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Del fin Hayward clattered down the hallway past the | ecture roonms, the
| eg prostheses turning clunsy in her haste. She'd known better than to |inger
in the observation room-- today of all days -- but she'd been conpelled by
the rare drama of senior lingsters frustrated in interface.

Reachi ng the exani nation room she skidded inside and cl osed the door
the netal fingers of her exoskel eton engagi ng the knob nervously. She coul dn't
get the image of the alien child out of her mnd. She'd felt his |oneliness
and pain as if they'd been her own. But she had to nove past it because she'd
never get to be a lingster herself if she didn't do well in this final test.
Fail now, and there'd be no chance to continue on

Two exami ners wearing the cerenonial cobalt robes of Preceptors of the
Quild of Xenolinguists sat at a | ong oak table, backs to the open w ndow. A
cool breeze flowed in from Al pi ne neadows behi nd the Mdther House. Neatly laid
out on the table in a ray of wintry afternoon sunlight were the plastiglass
vials froma lingster's field pack

"Pl ease sit down," one examn ner said.

She read col dness fromthe woman, extrene devotee of the Guild's
teachings who'd wiped all feeling fromher life, not just frominterface.

_"Remenber/you, breathe deeply, " Geyface, the senior dol phin tutor
had advi sed yesterday. She sat and took a deep breath. Being a lingster was
all she'd ever dreaned of for the |ast sixteen years; she'd worked hard,
excelled in all the theories and the history her instructors demanded of her
Yet it m ght not be enough. The @uild had no room for those who coul dn't
handl e interface.

"I's that chair suitable? Do make yoursel f confortable."” The ol der
exam ner, a portly, grey-haired man with a sall ow conpl exi on, |eaned across
the table and smil ed.

He meant it as a friendly gesture, but she knew he was determined to
show no favors even to one as physically different as she. It was
unconfortable to read people so clearly. She didn't like this skill or
whatever it was but she had no control over it.

"Are you ready?" he asked.

The exam ners woul d arrange a conputer sinulation of a neeting with an
alien race. They'd judge the types and amounts of drugs she chose fromthe
field pack, the accuracy with which she managed to deci pher a conpl ex nmessage
once she'd achieved interface. They'd lay traps. The work of the Guild was too
dangerous to allow the weak to qualify. Above all they'd nonitor how she
navi gat ed through the shoal s of the unexpected, vigilant to abort the exam at



the first sign of a student |osing her way.

She nust stay calm enotionless, only a conduit for comunication, a
channel through which | anguage fl owed. Nothing nore. She was not expected to
comment or judge, or even react to the nessage she retrieved. Realizing the
exam ners still waited for her answer, she nodded.

"Conmputer will give you prelininary data,"
i nk when you're ready."

As she did so, her mnd flooded with a torrent of data on an alien
she'd never |earned about in class. Her stomach cranped. She hated the scratch
and sting of information downl oaded into her brain at high speed. It always
made her feel sick, and it seemed sonehow besi de the point. She cl osed her
eyes to concentrate on the details of physiology and environnent a lingster in
the field woul d expect to know as she started worKk.

The fl ow stopped abruptly. She opened her eyes to find the exam ners
gazing at her, waiting for her to begin. Her netal hand hovered uncertainly
over the row of beta sequence state-alterers. The exam ners woul d be noting
her choi ce.

Better to start conservatively. She selected a mld drug that gave off
the sweetly acid scent of pears and dripped the thick liquid onto her tongue.
The room hazed over al npst inmmedi ately. The walls rushed away, the floor
dropped out from under her. Kal ei doscopic inmages tumbl ed past her eyes.

_Take control of apparent time, _she'd been taught. Slowit._ She
renenbered to breathe. Chaos settled down to nore manageable | evels. The
conput er fed her sanples of the alien speech

She threaded her way nethodically, using the conputer's feedback to map
nor phemes as she passed. The fog drifted away. Deep structures energed,
skeletal trees in a prinmeval forest, |ayered branches of neani ng which she
tagged in passing, a trail to get her hone again. Conprehension grew.
Connecti ons appeared, subtleties, a nosaic of grammar and content. The

t he woman sai d. "Open your

outlines of |anguage energed -- a nessage to be deci phered --
Abruptly, storm clouds noved over the interface.
A fierce wind tunbl ed shadows over her path -- sonething hateful

shri eked across exposed nerves. Tangl ed strands of meani ng snagged, draggi ng
her down. The path slid under in thundering darkness -- She tumbled out of
control through nightnmare images --

"That will do, Delfin!"

The woman's voi ce cut sharply across the nal formed web of interface she
struggl ed i n. Someone grabbed her, dragging her out of darkness into the
aching light of the exanmi nation room The contents of her stomach threatened
to rush up into her throat, and she found her face wet with tears. The nman
hel d out a glass containing the sequence neutralizer. Head poundi ng, she
gul ped the chalky liquid dowm. Slowly, the nausea subsi ded.

_Never let enotion color the interface. She'd broken the first | aw of
the cQuild.

* * * %
"I don't see why not!" the slender, blond boy had said | ast week as the class
di scussed the first law Instructor's pet, he'd been the only one of them
who' d dared argue

A d Dom Yonato squinted at his students through dust nmotes spiralling
slowy in a ray of winter sun. "Challenge the Guild' s teaching, do you?"

The boy snmiled, confident of his favored position. "Wy isn't it useful
in interface, Don? Nothing else seens to be working with the alien child they
br ought here!™

H s name was Marco, and Delfin, alone in the back row, had never seen
anyone nore intelligent or nore beautiful, but he seened hardly aware she
existed. Deformities of any kind were rare on Earth, particularly severe ones
i ke her own kind of phoconelia; nost problenms were discovered and fixed _in
utero_. Cyberlinbs had | ong ago nmade her a | oner

"I mean," the boy continued, running a carel ess hand through hair the
sun's ray turned bright gold, "couldn't enotional response -- on a non-verba



| evel -- be the key to unlock conmunication where conventional neans fail ?"

"Tel epat hy?" Dom Yonato said sharply. Favorite student or not, he
woul dn't all ow heresy to invade his classroom

She was inpressed with Marco's courage, though she knew it didn't cost
himmuch to say these things. Marco was teasing. But it was different for her
she had no choice. She watched the old instructor's face; a dull red flush
crept al ong his cheekbones.

"No lingster has ever found a race using telepathy of any kind in the
Oion Arm young man," Dom Yonato said. "It's a nursery tale that
conmuni cation could take place frommnd to mnd."

"Maybe not tel epathy, Dom" Marco persisted. "But that doesn't explain
why enotion could be dangerous in interface.”

The old man cane around to the class side of the desk. He hitched his
faded green robe over bony knees and sat, sandal -clad feet swinging informally
as if to set his students at ease. Delfin wasn't fooled even if the others
were. She could feel the underlying throb of his anger

"There have been one or two lingsters in the past who asked that
guestion -- you renenber the instructive story of Tobias Naki's death? They
didn't last long." Hi s eyes net Delfin's, and she knew t he anger was directed
at her for sonme reason. "The @Quild is well rid of them™

Bl ood burned in her own cheeks now. The old man had the voice of a
master lingster, conpelling and hypnotic, pinning her to her seat by its soft
wei ght .

"You' ve been taught the concept of Neutrality. The Quild serves the
nmonster as well as the saint, and the Guild never judges the nessage, nor the
sender, nor the cause. To do so, to becone involved in noral judgenments, opens
the door to destruction. Emotion is the child of the primtive self, not the
intellect that serves the Guild."

_No_, she wanted to say. No, it's not like that at all!_ But he
woul dn't understand. Nobody did.
“Children call it the "art' of the interface, but |I tell youit's a

sci ence and has no roomfor enotion. For once a lingster allows enotion to
color her responses in that fiery chaos where | anguages are born, that roaring
ground of interface, she |loses control. And she will surely be swept down to
madness. Perhaps even to death itself."

The room was silent as he finished; not even Marco dared question him
further. She knew he'd ainmed those words at her alone. She'd tried to hide her
i nner difference, to be Iike the others, and nmaybe sone of her teachers m ght
be fool ed. But Dom Yonato suspected her otherness ran deeper than cybernetic
linbs, and Yonato feared she was a danger to the Guild.

* * * %
"You may go back to your room now," the cobalt-robed woman said, her voice
careful l y expressionl ess.

The afternoon sun had | ong gone and the exami nati on roomwas in shadow.
The man was assenbling the scattered vials and replacing themin the field
pack. He avoi ded nmeeting Delfin's eyes.

She'd failed. What's nore, she deserved to fail. Yonato was right. The
@uild had no room for those who couldn't keep enotion out of the interface.
She |l eft the exam nation room exhausted and hopel ess.

Qut si de, she found Marco waiting for his own test.

"How d you do?" he whispered. "Are they very cruel ?"

She shook her head silently at himand fled to her cubicle in the
dormitory and the forgetful ness of sleep

* * * %
_The dwarf_ Tursiops truncatus _breaks the surface. Mynah's sun paints a
rai nbow arc on her back. She turns a wi de dolphin snile to the enpty shore
then flashes through bright water out to sea -- _

Del fin woke, heart pounding, face wet with tears. Sensing novenent, the
cubicle's overhead light came on. The rest of the dormitory's inhabitants
sl ept peacefully. The sky outside her wi ndow was still dark, and a new fall of



snow glittered under a noon that had not yet set.

Greyface called the recurring dream a nyt hol ogy of the nother. In
reality, she had no nore know edge of the dol phin surrogate who'd carried her
to termon far off Mynah than she had of the human nother who'd killed herself
in despair. The @uild to which her lingster aunt brought her shortly after her
birth was all the famly she knew. Yet the dol phin dream had persisted over
t he years.

The exoskel eton was suspended above the bed, a silvery spiderweb cage
gleaming in the cubicle' s Iight. She | eaned toward the rel ease toggle and
tongued it on. Wth a sigh, the exoskel eton descended over her thin body-suit,
folding itself around her slight trunk Iike a nedieval warrior's chainmail but
light as his lady's shawl. She felt the familiar tickle of neural nets

connecting to enbedded sockets, linking her to a world of science and |ogic as
it gave her linbs to replace ones the planet's virus had destroyed.

_"Your parents were scientists,”"_she renenbered her aunt saying, on
her only visit. _"Your nother |earned too |ate the secret of Mynah. Wy

not hi ng grew there, and all things conceived were born m sshapen."_

_"Then I'm not al one?"_ she'd asked.

_"A dol phin before you. It didn't live."_

Magi stra Indira, Head of the Mther House, had directed her to read
bi ography: Sacaj aweya and Malinche, early translators who' d wal ked between the
worl ds before there were lingsters or a Guild to give them!|aws. But those
worren hadn't been suspended between the two-1egged and the finned creatures as
she was, bel onging to neither.

She thought of the alien child. She'd been in the habit of slipping
into the infirmary where he was housed to visit him Like herself, he was a
m sfit, an orphan brought to the Mdther House, |one survivor of an
uni magi nabl e hol ocaust on a planet two thirds covered by ocean. Lingsters
whose task it would' ve been to carry vital information back to Earth had
perished in the disaster. The little one was the only w tness and he had no
wor ds.

Br oodi ng about his plight wouldn't help her own. She pulled | ong dark
hair away from her face and fastened it in a knot at the nape of her neck
then left the dormtory.

The dol phin pool was dark and snelled of brine and seaweed; a faint
glow at the north wall showed where an archway led out to the tutors' private
area. A high doned roof regulated tenperature and pressure to the tutors
confort, conpensating for the high altitude of the Mdther House. Sitting on a
subnmer ged bench made by wi de steps at one end, she | eaned back, hooking the
exoskel eton on the waiting nmetal frame, then slipped it off. Free, she slid
under the surface.

Her happiest times were spent here, learning the | essons of evol ution
and environment that caused the tutors to see the world differently and thus
devel op | anguage that veered far fromthe human norm Her stunted |inbs,
hi deous parodies of a dolphin's flippers and no match for the dexterity
demanded of a human, served well enough in this pool

The buoyant salt water freed her fromthe painful clutch of gravity.
Arching and curving her spine in catlike nmovenents, she undul ated up and down
the dark pool w thout the grace of _tursiops_ but with a freedom she never
knew on | and.

A sudden push agai nst her shoul der nade her open her eyes again; a
famliar smell of fish and ocean fl ooded her nose. The senior tutor, a smling
grey shape, |ooned beside her. He spurted water at her brow, a signal to
engage her |ink.

_"Doi ng/wel |, you, exam yesterday?" _

She'd |l earned, as all the students had, to listen past the clicks and
whi stl es of cetacean speech, concentrating instead on the translation in her
head. The dol phins too carried mcrochips, and the conputer was supposed to
nmedi at e between cetacean and human formnms of |anguage. It had worked well
enough until recently when sonmebody deci ded the program shoul d be redesi gned



to retain the distinctive flow of dol phin thought.

She | eaned her cheek agai nst G eyface's flank, resting her body on him
"I"'mnot |ike everybody else. | mght as well not be human."

Greyface circled the pool slowy, supporting her. She thought how
di fferent cetacean caring was fromthe sterile science espoused everywhere
else in the Guild.

"Physi ol ogy affects worldview, you told us. And body image has much to
do with | anguage. "

_"Needi ng/not, lingster, hands. Know ng, we."_
Wt hout enotion, she thought, comrunication was condemed to the
superficial, like the fractured syntax of this awkward conputer translation of

Greyface's | anguage. She wanted to use | anguage as the dol phin tutors seened
to anong thensel ves, a stream of bright thoughts with warm shadows
under | ini ng, sonething the conputer could never capture but which she sensed
t hrough an enpathic interface her teachers vehenently denied.

"I feel sonetinmes as if | was born wthout a skin, not just arms and
legs. | feel other people's pain."

_"Enpat h, you," G eyface agreed.

"Usel ess ability, according to the Guild!"

She caught the dol phin's anusenment with human dogma. G eyface rolled,
ti ppi ng her onto the wide, shall ow steps, then flashed away, water foam ng and
breaking in his wake. The exoskel eton enfol ded her again, and she cli nbed
heavil y back out of the pool

* * * %
The expected summons to the Head of the Mther House came a day later. Wth no
classes to distract her, Delfin nmoped about her cubicle, sorting files, tying
up | oose ends of the first two decades of her life. She'd hoped for an
assignment like her aunt's to the Pacific Institute, where the orca tutors
woul d prepare her for service on a water world. Cbviously, that would never
happen now - -

In the middle of the thought, she found her mnd flooded with an inmage
of the alien child and a deep sadness filled her heart. She hadn't visited the
child much in the last few days, too consuned by her own worries to take on
his. She needed to see himagain, but first she had to answer Magistra
Indira' s sunmons.

The exoskel eton, wonderful as it was, had its limts. Today it chafed
her skin at the contact points as if it didn't fit properly. She wal ked
slowy, aware of its limtations, down the |long, gleamnm ng hallways where the
snells of wax and polish rose |ike donmestic incense, past the dol phin pools
and the library to Magistra Indira's private quarters. She dreaded the
confrontation that waited for her, Magistra's inevitable disappointnment at her
failure.

"Come in!" The voice was inperious, a wonman used to bei ng obeyed.

She pushed the unl atched door and went inside. Indira Chen, a tiny,
cof f ee- ski nned woman with white hair, wearing an iridescent turquoise sari
bordered with silver thread, sat straight-backed at her desk. She'd been a
firmbut just guardian to the odd child left in her custody, yet in the past
Del fin had sonetimes sensed reservoirs of warmth that perhaps the wonan
herself didn't know exi sted.

Magi stra Indira cane right to the point. "Your examresults are
di sappoi nting, Delfin."

"I"'msorry, Mgistra."

"You seem unable to control this unruly passion of yours. W've given
you nore than one chance. |I'd hoped -- But I'mafraid you'll be little use to
the Guild." Silver bracelets tinkled as the Head of the Mther House closed a
book she'd been studying.

Delfin stared at her netal feet. It was what she'd expected. But she
could no nore change her enotional nature than grow her mssing arns and | egs.

"I"ve tried, Mgistra."

"I"maware of that. And | understand your personal difficulties. You' ve



been asked to bear nore than the average student who comes to the Guild!"

"I can't help it. | seemto feel what others are feeling. | don't
_like_it -- 1 just can't stop it."

"Carrying the world' s pain around on your shoulders is for martyrs, not
lingsters.” Magistra Indira sighed. "I'mtrying to decide what to do about you

She was interrupted by an urgent knocking at the door. It opened,
revealing the old instructor who' d | ectured themon the dangers of enotion

"Magi stra? Could you cone to the infirmry?"

"What is it, Yonato?"

"The little onel" Delfin said before Dom Yonato could reply.
Appr ehensi on flowed through her. "I can feel him"

Magi stra Indira and the instructor both glanced sharply at her. The
sour wave of Dom Yonato's surprise and annoyance washed over her

"It's the alien child," the old man said, his hard gaze still on
Delfin. "It seenms to be in trouble.”

_"He_. The little one's male, Magistra! | know that rmuch about him™
She took a deep breath to cal mher shaking hands. It had to be said now The
child was in urgent trouble. "I can -- feel -- certain things -- "

But they were already out of the room She clattered behind them nmetal
feet unsteady at speed on the polished wood, not quite catching up as they ran
down the hall to the infirmary.

Arriving at the infirmary, Magistra Indira halted beside a small crib
that had | ast been used when Delfin herself came to the Mdther House, and Dom
Yonat o peered over her shoulder. Delfin hesitated in the doorway, tenporarily
forgotten.

The alien child had greyish skin covered with fine silky down, and his
linbs were gangly as a newborn foal's, the thin arns as long as the legs. He

lay still, his huge black eyes unblinking, dwarfed by the dials and gauges
that nmonitored his life. Alight antiseptic snell lay over the crib like a
pall. She didn't know his name if he had one, or the nanme of the world he'd

come from but she'd experienced his anguish the very first time she'd seen
him H's terror was her own. She ached to help him

"What's wong with the child?" Mgistra Indira asked.

A young mal e medtech who' d been checki ng gl eam ng medi cal equi prent
gl anced up. He shrugged, wiping a strand of fair hair out of his eyes. "W
don't know, Magistra. At least -- its vital signs are dimnishing fromthe
standards we' ve observed over the |ast few weeks."

"But we don't know what's a normal range for this species, do we?"

"No, Magistra."

They spoke about himas if he were sonme exotic animl, she thought,
instead of a tiny child with a hurt so big she was terrified he would drown in
it and pull her down with him

"Yet sonething's obviously wong," Magistra Indira said.

A wave of grief hit her. Awail rose into her throat; she clanped her
jaws tightly to keep it in. She felt the child' s anguish rising up fromthe
pit of her stonach.

"It seens stable enough at present,’
know what we're dealing with here."

"He's lonely!" she exclainmed. "Can't any of you tell?"

They all turned to stare at her. The nmedtech frowned, and she knew t hat
in his eyes she was guilty of trespassing in his area of expertise.

"This is hardly the place for a _student_ to be giving advice," Dom
Yonato said acidly. "Especially one who cannot seemto keep her own enotiona
chaos out of things. Had she not received special dispensation -- " he gl anced
sharply at Indira Chen " -- she woul d' ve been di sm ssed years ago!"

Magi stra Indira net his eyes steadily but said nothing. Delfin said,

"At least let me try to confort him-- "
The nmedtech shook his head. "I don't reconmend it."
"Whyever not?" Magistra Indira said.

the nmedtech said. "But | don't



She felt sick fromthe child' s angui sh. Ignoring the argunment around
her, she stepped forward and stroked his cold brow with the soft pads of her
nmetal fingers. Fear swept up her armat the touch. He was slipping anway --

dying of grief -- Then her armwas seized in a tight grip.
"You take liberties,"” Dom Yonato said.
"He's going to die -- | knowit -- | can feel it!"
"What do you feel, Delfin?" Mgistra Indira asked thoughtfully.
"He's so -- sad, Magistra. | think he wants to die because he's so
al one -- No one knows what he feels -- "

"We've tried everything we can think of," the medtech said.
"So perhaps we can try something we haven't thought of." Magistra
Indira turned energetically, the rainbow folds of the sari swirling around her

ankles. "I"'mof a nmnd to try an experinent. Yonato, see that we're set to try
interface this afternoon.”
"Interface has already been attenpted, Mgistra -- multiple tinmes!"
"Not Delfin's way."
The old man stiffened. "Is this w se?"

"I don't see why not. There's a great deal at stake here."

She could feel Magistra Indira's growi ng excitenent at this nonment, and
something nore -- a ripple of affection, rusty fromlong disuse.

"A great deal at stake, indeed!"™ Dom Yonato said. "This is a student,
and not one who shows nuch promse -- "

"Perhaps the promise lies in areas we haven't thought about?"

"Delfin's way -- as you call it -- is a violation of Guild teaching."
"Quild teaching hasn't brought a solution to this particular problem
has it? Sonetimes a too narrow sci ence overl ooks practical solutions. | think

we should allow Delfin the chance to find sonething that evades us."

The old man's voice was tight. "The Chapter of Governors ought to be
consulted -- "

"Lovely if we had the time!" the Head of the Mother House said sharply.
"Meanwhil e, the child' s dying."

As if he understood her words, the little one newl ed weakly. The anger
she could sense welling up in Dom Yonato frightened her, a rage that
threatened to tear the Guild itself apart. _Not for ny sake! she wanted to
cry. But she dared not say a word.

"I'f I were Head of the Mther House -- "

"But you're not, Yonato. I'Il rmake a pact with you. If this attenpt
fails, I will resign. If it succeeds -- "

Dom Yonat o stal ked out of the infirmary.

* * * %
This time the mlder beta drugs Magistra Indira chose for her took her into
the mst slowy. O perhaps it was because she was conpelled by the child's
desperate need to do it right this time, not fight the sensations so bitterly
that they drowned her. Her own di sappointnent and msery didn't matter here.
Whet her the Quild stood or fell was not inportant now Only the child
mat t er ed.

At the margin of confort where the famliar faded and the unfaniliar
| oomed, she hesitated. Apprehension prickled her neck and snared her breath.
The first faint traces of the alien child' s sorrow and fear rose to her nose
like a sour perfume and she trenbl ed. She picked her way warily for there were
no recogni zabl e linguistic signposts to rely on here. Hovering at the edge of
this borderland, she was aware of Magistra Indira, small and jewel -hued as a
bird, a presence that wouldn't allow her to slip. This time, when the high
tide of the little one's grief flowed toward her she didn't fight but accepted
it as if she were sliding into the wel conming water of the dol phin pool

Passion flowed over her |ike rainbows over sunlit water, and she
renenbered what she'd known all along. There was no need to hide fromwho she
was. She was no stranger here.

Interface, the roaring ground, the boundary place where worl dvi ews met
and overl apped and | anguage sprang up, was a netaphor itself. It wasn't a |l and



waiting for lingsters to conquer with their science and their protocols as old
Dom Yonato thought. It was a place of dream of nyth, and the best lingsters
had al ways understood that instinctively. They too felt the siren pull of
enotions here, sucking themunder, though not as pervasively as she felt them
t hey survived by arnoring thensel ves agai nst the conpel ling undertow. They
read the patterns of interface and they gathered | anguages as if they were
seashells in the pal mof their hands.

It worked in nost cases the Guild encountered. But she understood now
t hat | anguage harvested that way had no shadow. Such | anguages di ed uprooted
fromtheir oceanic matrix. The alien child came froma race that communi cated
on a broader bandwi dth than the @Guild was used to dealing with. Experienced
lingsters had failed precisely because they were not prepared to sense this
undercurrent, a bass line carrying part of the tune, inconprehensible w thout
it. She nmust neet this shadowy underlining, trusting that though she m ght be
swept away she woul dn't be destroyed.

Al'l sensation of her separate self dissolved in the rush of enotion
She di sobeyed the first law and let it color the interface.

* * * %
_"Cel ebrating, you, difference?"_ G eyface sent as the three of them swam
toget her a week later.

She luxuriated in the cool run of water over her body, the sharp scent
of salt in her nose, once again free of the rub of the exoskel eton. She stil
felt weak fromthe experience of interface, a |assitude she'd known once
before after a bout with pneunonia. At Magistra Indira's order, this was the
first day she'd been all owed out of bed.

She watched the little one turning, long linbs flashing in the bright
wat er. The | anguage she'd broken through to was al ready being expl ored and

codified by nore experienced -- and traditional -- lingsters.
_"Serving, ways/other, Quild."_
She shifted till she could see herself reflected in his small bright

eye. "You think there are other |onely babies around the Armjust waiting for
an enpath to find they want to go sw nmi ng?"

Greyface signalled his pleasure at the joke with a spurt of water
_"Messages/ sone, enotion/not, conplete/not."_

It wasn't a real joke; the problemrenained: she'd never be a
conventional lingster. Perhaps there were other races in the Armwith
shadowed- | anguages like the little one's, but she wouldn't be able to reach
them She subrerged. Underwater, the sounds the dol phin made cane clearly to
her, a rich counterpoint to the conputer's sparser translation so that
toget her the nmessage canme fluently: The heart nust open as well as the ear

VWhen she cane back up for air, Magistra Indira stood at the edge, her
sari -- plumcolored this tine, with a golden hem-- trailing in a snall
puddl e. She | ooked as if she hadn't had nmuch sl eep. The senior tutor lifted
his head out of the water and gazed at her.

"You're right, Greyface," Magistra Indira said. "Comunication isn't
entirely a matter of the intellect. But it's far too dangerous for lingsters
to give way to enotion in interface. I don't see how !l can allow themto take
the risk."

The turmoil Magistra Indira was feeling in the face of this dilemn
spilled over on Delfin. She thought of how the tiny woman had waited by her
side through interface, giving her courage to |l et go and experience the ful
shock of the child' s raw enotion

G eyface blew water. "Using, @Quild, tools/all." _
"Some of the elders are deeply unhappy with what we did here. And
they're right, of course. The Guild nust be protected. Yonato will call for an

enquiry, and | nust answer to it."
"But you won, Magistra," she said. "W succeeded. And Dom Yonato..."
"Dom Yonat o never said what his side of the wager was."
She coul d take whatever ruling they handed down to her. But she
couldn't bear the thought of harm ng this wonan who'd been the nearest thing



to a nother she'd known. "You took a great risk for ne, Magistra."

"I never doubted," Magistra Indira said sinply.

The little one undul ated past, oblivious of the storm his predi canent
had caused the Guild. He swamlike a dol phin too, she noticed, arnms and | egs
wor ki ng gracefully, not the clumsy way human children swam all bluster and
spl ashi ng.

_"Working, Lingster, alone/not. Good plan! Wrking, we, team _
G eyface sent.

"What ' re you suggesting?" Mgistra Indira asked.

The senior tutor lifted hinself half out of the water and seened to
backpedal furiously away fromthem She couldn't help smling, even Magistra
Indira all owed her expression to becone a little I ess solem. Then he slid
down under the water and left themto solve the problem by thensel ves.

"A team" Magistra Indira repeated thoughtfully. She becane aware
suddenly of the trailing sari and lifted it, dripping, in one slimhand. "You,
an enpath, with another lingster trained to guard as you both enter interface.
Not every interface demands this, but occasionally -- "

As Magistra Indira paused, Delfin's chest was so tight she could hardly
br eat he.

"You see, there're a few | anguages we've encountered already that we
couldn't break. Oh, our best lingsters could give us a workabl e pidgin, but
fluency eluded us. Until now we had no idea why."

She hardly dared say it. "Do you think..."

"Your gift may be rare -- | don't know, we screen so many candi dates
out so quickly! But | suspect we'll come to find it's crucial. Perhaps we
woul dn't be wise to dismiss our first trained enpath so lightly." The sari's
gol den edge was forgotten and trailing in water again. "We' d have to devel op
speci al i zed emergency protocols. And where would we send you to train? To the
Pacific orcas, do you think?"

She had no words to express the enotion she felt just then. The little
one fluttered back to her, and she nuzzled her cheek against him hearing the
tiny purring sound he nade. Magistra Indira snmled at her as she rolled in the
water with the little one.

Delfin sniled back. She'd devote her life to using this gift w sely.

And she'd repay the Guild, with open heart as well as ear
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