recently. Six are
on the shelves. The rest have been withdrawn for 'special updating."

"Updating is for books catal ogued under archaic catal oguing rules,"”
Tarrin said suspiciously.

"I know. Such books have usually been in Libris for over two hundred
years. That either means you have introduced maj or changes to the
catal oguing rules since last April or cataloguing output is about a
seventh of what it seens.”

"So, they're back to their old ways," he sighed. "Well Hghliber, if
you have one Dragon Gold carrying two positions this sort of thing is
bound to happen. There are others who could run Catal ogui ng."

"There is nobody else that | trust but you."

"Well, you'll have to learn to, Frelle H ghliber. After all, did you
trust ne before Lewick was killed?"

"I mss him Fras Tarrin," Zarvora said wistfully as she stared at the
har psi chord keys. "lIn all the world nobody understood ny design so
well. Funny little man, he actually loved the Calculor like a doting
father. To ne it is just an engine."

Tarrin did not know what to say. "lI'mdedicated to the work," he said
uncertainly. "lIs that good enough?"

"Good enough? Fras Tarrin, that is actually better. Lewick was
enotional, but you are nore like me. Yes, | know that nany of
Lewick's solutions were truly inspired, but you actually think nore as
| do. That is an advantage of a different kind."

"Does that nean that 1'll not be taken off the Cal cul or?"
Zarvora | ooked up and nodded. "You will be relieved of your duties as
Chi ef Cataloguer, if that is what you nean. You are to be the new,

per manent System Controller."

"Thank you, Frelle Hi ghliber," he said brightly, not making any attenpt
to hide his relief.

"You seemto be standing straighter already."






"The weight is gone fromny shoul ders, or some of it at least. Wo
wi Il take charge of Catal ogui ng?"

"Ch I could not possibly decide that," she said inmpishly. "I amfar
too paranoid, you said so yourself. You decide. You have a nonth from
t oday. "

Tarrin thought for a nonent.
"Adifficult choice, Fras System Controller?" Zarvora asked.

"I"'mtrying to think of soneone | dislike sufficiently, Frelle

H ghliber." Misic echoed in fromthe distant city streets, where the
sol stice cel ebrations were reaching a climax. Zarvora glanced at her
cl ock, then went over to the Southnoor |ead |ight door, unlocked it,
and stepped out onto the roof. She beckoned for Tarrin to cone with
her. They foll owed a narrow wal kway past two guards and enmerged onto a
flat area of sandstone beside the Libris observatory. The tip of the
shadow from a wedge of rock was approaching the solstice point of an
inlaid brass analemma at their feet. Not far away a noon sundial's
shadow on the observatory wall was near the |ow sumrer mark. Zarvora
stood with her hands on her hips.

"There we are, sumer begins," she said. As if on her cue, bells,

cheers,

and gunshots sounded in the distance. "I have work to do on the

Cal cul or, Fras, and you need not return to nmy office. Use the |ight
well stairs. 1s there anything else that | should know about ?"

"Hi ghliber, I could serve you better if | knew what the Calculor is

nmeant to do--besides the schenmes to uncover felons, decode secret
nmessages, and adninister Libris and the beanfiash traffic."

"It keeps track of the Catal oguing statistics."
"Hi ghliber!"

"Well then, to predict the return of Geatwinter and unravel the secret
of the

Call for the amusenent of the Mayor and the greater glory of
Rochester."

Tarrin scratched so violently at his tousled hair that several strands
cane away in his fingers. He brushed his hands together and shrugged
with resignation.

"If you wish to keep your secrets, Highliber, that's your business. Al
t hat

| ask is that you treat ne exactly as you would Lewick. | need to be
well informed to do ny work properly.™

Zarvora | ooked out over the city.

"It is no joke, Tarrin," she said quietly. Tarrin turned to face her
"I have done studies in sone of the ol dest of our archives, and

di scovered clues of grand projects before Geatwinter. | cannot say
nore than that for now" Tarrin was silent for a noment. "Wo else



knows?" "Only you."
"Not even the Mayor?"

"No. He thinks that | designed the Calculor to control the beamfl ash
net wor k,

but that | discovered sone interesting extra uses that profit him as



well. The truth is that the Calculor was built to forecast
Greatwinter's return, or at least to forecast it to a thousand tinmes
the accuracy that | could manage nyself. As | once explained to
Lewick, knowing the date of Greatwinter's return can bring great
advant age. "

To Tarrin it sounded like the ravings of a street-corner prophet, and
he could hardly believe that it was the brilliant, rational Highliber
speaking. He preserved an expression of polite attention and said
not hi ng.

"Greatwinter was the end of the world for billions of people and its
return could be the end of our world too," she continued, regarding him
with the intense gaze of a bird of prey tutoring a chick. "Just think
of it: if there is great cold then crops will fail and stock animals
will die. Imagine crystals of frost as high as your knees that |ast
all day to grow higher by the next norning. Animals could not graze,
and the ground would be too hard to plough. Wat would happen if rain
only fell as hail? Fruit would be pulverized on the trees before it
could ripen, crops wuld be flattened instead of being watered. Wnd
patterns will be different, too: will the winds be too violent for the
wind trains to run without being totally rebuilt? So nmany questions,
and only one Calculor to assist ne."

"Hi ghliber, we mght all die," replied Tarrin, now genui nely uneasy.

She stepped across the shadow cast by the stone sundial, as if taking
charge of cosnic notions and nmatters.

"I have begun to take measures. Stores are being put aside: Rochester
is stockpiling grain, dried fruit, nuts, oils, and seeds for all manner
of plants. doth and pelts, too."

"So... you think Geatwinter is as close as that? WII it be next
year? WIIl it start with ice falling fromthe sky?"

"Actually | am being di shonest with you, Fras Tardn. My figures

i ndi cate around five years, but the cooling will be over another five
again. The stores are to help hold the nation together in the times of
anarchy when the sign of the second G eatw nter appears in the sky, to
hel p us through the transition as we learn farm ng nethods for col der
weat her. Deputy Overliber Kenlee and two assistants have been sent to
study farmng in the Tal angatta Mayorate in the border highlands. The
weat her is colder there, yet they still grow crops and raise animals."

Tarrin again ran his fingers through his untidy hair. He |ooked at
Zarvora in silence as he tried to tried to assenble his feelings into
words of at |east token diplomcy. He was not able to do it.

"Hi ghli ber, what you're doing is nonstrous!" he forced hinself to say
in a voice that came out |oud and fl at

"Peopl e have been calling ne a nonster ever since | can renenber."
"But, but Highliber--"

"There you have it Fras Tarrin: Hghliber. | amHighliber. Go out



into the streets and you will find a dozen hairy, hysterical nobodies
foretelling Geatwinter's return before you have even reached
Butterm | k Terrace. What is the difference between nme and thenP"

"I... well, your great power--and schol arship."

"No, Fras, just power. Sone of the prophets of doom are also very well
read and educated. Wien | realized that Greatwinter was returning

was fourteen. | joined the Libris Dragon Col ors because apart from
convents and advant ageous marriages, it is the only place where wonen
can advance thenselves in our society. | worked ny way up to where
amtoday and all the while | gave people great profit in return for
letting nme do things ny way. Look at me now. | have Rochester and
several other nmay orates partway prepared for G eatw nter wthout them
knowing it. If | were to declare ny true notives | would be branded a

| oonbrain by every one of ny rivals and enenies, and within weeks I
woul d be just another powerless street-corner prophet. People in power
cheerfully prey on visionaries to gain nore power, Fras Tarrin. | do
not intend to be preyed upon."

Tarrin could not deny any of what she had said. He had spent too nuch
time in the offices and corridors of power hinself.

"So the deaths of nmillions are inevitable?" he said as he began to
pace, clenching and uncl enching his hands behind his back

"Perhaps | have been unfair to you, Fras. You are an admninistrator

not a mere ruler. You really care about the systens that you serve.
Look at it this way. If Geatwinter returns and civilization
collapses, millions will die. Should some may orates manage to
maintain their farns, para |ines abandon mnes artisan guilds, and
armes, mllions fewer will die. One small life raft can hold two
dozen above the surface of a river if they just hold on to the edge. |
care about civilization too, Fras, but in a broader way than you."

Tarfin ceased his pacing and | eaned agai nst a sandstone wall. His |egs
wobbl ed |i ke the mechani sm of a reciprocati on governor, yet he renai ned
standing. Zarvora stood with her arns folded, as if she were a
sergeant assessing the spirit of a nusketeer recruit after a forced
march. "Propped up by Libris, like everything else," he said, fingering
the ears of a weatherworn gargoyle cut into the stone. "So what can

do to hel p? Conquer the Southnoors at the head of an Alliance arny?
Grdle the continent with beamflash towers? Devise a way to defy the
Call itself?"

"Any or all of those things would help, Tarrin, but in all the world
nothing is so inportant as keeping the Calculor in operation and
expanding it with all possible speed. Nothing! Not the Mayor, not the
Over bi shop, not Rochester, not Libris, and especially not the

cat al oguers. Fras System Controller, with the aid of the Cal cul or |
intend to fling thunderbolts into the sky and smash the ancient

Greatw nter engine!"

Even as she spoke Zarvora realized that she had said too nmuch. W thout



anot her word she returned to her study. Tarrin stood dazed by her
ast oundi ng out burst of sheer hubris. Brilliant she m ght be, but sound
of m nd she was not.

Inevitably, Tarrin' schoice of an outsider to succeed himas Chief

Cat al oguer was not popular with the senior Catal oguing staff. Taking
his lead fromthe Highliber, he decreed that dissension would be

i gnored, then set about preparing to hand over his office. A petition
was circul ated and an indignation neeting was called, to be attended by
everyone in Cataloguing. Tarrin decided to attend as well. It would
be a good place to bid the department farewell.

John  asken was not alarned to hear a surprised shout and cry of pain
some where in the darkness ahead of him Just drunks fighting, he

t hought, but he still shifted his grip on his swagger stick as he

wal ked confidently down the alleyway. A gunshot shattered his

conpl acency, and even as he stood frozen in mdstride he was confronted
by the outline of a junp slash The alley was narrow and d asken saw
the glint of a knife held for stabbing. H s reflexes took over. He
parried the blade up, using his swagger stick like a quarterstaff, then
drove the stick's butt hard into the man's forehead. Even before the
Sout hmoor had hit the cobbl estones another figure dashed into the

al | ey.

"Hold!" There was a flintlock backing up the command. d asken let his
swagger stick fall and raised his hands. Even in the darkened alley
the cut of the figure's clothing showed her to be a Dragon Librarian

"He attacked ne, Frelle, | acted in defense."

She gl anced at the figure on the ground, then back at d asken. "Your
pardon, Fras," she said, then | owered her gun. "WII you be good
enough to drag himout into the street?"

Around the corner another Southmpoor |ay dead in the slops gutter that
ran down the center of the street. Over near a pile of enpty barrels
were two nmore Dragon Librarians. One lay unconscious on the
cobbl est ones, the gold band on his torn sleeve distinct in the
lanplight. Amd the background reek of w ne slops, piss, and pony dung
was the scent of bl ood.

"My name is Lenorel MIl--ah, I'ma Dragon Green, fromlLibris,"
sai d as she exam ned the jump sl ash

the girl
"d asken, Johnny d asken, final-year student of chemistric at the

Uni versity of Rochester, at your service."

She seened to ignore himas she exam ned his victim "Anot her

Sout hrmoor, they're both Southmoors."” Lenorel turned to her coll eague.

"How is Tarrin, Dar?"

Darien gestured in the dimstreetlight with bl oodstained fingers, then
tore a strip of cloth fromher cape to bandage Tarrin's arm

"Can | have that jar of wine at your belt, Fras d asken?"

A asken gave her the jar and she sprinkled a little on the Dragon
Gol d's face.



"Can you hear me, Fras Tarrin? You're safe, it's Lenorel and Darien."

Tarrin groaned, but renmained insensible. "He may have hit his head as
he fell, | sawthe live one trip him"

"Your shot will bring the Runners," warned d asken, who was anxious to
| eave.

Lermorel | ooked across to the bodies of the Sout hmoors and stood up with
his jar of wine.

"Then let's | earn what we can before the due processes of the |aw get
in the way," she said as she enptied the wi ne over the surviving

Sout hmoor' s face. He groaned, and as he opened his eyes she pressed
the twin barrels of her Mrelac hard against his nostrils. "Wo paid
you?" she demanded.

"Poor man, poor man," he babbled. "Have to steal, feed fanmily. Three
wives, nine little ones--"

Lermorel pulled one trigger. There was a click and a shower of sparks
but no blast. The Sout hnoor screaned.

"Mercy! Pretty Frelle, nmerciful Frelle.”
"The other barrel is | oaded," she warned.

"The Warren, Frelle. They beat me, threaten ny famly. Evil nen, evil
worren. Told me kill Dragon Gold."

"Who spoke to you?"
"Wiman in purdah, evil woman. No see face, no see face."

A Constabl e's Runner arrived, attracted by the gunshot. He blew his
whi stl e and anot her four soon appeared. The surviving Sout hnoor was
taken off to the Watchhouse and his conrade was | oaded onto the
coroner's cart. ( asken carried the wounded Dragon Gold to the nearby
University Infirmary, where the gashes on his armwere cl eaned and
stitched. The medic ian told themthat he should rest there until

nor ni ng.

Lemorel was still keyed up and alert as she stood on the Infirmary
steps with Darien and d asken. She regarded the student obliquely
whi |l e searching for words. Most shadow boys and bul lies who carded
swagger sticks stood with them across their shoulders and their arns
draped over the ends. d asken stood with the stick held out to one
side and the tip resting on his boot. It was the stance of a

gentl eman, a student froma good fanmily. Lenorel wanted words, but
none cane. d asken twisted his foot on its heel, as if about to go.
"This is Frelle Darien, she has no voice," Lenorel alnbst shouted as
she grasped at the onmitted introduction. @ asken smiled and bowed to
t he Dragon Bl ue.

"I am honored, Frelle, and charned besides. | should invite you to ny
roomat Villiers College for coffee, but it is not in a state for such
seni or Dragon Librarians to see.™

"Ch no, Fras dasken, it is we who are in your debt. Were is there a



cof fee house near here, Dar?" Darien gestured with her fingers and
Lermorel beaned with pleasure. "The Gol den Casket, just the place."

A asken blinked in surprise, for the Gol den Casket was beyond the neans
of the general run of students. Wrds canme nore easily to Lenorel as
t hey began to wal k.

"That was fine stick work agai nst the Southmoor, Fras d asken. Have
you done town-fencing at an acadeny?"

"Johnny to ny friends, Frelle Lenorel, and no." "Ah, but you know. ."
ah, good stick work "Thank you."

Again the words petered out. They wal ked a few steps in silence before
A asken cane to her rescue again.

"And are you a graduate, Frelle Lenorel?"

"Only of Rutherglen Unitech, Fras, ah, Johnny. But |I'm studying for an
edutorate in Rochester. Mathematics, vector nodeling."

"Vector nodeling? Ah, a lot of wearisone cal cul ations, you nmust be a
very patient person.”

"Ch I have, ah, a lot of help, Fras Johnny."

Darien tugged at Lenorel's sleeve, then flashed a series of gestures at
her in the dimlight. "He knows what a vector nodel is. Inpressive."
"So you understand sign | anguage too?" asked d asken. "Ah, yes.
Darien asked if you are, er, studying full tinme."

"Alas, no, | study as | can, Frelle. |'m paying ny own way, you see.
work in the taverns of the city, earning silver nobles by keeping
order."

"Hence your skill with a swagger stick," Lenorel added, as if
sati sfying herself about something.

In the Gol den Casket they bought d asken a dinner of roast emu cuts in
orange sauce, and potatoes stuffed with cream cheese and crushed nuts
on a bed of savory brown rice. Lenorel replaced his jar of wine with
anot her worth some what nore than the original. After that they sat
drinki ng coffee and eating candi ed | ocusts and honey nut pastries unti
the University clock tower chimed 9 '.M By now a winter rainstorm had
set in and was | ashing the deserted street outside.

"Frelle Darien cut up her cape for a bandage,"” d asken said as he
reached up to pin his cloak into place. "Please, take mne, good
Frelles."

"But Fras d asken, what about you?" replied Lenorel

"Libris is nearly two mles away, and ny college is only a few hundred
yards."

"No, wait, we'll go with you, then return under your cloak to Libris."

"Dragon Librarians visiting the roomof a comon student? There would

be tal k about town, and we nust protect your reputations fromthat." He
dashed out into the rain and took several loping strides into the



storm before turning back i for a noment. "Return the cloak to
Villiers College when you will, Frelle Le norel,"” he called, then he
was gone. Darien |laughed soundlessly. "Wat's so funny?"

"You like him but deny it," her fingers fluttered.

"Li ke hin? Absurd. Wy he's ..."

She coul d not think of any reasons. Darien's fingers noved again.

"He's big, handsone, well educated, and gentlemanly. |f he is poor
then so what ?"

Lermorel touched a carefully mended saber cut in dasken's cloak. "This
has seen action," she said.

Darien held her fingers high, where Lenorel could not m ss what they
wer e sayi ng.

"He comnbi nes the best of Semi don and Brunthorp, does he not? Big and
handsome, yet a scholar. He seens a true gentleman as well, braving
di sconfort for our welfare."

Lermorel |ooked into the lanplit rain, but sighed through cl enched

teeth. "He was brave enough to confront an arned Sout hnmoor and skilled
enough to drop him That's all." She turned back to Darien
"The nightmares are a | ong way behind you, Lem There will be reasons

to see himagain. Return his cloak yourself."

"Why do you have such an interest?" asked Lenprel inpatiently as she
held up the cloak and spread it to cover Darien and herself.

"I can see the way you reacted to him | amonly telling you what you
will not admt to yourself."

By the norning of the indignation neeting Tarrin was well enough to

attend, but his armwas still in a sling and his head was bandaged. He
wal ked with a linp fromtwi sting his ankle when he fell, and his Dragon
Gold arm band was still smeared with dirt fromthe cobbl est ones.

The catal oguers gathered in the MIIennium Auditorium which had been
used for Dragon Col or presentations and other Libris cerenonies since
the Cal cul or had been installed in the only larger hall. The clock
behind the I ectern clacked as the arns of its reciprocator swung back
and forth. 9 AM canme and went, yet nunbers were slowto build. By
9: 30 Peribridge checked the rows of faces and frowned. The senior
cat al oguers were still not there, and many of the others who had

pl edged their support were absent. The clock clacked with relentless
regularity. Finally at 9:40 Tarrin entered, with Lenorel behind him
wearing his chanpion's colors. He stood at the door without calling
for attention, but by now the catal oguers were so uneasy that the
buzzi ng conversation quickly died away. He shanbled to the lectern
his hair tousled and dark circles under his eyes.



"Now, who is in charge of this neeting?" he asked in a soft, hoarse
voice, seeming a little puzzled.

Peri bridge stood up as if jerked by invisible puppeteer strings.
"Deputy Overliber Wssant, Senior C assifications Catal oguer Cobbaray,
and Senior Liaison Catal oguer Nugen-Katr were to be the neeting

coordi nators, Fras Overliber."

"Fras Wssant, Frelle Cobbaray, and Fras NugenoKatr will not be
avai |l abl e to address any nore neetings henceforth.”

Tarrin seemed al nost apologetic with the news. Peribridge sat down.
Tarrin cleared his throat before continuing.

"I"mpleased that you are all together here, as | have an announcenent
fromthe H ghliber. Due to pressures on the staff of Libris caused by
her special project, certain catal oguing staff have been, well,
redirected to other work." He allowed a | engthy pause before addi ng
"Any questions?"

Feet shuffled. A Dragon Yellow rai sed her hand.

"Pl ease, Fras Controller, but how nany catal oguers have been
redi rected?" "One hundred and twenty-six."

There was conpl ete, breathless silence. Tarrin waited. By now even
the | east perceptive in his audience had realized that his facade of
weari ness and defeat conceal ed a very dangerous | oss of patience. At
| ast soneone at the far corner of the auditoriumstood up

"Ah yes, you have a question?" Tarrin asked gently, as one m ght
encourage a nervous candidate in an exam

"Pl ease, Fras Controller, but | was just leaving to attend sone urgent
work," the Dragon Orange replied. At this another dozen stood up, and
nore joined themas they made for the doors. The doors were | ocked.

Tarrin held his hand up for silence.

"Regrettably | nust concede that Frelle Costerliber, Deputy Ovefliber
of Accessions, has been declared not acceptable in a petition signed by
two hundred and ninety-seven of the Catal oguing Departrment. That's
very inpressive: everyone fromFras Wssant the Deputy Chief, to Fras
O Donl an the assistant cleaner. In view of such opposition, and seeing
there is nobody el se suitable to run Catal ogui ng, | have secured the

H ghli ber's approval to abolish Catal oguing as a departnent.

Catal oguing is to be made a section of Acquisitions--as of this
nor ni ng. "

There was a coll ective gasp of shock. "But Catal oguing's been a
separate unit since 1192," soneone call ed.

"Five hundred and five years without a reorganization is far too |ong.
Are there any nore questions? No questions?" There was silence. "Very
good, very good. Now, Frelle Vardel Giss, Chief of the Tiger Dragons,
wants to have a few words with you as well."

Lenmorel tapped the door in a prearranged code. There was a |oud clack
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outside as a bolt was drawn back, then Giss swaggered in a few paces
and faced the audience with her hands cl asped behi nd her back. She had
the alert yet relaxed stance of an experienced duel er, and just the
faintest hint of a frown on her face.

A squad of twelve Tiger Dragons filed in and lined up behind her
nmusket s shoul dered and mat chl ock fuses snoking. Lenorel drew her
Morel ac and stood beside Tarrin.

"Stand to Alert!" snapped Giss, and the Tiger Dragons brought their
weapons to point just a little above the heads of the catal oguers.

"I shall be quite clear about it," said Giss in a tone as hard as
gunbarrel steel. "Cataloguing as a departnent has ceased to exist.

What is nore, you have no rights! None! Understand? W rk well and
you will not be harned. Try to resign, run away, or shoot at the
senior staff and you will be redirected instantly. | am not above

puni shing ten i nnocent catal oguers to catch one who is guilty. |[If you
hear anyone plotting, renenber that your own freedomis at stake if you
remain silent. Report every suspicious word to ny Tiger Dragons at
once."

She went across to where Tarrin was | eaning against the lectern. "Any
nore names for me?" she asked quietly, but not inaudibly.

Tarrin unbuckled the lid of a hide pouch at his belt and took out a
list. "Twenty-five nore for indolence," he said as he handed the

fol ded square of poor paper to Giss. "Ch, and add Peribridge as a
speci al . She was showi ng a suspici ous degree of |eadership earlier."

Peri bridge was well skilled at listening in to conversations at a

di stance. She sat cal mand serene as &iss ordered the catal oguers to
file out one by one past her guards at the door. Lenorel stood with
Tarrin beside the lectern

"This will mean open warfare," she whispered anmid the echoing clatter
of feet on the ash gum fl oorboards.

"So? | stopped the first blow, " he said, rubbing his bandaged armwth

his ' free hand. "In tine the worst of those remaining can be weeded
out."
Peri bri dge conprehended what was happening all too well. Even the

facade of the rules had been abolished. The battle had been fought
before she realized it had begun, and now prisoners were being taken
She was anong those nmarked down to vanish into the out-of-bounds area
of Libris, the black pit fromwhich nobody returned. She let her hand
rest against the butt of her Toufel flintlock. Tarrin was five rows of
seats plus fifteen paces away. Too far. It had been three years since
she had been to the target gallery, and that had done no nore than
prove that her stubby Toufel was badly aligned and woefully inaccurate
over nmore than a few yards. Lenorel was beside Tarrin, her gun in her
hand, as wary and deadly as a bush cat. Peribridge knew that she woul d
have to shoot at the scrawny Dragon Cold w thout even taking a bead on
him That was hopel ess. Lenorel would kill her and get the credit,
and Tarrin would live. Do nothing and the Hi ghliber has nme as sl ave



| abor, Peribridge grimy reasoned. Nobody will profit by ny fall.



She reached down and scratched her leg. As she brought her hand up
agai n she cocked the striker of her Toufel

"You shouldn't be too strict," said Lenorel, scanning the auditorium
but expecting no trouble. "Wwo will do the catal ogui ng?"

"Anmere fifth of those left could catal ogue all the books that comne
into

Libris, provided they work diligently."
"So the rest go to the Cal cul or?"

"If any are truly un trainable they can be sent to lay par aline rails
on the new Loxton bypass."

"They say war is--"

Peri bridge stood up to |l eave, drawing her gun in the same novenent.
Lenmorel raised her Mrelac and shoul dered Tarrin of f-balance with the
si nuous grace of a Genthic tenple dancer just as Peribridge raised her
Toufel flintlock and pressed it against the side of her own head. The
cat al oguer's gun blew the top of her head off just as Lenorel's shot
hit her squarely in the throat. Peribridge crashed to the floor amd
overturned chairs and fell ow catal oguers diving for cover. Slowy the
snoke cleared to reveal Lenmorel, Giss, and the Tiger Dragons at the
door with their guns ained into the auditorium

"The rest of you raise your hands and continue to file out," Giss
ordered. "Walk slowy, no sudden novements."

Tarrin got to his feet, clutching his bandage. Bl ood was seepi ng
through his fingers. "Anyone else attenpting suicide will also be
shot,” he nuttered to himself.

The stiches in Tarrin's gash had been tomopen by his fall, but he
stood beside the others with blood dripping fromhis armwhile the |ast
of the catal oguers left the auditorium Many were splattered with
brai ns and bl ood, and all were wi de-eyed and ashen-faced. Tarrin
collapsed into a chair as the last of themleft. Giss left to find a
nmedi c i an as Lenorel used her gunbarrel and Tarrin's sling as a

tourni quet for his arm

"What were you saying about war?" Tarrin asked, glancing across at the
remai ns of Peribridge

Lenmorel had to stop and think for a monent. "Lameroo and Billiatt are
t hreateni ng war over the Loxton par aline bypass."

"War at Loxton, ah yes. For a nonment | thought you neant here.”



CAPTI VE

Being a linguist, Darien found her career in Libris continually nudged
toward the Inspectorate. Wth war threatening in the westernnost nmay
orate of the Alliance she finally accepted a conmi ssion as a trainee

I nspector. Her first assignment was to the assist with the opening
cerenony of the bypass par aline between the towns of Mrkalla and
Maggea. The laying of this new track neant that the par aline west was
now on the territory of the Southeast Alliance until it reached the
Wonera border. The independent castellanies to the south were thus
faced with a big | oss of custons revenue, so there was large mlitary
bui | dup where the new par aline skirted the border

Darien's only warning that fighting had begun was a heavy lurch as the
wind train that she was traveling in toppled fromits tracks. The
lightly built engine and carriages crashed down and split open beside
the par aline Darien sat up on what had been the wall of her carriage,
dazed and in pain. Her first thought was to crawl out of the weckage,
but Morkundar, one of her small escort squad of Tiger Dragons, barred
her way. Bright red bl ood was oozing from above his hairline and
trickling down the black skin of his face.

"Stay down, Frelle Darien, this is no accident," he said urgently as he
wi ped blood fromhis eyes. "The train's been attacked."

He | ed her to where the other Tiger Dragons were assenbling and as they
arrived a patter of shots began. Survivors who were already outside
screamed as they were hit, and bullets tore through the flinmsy woodwork
of the wrecked coach. The Tiger Dragons lay | ow and checked their

guns.

"They'l|l charge at any noment," Morkundar's voi ce warned from sone
where beyond a pile of seats and | uggage. "There's no cover east of
the par aline so they nust be all on the western side. Al of. you
line up along the breach in the roof."

Even as he was speaki ng nine dozen regulars fromthe Billiatt
Castel l any charged fromtheir cover waving sabers and cheeri ng.
Mor kundar wat ched through a split board.

"Steady, steady... Up, aim fire! Second barrel.." fire!"

Li ke Darien, every one of the Tiger Dragons had a doubl e-barre
flintlock,

so forty shots tore into the Billiattians as they reached the w eckage.
Darien fired blindly the first time, but ained for one of the officers



with her second shot. He reeled, the saber fell fromhis hand, and he
col | apsed. She dropped the gun and drew her dagger, then stood
petrified. Someone dragged her down under cover and she cane to her
senses with the envoy fromthe Brookfield Castellany to Renmark

sl appi ng her face and shouting at her to rel oad.

The shock of sudden disciplined fire at the Billiattians was nmade worse
by the loss of their five nost senior officers anbng the seventeen
killed. "A trick,

an anbush, fall back!" soneone shouted, and they broke ranks and fled
for cover. One minute had passed since the derail nent.

"Synchroni ze Call anchors," Mrkundar shouted as they began to rel oad.
"A quarter hour drop, and reset on my command or timeout. Counting,
three, two, one, reset!"”

It took some tinme for Billiatt's troops to regroup and organi ze return
fire. The three trained snipers in the Tiger Dragons had neantinme
unpacked their |long barrel ed nuskets and were picking off any
Billiattians who tried to get a closer | ook. Darien rel oaded her
flintlock and lay ready for the next order. Two nore surviving
passengers now joi ned them but they were both wounded.

Darien touched the envoy's arm As he turned to her she shrugged and
bowed.

"That's all right," he said. "First tine under fire?" She nodded. He
was a thickset, balding man of about fifty, a little |like one of her
uncles. "I'mafraid too," he said, turning back to peer through a hole
in the smashed paneling of the carriage. H's tone becanme mxed with
anger. "They nust have invaded across Brookfield territory, they
couldn't have got here so fast otherw se--uh, here they cone again."

The sharpshooters dropped two officers just as the charge began. Darien
stood and fired, once, felt the tug of a ball passing through the

shoul der pad of her tunic, then fired again and dropped back under
cover. She had no idea what she had shot at or whether she had hit
anyone. Her right breast felt clammy. Blood froma gash in her

shoul der was soaki ng her uniform

The volley fromthe train broke the wavering |line before they had
advanced nore than a few yards, even though their own marksmen were

| ayi ng down covering fire ahead of them The enemy nusketeers began to
shoot blindly into the weckage fromcover. A Tiger Dragon was hit as
he sat rel oading his gun

Mor kundar gave Darien a cloth soaked in eucal yptus oil and told her to
stuff it under her tunic and agai nst the wound. She winced with the
sting of it.

"The pain hel ps close your blood vessels and slows the bleeding," he

said. "Stay low now, the train's too flinsy to give us cover."
"Seats," said the envoy. "Use |luggage and seats as a barricade."
Fire fromthe Billiatt nmuskets continued to rake their overturned
carriage. "Ready with anchors, three, two, one, reset!" Mrkundar

cal | ed.



"I don't understand it," said the envoy. "Wy attack this train, why



violate Brookfield territory? Billiatt and Brookfield were at peace.
My Castellan will be screamng for reparati ons when he hears of
this."

"The beam flash link," Mrkundar replied. "M guess is that the
Castellan of Billiatt has laid siege to the Maggea rail side also with
troops sent across the Brookfield borders. This force here has been
sent north to cut the beamflash link. They may have bonbards to smash
a tower, or they may just light grass fires to cloud the beam By

breaki ng both the beam flash and par aline the Castellan will show that
he has a strangl ehold on whatever the Alliance wants to do. The nore
timd mayors will want to pay himhis customs noney again."

"But there's barely a hundred nusketeers out there."

"The main force will be up ahead, and probably visible fromthe par
aline

W were bombed to stop us overtaking themand raising an alarm”

Mor kundar spilled a little gunpowder on a scrap of poor paper and drew
back the striker of an unloaded barrel. The shower of sparks ignited
t he powder and set the poor paper alight. Darien |ooked on in alarm
silently shaki ng her head at him

"Careful, this carriage will burn like kindling," warned the envoy.
"That's why I'msetting it alight.” "Wat? But it's our only
shelter."

"The wind engine is lying close by, and is built nore solidly. W nust
run for that and take shelter beneath it. The snoke fromthis carriage

will alert ook outs in the beamflash towers. Patrols will be sent to
i nvestigate and they will discover the main force of Billiatt
rai ders."

"That main force could turn back to help that | ot over there put out
the fire." "So we nust attack instead of just surviving."

Darien wept with frustration. Her cards were gone and none of them
knew si gn | anguage. There were probably flares sonewhere in the w nd
engi ne, but-but Morkundar was a good | eader and she had no voice.

"I'f we just stay here those nusketeers will leave to join the main
force,"

the envoy pleaded. "W can't attack. There's five of themfor every
one of us." "Then we'll die defending a burning carriage."

Die. Darien felt herself convul se at the thought. The envoy turned to
her. "Frelle, you're the nost senior Dragon Librarian here, and the
Fras Tiger Dragon nmust have your approval. Wat is your word?"

Her word? Darien put a hand over her eyes and | aughed her silent

| augh, close to hysteria, nearly in tears. The envoy's bal ding head
suddenly went crinson and he tried to splutter an apol ogy. Mrkundar's
face remained grim

"Wll, Frelle Darien?" he asked.

She pointed to Morkundar and nodded.



Lermorel had hired a good | awyer when she heard that G asken was in
trouble. It paid off. There had been a drunken brawl in the street



outside a tavern, and when the Constable's Runners had arrived G asken
was one of those |ying unconscious on the cobbl estones. The city
prosecutor cited d asken's poor record, but the defense cited @ asken's
role in saving Tarrin's life as proof of his good character. After his
rel ease d asken returned to his college at the University with Lenore
beside him H's head was bandaged, and there was a red stain where the
bl ood had seeped t hrough.

"I used to think that justice in nmy own yoick-town may orate was
backward, but not anynore," fumed Lenorel. "That magi strate went out
of his way to wei ght the evidence against you."

"Justice is like having big nuscles,” d asken said w thout rancor

"Some people just have nore than others and it can't be helped. | work
as a swag german so | get into a lot of fights. Because | get into a
lot of fights, | see a lot of the magistrate."

"But soon you will have a degree, Johnny, and will be working in safer

pl aces," Lenorel said hopefully.

"I majored in explosives, Lem Does that sound safer than rioting
dr unkar ds?"

"Well, whatever you do, I'll do what | can to make your life easier."

By now they had reached Villiers College in the University grounds. It
was an old, solid, and conforting building of ochre wash abandon stone
The main doorway was shrouded with vines, and their footsteps echoed on
the boards of the hallway as those of students had for centuries.

A asken had a roomupstairs. Lenmorel glanced around approvingly as she
entered. The place was orderly and well swept, with the books in a
straight row on the shelf and the bunk nade neatly.

"Not very inviting, |'mafraid," he apol ogi zed.

"It's wonderful ," she responded. "I expected you to have the squalid
habits of nost young nen living away from hone."

"So, you have had occasion to see their bedroons?" he asked at once,
al t hough pl ayfully.

"Only late at night."
"Ch so, pray continue."

"And only after the Tiger Dragons had broken down their doors and taken
t hem away for questioning."

A asken gave a slight choking sound before realizing that it was
probably a joke.

"There are better ways to get questions answered," he suggested,
sitting on the edge of his bunk

"Those bei ng?"
"Tap lightly on the door, then enter the roomwth the top button or

two of your tunic undone. You should also be sure to have a jar of
pl unb brandy with



YQU. "



"Why pl um br andy?"

"Because it is upon you before you know it," he said, raising his hands
like claws. "It slips the knots on lacings just as surely as it
| oosens tongues."

Lermorel turned away, a little unnerved at the wordplay. She exam ned
t he books on his shelf, then noticed a small | enon wood box with a
deacon's pledge stanp bearing the date 14th April 1696. She lifted it
with two fingers. There was a tracery of hearts and arrows all around
it in poker work

"And what is in here that has been sealed away for a year and a half?."
she asked, frowning slightly. "Love letters, perhaps?' Inwardly she
prayed that it was not so. "The arnor of lovers," d asken replied.

Lermorel dropped the box with a gasp. The seal broke as it hit the
f1 oor boar ds.

"Fras d asken, | didn't think you--that is, | thought you too much of a
gentl eman..."

"And so | am lovely Frelle. Take note of the date."
"But--"

"Lenorel, sweet Frelle, just think of what woul d happen should I find
nmyself with some |lovely young girl and both of our passions running
anok. The deed woul d soon be done, yet what is in that box could nake
the difference between a harmless frolic and a pregnancy that woul d be
anyt hi ng but harni ess. ™"

He reached down and picked up the box.

"Hmm the seal pledged before the deacon is broken," he observed.
Lermorel considered this, then flicked the top button of her tunic. It
popped undone.

"How many buttons did you nention earlier, Fras d asken?" she asked.

He stretched out on the bunk, like a big, languid cat. "To win ny
heart, Frelle, none at all. To win ny body.." as nany as feels
confortable."

@ asken lived up to his promise as a lover, in spite of the narrowness
of the bunk and the fact that he had been clouted over the head the

ni ght before. This is the way that virginity really should be |ost,
Lermorel thought as a clock tower nearby clanged the hour past noon
Down bel ow on the | awns she could hear students chattering as they went
fromtheir lectures and tutorials to the college refectories. Lenore
had m ssed a | ecture on applied calculus to be where she was, but was
feeling snugly superior about it.

Her new | over was lying with his head on her shoulder and a | eg
sprawl ed across her thighs. She caressed the hair above his bandage,
suddenly troubl ed by sonething about him He was good-| ooki ng,
considerate, intelligent, strong, and sensible..” but slightly dull.
It seened a terrible thing to admt, yet the man did everything right:
not hi ng was col ored by foolishness or m stakes. How tolerant would he



be? Lenorel shivered to think of dead lovers, cold in their graves.
How woul d John @ asken react to her past, were it ever revealed to hin®



She coul d be open to blackmail unless their |iaison remained a secret.
Now she realized why such a prize as he was un partnered when you are
too good to be true, very few others can come up to your standards.

She gently shook hi mawake. "Johnny, | mnust go now, " "Um®? So soon?"

"I have work to do in Libris. There's always too nuch work in
Libris."

He admired her fromthe bed as she pulled on her trousers then sat

| aci ng her boots on his guest chair.

"Fras Johnny, it's not that | don't feel proud of you..." she began
but the rest of her words did not line up properly in her mnd. She
| ooked down at the floor, pressing her |ips together

"A Dragon Geen Librarian should not be seen to be liaising with a
student, "

d asken said in a kind, |evel voice.
"No, it's not like that--"

"Ah, but it is, Frelle. Think of your reputation, it's quite
reasonable.” "You don't nind?"

"If Libris knew, Libris would send people to spy upon every nove that |
make. Those in the taverns where | keep order woul d soon think that
the spies were really working with me. | would not live long."

Lemorel was still sensitive on the subject of dead lovers. Still naked
fromthe wai st up, she flung herself over him inploring dasken to
give up his work in the taverns, even offering to pay his expenses
hersel f.

"Cenerous Frelle, | cannot accept noney for nothing," he said as he
hel d her against him "but | amquite safe if our |love renmains a
secret. It's in both our interests to be discreet."

"So you understand that |I'm not ashamed of you?"

"OfF course. Now off with you, to Libris and the service of the Mayor."
Lermorel got up and buckl ed on her gunbelt and dagger. @ asken cl apped
in appreciation as she struck poses with her breasts thrust out; then
he got out of bed and shoul dered his swagger stick |ike a nusket.

"Were you to dress like that for duels, men would chall enge you j ust
for a dying glance at such breasts,” he said as he dropped his swagger
stick and fell to his knees, clutching his heart.

"Come on now, Johnny, back into bed--no, stop that."

But d asken did not stop, and Lenorel did not emerge fromhis bed again
until five in the evening. This time she put the tunic on before
buckl i ng on her gunbelt.

"What will you tell themat Libris?" asked dasken as he stifled a
yawn. "That | fell asleep while studying at the University." "That
wi Il be enough?”



"I have a good record, they owe ne a few | apses.”
"And ex-lovers in high places?"

Lermorel shook her head. "I1've had only one affair since joining
Libris, and it was nothing special. | prefer affection, so | stay out
of the political dalliances on offer there. And what of your
ex-lovers? Don't try to tell me that this afternoon was your first
tinme."

d asken lay back in the bunk and cl asped his hands over his chest.
"Lovers, yes |'ve had several. Silly, frilly wenches who saw only a
body of passable allure. Lust without affection is like taste w thout
food: you feel good while gradually starving. One of them hurt ne
deliberately, just before an inportant exam That's when | saw the
deacon and seal ed that box."

"Lucky ne," said Lenorel as she kissed hi m goodbye.

Rochest er was suddenly wonderful as Lenorel returned to Libris through
lanplit streets crowded with evening traffic. Perhaps d asken was
still alittle nore staid than she would have |iked, but she would

qui ckly bring himout of himself. The criers were going about, sone
with their tools and wares, others with dash papers

"Auction of fine horses. Auction of fine horses.” "Flour, fine ground
flour by the bag." "dayware, buy a fine nug or lanp."
She stopped and gl anced at the stall. The synbolism of her buying a

lanp to light up G asken's hard |ife appealed to her
"War with Billiatt. Fighting on Loxton par aline

Lermorel crashed down out of her reverie and ran over to the young crier

girl. The dash paper that she bought told of actions that had taken
pl ace that afternoon and been reported by beamflash It was a series
of headline phrases, no nore. "Beanflash |ink saved fromattack due to

bravery of Dragon G een Justin Mrkundar." He had been the Tiger
Dragon in charge of Darien's escort, one of several koorees working for
Libris. So what of her friend? While she had been in dasken's arns
Darien m ght have been dying on a battlefield. "Wuatever | do, there's
al ways guilt to dog ne," she nuttered as she scanned the rest of the
dash paper "Brookfield enters war on Alliance side. Brookfield envoy
saved during wind train anbush by Dragon Blue Darien vis Babessa."

Lermorel gave a cry of delight, then seized the girl selling the dash
papers and whirl ed her around, sending papers fluttering in al
directions. She gave the star fled girl three silver nobles and kissed
her, then ran all the way back to Libris.

After sone days of savage fighting, the war over the bypass devel oped
into a standoff that dragged over weeks. As was usual in wars, the
Call weaked a heavy toll on the confusion of the battlefield, claimng
nore victins than disease or fighting. Billiatt was too small to right



an extended war and because its first attack failed, the Alliance
mayors had tine to decide on a united response and fall in behind
Renmark and Rochester. The par aline west was reopened within a fort
night, and after his arny suffered five thousand casualties in two
battles attenpting to sever it again, the Castellan of Billiatt sued
for peace. The ternms of the peace treaty were hum liating, but he

si gned nevertheless. Wre his arny to be further weakened, his own
throne would not be long in falling. Buffer strips of territory were
ceded to Renmark and Brookfield to insure the safety of the par aline
bypass.

For Rochester it was a narrow but inportant victory. The initial
attack had been beaten back nmore by luck and bravery than sheer
strength, so the other Alliance mayors still did not see Mayor Jefton
as a serious newrival. Rochester was the keeper of Alliance accounts
and that was that.

Thr oughout the Sout heast Alliance general prosperity foll owed the war.
The citizens of Rochester were too busy maki ng noney to notice the

m nor changes to the nay orate central library, and even within Libris
itself a stability of sorts devel oped as the Cal cul or established
itself as a strange but useful menmber of the staff. Only an elite few
realized that its influence extended far beyond Rochester and over nuch
of the known world.

The Cal culor's inmpact on the Central Confederation was subtle but
profound. Gadually it worked its way into the running of the par
aline network, coordinating rail traffic and optim zing carrying
capacity with new tinetables that were al most miracul ous in efficiency.
It also nade itself indispensable to the beam flash net work,
generating codes and translation tables faster and nore reliably than
the Giffith Beanflash Acadeny had ever managed, and optim zi ng beam
flash traffic in parts of the network under Rochester's direct

control.

By the time the political inplications of Rochester controlling such
vital resources becanme clear to the other mayors it was economically

i mpossible to return to the old ways. Everyone was maki ng nore noney
than before and the services were far nore reliable. |If it came to the
wor st and Mayor Jefton tried to hold the par aline and beam fl ash
services to ransom his may orate could easily be crushed by a conbi ned
arny of the other may orates

Al'l librarians working on the Cal cul or were subject to random

surveill ance by the Black Runners, and once it becane operational they
were required to sleep in the Libris hostelry and nowhere else. This
suited Lenorel very well. Libris protected her fromoutside inquiry,
and her only contact with her past was the letters she exchanged with
her father. H's news was all good: business was boom ng and Jem i had
married and | eft home. Lenorel spent |ong hours in the Cal cul or roons,
studied diligently at the University, and kept G asken a secret.

They saw each other so infrequently that the Bl ack Runners had no
mention of G asken on Lenorel's personal file. Both worked for a
living, Lenorel with the Calculor during the day and d asken in the



taverns at night. \When they did neet it was between |l ectures. At the
end of 1697 d asken failed a subject and was faced with another year of
study. Lemorel was relieved. The arrangenent of their liaison suited
her well. Having Darien away suited her too. She knew that it would
be difficult to be quite such a close friend to her as before now t hat
John d asken had entered her life.

As Libris took over nore and nore of the par aline scheduling, the
Dragon Librarians becane deeply involved with far-flung lines and

nati ons. Al though she had no voice, Darien was an acconplished
linguist and as long as there was sonmeone who could read her cards she
could communi cate in many | anguages.

Two nonths after the defeat of Billiatt, Darien was brought back to
Rochest er and nade a Deputy Overliber, and she and Mrkundar were
decorated by Mayor Jefton for bravery in his service. Being both a war
hero and a Kooree, Mrkundar was nade Rochester's ambassador to the
Wonera may orates where there happened to be a Kooree over nayor in
office. Darien had dragged the Brookfield envoy to safety when he had
been shot in the dash to the cover of the wi nd engine, and the

H ghl i ber was anxious to give the heroes on her staff as nuch public
exposure as possible. Darien spent only weeks in Rochester before
bei ng sent west again as a fully conm ssioned Inspector. This time it
was to work on an even bigger project to link the beamflash term nus
at Peterborough to Wonera's beam flash network. Three i mense
stone-and-ti nber repeater towers were to be built, and her task was to
reconcile the transm ssion protocols and linguistic differences between
t he beam flash networks of the two systems. At the opening of the link
on the sumer solstice of 1699, Darien stood beside the Highliber in
the beam flash gallery of the Rochester tower while Mayor Jefton
exchanged pl easantries with the Mayor of Wonmera. The |ink between
them was el even repeater towers and 660 mles in |length. Rochester was
becom ng the center of the world in a very real sense.

Darien was only given a nonth to wite her report on the project before
she was assigned to sonething even nore renote and anbitious: the
linking of the rail side towers on the inmense Nullarbor par aline to
forge a beamflash link to the may orates of the distant west. Long
sections of the line were already |inked, but the nunber of towers had
to be reduced to nake hi gh-speed traffic economcally viable. A prine
site for a massively upgraded tower was the Maralinga Rail side, over
300 miles west of WWonera.

The Call was intense at Maralinga Railside, and cane as often as once
in five days. Maralinga was the biggest, nost renmpte and nost

beautiful of the outposts on the Nullarbor par aline It was a
magni fi cent sight fromthe approaching wind trains, standing tall and
bright, like a gleam ng cluster of pinkish salt crystals on the flat,
scrubby Nullarbor Plain. It was built fromsawn |inmestone blocks, with
one tower twi ce as high as the others to nonitor the approach of

di stant wi nd trains.



When Darien arrived it was by wind train. A |legacy of Geatwi nter was
that the wind was al nost continuous on the Nullarbor Plain, and the
rotor engines hardly ever had to be augnmented by expensive navvy power.
The slatted rotors would turn no matter what direction the wind cane
from and although the trains were sonetines slow, they were never
becal ned. Bal ance boons extended to either side, and ei ght staggered
rotors spun in the steady sout hwest w nd.

The driver's cabin was set back fromthe buffers, and he gl anced over
the readings on his dials as the approach stones passed on his right.
He call ed readings to the engineer, who in turn shouted orders to the
gear jacks at each of the rotors. The train lurched and shuddered as
gears bathed in sunflower oil clanked into | ower ratios and the speed
di m ni shed. A pinpoint of light flickered at the sumit of the highest
tower, and on top of the cabin the train's watchman began a heli ost at
exchange.

/ PO NTS SW TCHED FOR DOCKI NG OF WESTWARD HI 09 / the tower announced.

| ACKNOWL_EDGED- - SW TCHI NG TO LONER RATI S FOR APPROACH / the wat chnman
replied.

/ ARRI VAL OF DEPUTY OVER LIBER DA RI EN VI S BABESSA EXPECTED / the tower
i nqui red.

/ CONFI RVED / the watchman assured the Maralinga signalers.

Deputy Overliber Darien was the | owest-ranking, nmost recently appointed
Overliber in the known world, yet a worman of quite sone inportance
nonet hel ess.

None of the rail sides on the Nullarbor par aline were heavily
fortified, despite evidence of a distant but warlike civilization
beyond the northern desert. The Call reached as far as that, yet the
desert robbed it of nobst of its victinms and hardly a week passed

wi t hout the watchman in the Maralinga tower sighting new corpses.
There were dead canmels with harnesses of woven green silk and gold

t hread, bearing dead riders buckled into saddl es encrusted with

[ ustrous bl ack opal plates. Some dead warriors clutched saberines made
of steel that even the advanced technol ogy of Rochester's artisans
could not duplicate, and their canmels' sand anchors contained very fine
cl ockwork. In the saddl ebags were brass tel escopes, silk veils woven
with the imges of fortified tows cut into cliffs of red rock, and
book