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Chapter One

Even when the evidence had become overwhelming, supported by so many sets of statisticsand so
many superbly motivated arguments that there was no ground Ieft to stand on, teachers refused to accept
the obvious truth—that they were not needed in the classroom. With the perfection of inexpensive
two-way cabletdlevision in the 1970s even their baby-sitting function ceased to have value. The sad
result was the infamous Teachers Riots of 2002, in which hundreds of teachers and administrators died
and thousands more suffered seriousinjury.

(Itisof courseimportant to remember that "teacher,” asit was used during the Industrid Age of Old



Earth and well into the beginning of the Electronic Age, did not have in any but the most generd sensethe
meaning that we give the word "Teacher" today.)

—Encyclopedia Gaactica Fifth Edition, Volume V, p. 1134

Harvard was so exceedingly smal an asteroid that its curvature was obvious at al times. Like standing
on awell-landscaped billiard ball. Coyote was not quite willing to admit that it made him nervous; on the
other hand, in spite of dl scientific adjustmentsthat eiminated sensations of motion, equalized gravity, and
generdly kept the thing suitable forPlanet & Asteroid , he had the uncomfortable sensation that it ought
to be easy to fdl off of. Thetrees, for example, had a decided tilt. Those at a distance tilted away from
him.

"Thisworld," he said to nobody, "isnot flat. It isround.” Aswas of coursetrue of al worldswith which
he was familiar, but on none of the others had he longed for asafety line.

The Student who had come up behind him must have been used to this reaction. He greeted Coyote
from adistance obvioudy intended not to startle the aready-uneasy visitor.

"After aday or two, Citizen Jones," he said soothingly, "you get used to it and it seemsjust as big as any
other place you've ever lived. All amatter of perception, you know."

"| find that hard to believe," Coyote grumbled. He grabbed his beard, for want of anything eseto hold
onto, and tugged at it ferocioudy.

"It'strue, though,” said the Student, smiling a Coyote as his visitor turned—carefully—to face him.
"Unfortunately, Snce your visit isto be so brief, you won't have achance to put my clamto thetest.”

"You'reakind of officid greeting committee,” Coyote said.

"A committee of one, Citizen. Here to welcome you to Multiversity Two. May your visit be productive.”
Coyote had discovered that there was a certain angle, just beyond the Student's shoulder, at which he
could fix hiseyeswithout being able to see the horizon. He looked fixedly at the spot and tried smiling
back.

"It'sdl right to be scared, you know," said the Student gently. "People dways are. Why don't we go
indoors where you can be more comfortable?"

"How much more ... outdoors ... isthere?"

The Student waved avague arm to the left, then to theright. "Just apark,” he said. "A small waterfal,
run by solar energy. An atificia lakefor svimming. A few gardens.”

Coyote braced himsdlf, took his eyes away from the security spot, and looked around. Trees. Flowering
hedges. Pathsleading away, dl leading downhill, under more trees. Wildflowers, mostly Old Earth
varieties so far as he could tell, waving in tilted banks of purple, white, and gold.

"It'spretty,” he sad. "Prettier than Mars-Centrd. But | think you need guard rails al around it."



The Student grinned. "Y ou'll comeinside, then?

Coyote nodded. "Please.”

Ahead of them was a hdf-circle of large domes, connected by atubular corridor, dl of it the blinding
white of pyroceramic, and relieved by no decoration whatsoever. Whoever had designed thisingtitution

of learning had not wanted anyone to be confused by its appearance.

"This," said the Student, leading the way toward the nearest of the domes, "isthe College of Religious
Science. There are one hundred and thirty Studentsliving here.”

"Why s0 many?'

The Student shrugged. "Religious Scienceis apopular mgor right now,” he said.

"Any specia reason for that, you think?'

He smiled, and Coyote redlized that he was avery handsome young man in spite of the bizarre
outfit—consisting entirely of pseudo-tattoos—that he was wearing. It wasn't easy to disregard the dozens
of tattoos of yellow roses the Student had seen fit to apply to his person ... wreaths and garlands and
swags and sprays of them, complete with leaves, thorns, and tastefully executed bees. Thefact that his
skin was arich dark brown helped; Coyote assumed that white-skinned Students stuck to red roses. Out
of the small spray that circled the Student's eyes and trailed artistically down his nose and over hischin
looked afine honest face, with brown eyes, agood mouth, and high strong cheekbones. All hidden
among thefoliage.

"Fadsin mgorscome and go," hewas saying. "Just likethey do in anything ese.”

"Clothes, for example," Coyote observed, following him aong the corridor that circled the domes.

"Clothes?"

"Mm-hmm.”

"Y ou should see some of the others.”

"What?'

"If you think I'm strangely dressed, Citizen, you should see some of the others.”

"It doesn't bother you to have abee crawling up your penis?'

"What bee?'

Coyote pointed.

"That's only atattoo, Citizen, it'snot dive."

Coyote shuddered. "It would make me nervous,” he said, and was rewarded by hearty laughter that

indicated to him what afunny fellow hewas. Him and his conservative navy blue loincloth. With anarrow
white pingripe.



He couldn't decide exactly what he thought of this corridor they were following. It showed no signs of
the reckless expenditure of taxpayers money that had been mentioned to himin hisbriefing for this
mission. Bare synthowood floors, and rather poor imitations of washed pine, if hewas any judge. Light
globes suspended in suitable places. Banks of plants, an occasond sculpture flickering in aniche.
Nothing ostentatious. Nothing to indicate that this was the dwelling-place of hundreds of the most brilliant
citizensof the Three Galaxies.

"Whereisthe Dean's office?" he said abruptly, tearing his eyes away from amobile that seemed
determined to turn hishead insgde out. "I'd like to get this over with."

"Certainly, Citizen Jones," the Student said. "'Follow the corridor on round, and you'll come to Room
Thirty-nine—that's Citizen Dean O'Hdlloran's quarters. She's expecting you."

"Thank you, Citizen Student.”

"Not at al. I'm pleased to have met you—it's not every day, after dl, that one meetsa specidist in
Twentieth-Century Balads."

"The Dean haswide interests,”" said Coyote carefully, and was rewarded with an enthusiastic nod from
hisguide.

"l wonder ... " said the Student.

"y e

"Could I ask you apersonal question?”

"There gill are some?' Coyote's eyebrows went up, and he waited, but he kept on walking.

"Isit true that you own aguitar made of red Old Earth wood, Citizen Jones? That's what they told us,
but Student news sources are not aways as trustworthy as they might be."

"It'strue," said Coyote. "My guitar isrosewood. Red rosewood, not synthowood.”

"Ah," sghed the Student. "Now, that'simpressive. That isimpressve. Perhagps some of us could seeit
later, when you've finished speaking with the Dean. Or perhapsyou don't havetime... "

Coyote shrugged. "If you want to seeit," he said, "just go look. It'sin my flyer, in a case behind the
pilot's seet. Be careful, though.”

"Jud likethat?'

"Wel? Areyou likely to destroy it as a protest against the eating of pork on Blythe-6 or something of
thet kind?'

The blossoms and |eaves legped around the young man's eyes, registering his outrage spectacularly.
"Certainly not," he snapped.

"Then please hdp yoursdlf," said Coyote. "And your friendsaswell. Carefully.”



The Student actually bowed. Coyote hadn't seen anyone bow since he had had the good fortune to
leave the planet Abba, that bastion of sexism and antiquated etiquette, for the last time. But he managed
to bow back, and continued toward #39. The Student did seem to him to be alittle odd, but not as odd
asthe articlesin the newswould have you believe. And, so far asthat went, if you knew that you were
oneof theditigt of dl elite, second in rarity only to the Communipaths themsaves, one of one thousand
chosen out of countless billions of progpects, surely you had aright to get alittle scramble-brained about
it. Common motif in Twentieth-Century Balads was the rose-covered cottage; now we find oursaves
with rose-covered Students. Time marches, of course, on.

The door of #39 had no pam-screen, no eectronic eye, only abare surface. He consdered it a
moment, and then knocked, at which it did open without a sound. He stepped over the threshold and
amost broke his neck.

Nobody, including the be-flowered and be-mannered Student, had bothered to warn him that there
were three steps down to be negotiated on the other side of the door. Just like intellectualsto put stepsin
aplace where there was no need for them and then cut adoor high enough in the wall to justify their
exigence.

Still no sign of thefabled luxury. True, the walswere lined with thousands of microfilms and microfiche
trays, but that could hardly be considered an extravagance here. The floor was covered with matsin a
shabby synthostraw he hadn't seen in fifteen years; apparently the Dean was old-fashioned in her tastes.
Or perhaps sengtive to the criticism about wasting tax revenues. And where, for that matter, was the
Dean?

She came out of awindow éat the far end of the room, vaulting handily over itssill and extending a
welcoming hand.

"Citizen Joned!" she boomed. He backed off a step. It was difficult to accept the small woman greeting
him as the source of that enormous husky voice. And it was clear that Dean Shandadynne O'Halloran was
old-fashioned about more than floor coverings, too; she gpparently didn't concern hersalf with cosmetic
injections. Since she wore not even aloincloth, it was vividly obviousthat she sagged in al the places
where women of her age had sagged in the past, before science liberated them from the gravitational
effectsof time.

"No," shesaid, "no, you're wrong."

"Mmmm," said Coyote.

"I'vejust been too busy," she assured him briskly. "Comethe end of thisterm, I'll haul me off to the
nearest urban medcenter and have my poor body renovated. I'm not totaly indifferent to the shocking
effects| have ontheeye ... No, that'salie. | takeit back, Citizen Jones, | am totaly indifferent. But
people remind me. My Students, for instance, remind me. Faces like yours, when | meet a stranger,
remind me"

"My dear Citizen Dean—"

Sheignored him and dropped cross-legged to the mats beside alow table,

"A needle here, aneedle there,” she went on, obliviousto hisdiscomfort, "and I'll look just like my
granddaughters again. Which, | might add, is perfectly ridiculous.



"I didn't know they wore off," he fumbled.

"The cosmetic injections? Oh yes. Y ou have to get them renewed every three years, or nature just takes
itscourse. Y ou don't think the powersthat be would alow anything you only had to do once and for al,
do you? Although | suppose circumcision does qualify that way ... But you know, if they could figure out
away to make the foreskin grow back so you had to go in twice ayear for atrim, they would. Won't
you st down, Citizen?"

He joined her on the other side of the table, and was making a determined effort to ook at the far corner
of the room, when she reached across the bowl of fruit and took both his handstightly in hers. He hadn't
redlized that breasts drooped like that, normally.

"Tel me, Citizen Jones," she said, holding hishands firmly so that he could scarcely follow hisinginctsto
invent apressing errand elsawhere, "don't your testicles droop? | mean, dear Citizen, would you expect
them to charge on ahead of you, fully erect, making lumpsin your clothing?"

Coyote closed his eyes and surrendered to hisfate, and the silence grew al around them. It was afair
question, after dl, and when he got back home again—assuming he ever did—hewould take it up with
his daughter. She had an excdlent mind for this sort of thing. And then hefelt hishandslaid down for the
useless objects that they were, and neatly arranged for him on the table, and he opened his eyes. She
waslooking right into them.

"Dear Citizen Jones," she said again, gently. "I've upset you. It comes of spending dl my timewith
Students, who cannot, by definition, be upset. Perhaps we could begin al over again? We must just
pretend that | did not greet you by flinging mysdf through awindow at you stark naked, babbling dl the
while about my breasts and your testicles."

"It won't help," said Coyote sadly. "I could pretend. But you did do al that, you know."
"Y ou couldn't just put it out of your mind?"
"No," said Coyote. "I don't think I could. | think we should just go on from here. Wherever hereis."

The Dean sghed, and folded her handsin front of her. "I'll have to take a course or something,” she said,
frowning. 'Non-Students, Behavior With'. | don't run into one of you people more than twice ayear, you
see, and generdly when | doit's at some stupid State occasion where | have to wear what is offensively
known as my Academic Regdia And at which | spesk in Academic Regdian.Inter alia. Ad hoc.
Cogito ergo sum. Hoc arbiter testes infinitum. "

Coyote blinked. "I don't know thelast one," he said.

"Of course not, | madeit up. | amtrying to put you at ease, in my own clumsy way—I do redlize, you
know, that whatever brings you here is a serious matter.”

Stll frowning, she produced asmal file sheath, opened it and scanned it quickly, dapped it closed, and
returned it to the niche under the table from which it had apparently come.

"Well, Citizen Jones," she said, and al banter was gone from her voice now, "I am advised that you have
been authorized to go to the planet Freeway to investigate the current religious conflict there, and that you
will be masguerading asa Student in Religious Science. | have aso been authorized to give you dl the
hdpl can.”



Coyote was reasonably certain that wasn't all she had to say, and he wasright.

"Just exactly how did you manage dl that?' she snapped, leaning toward him with both hands gripping
the table between them. "It will be hundreds of years before Freeway is off Novice Planet status and
required to give up its anti-tourist regulations—that's Point One. Point Two: nobody, but nobody, is
allowed to 'masquerade’ as a Student. Doesn't happen. And Point Three: just where do they come off,
asking aMultiversity Dean to participate in this extravaganza?'

She wasfairly spitting sparks a him, but Coyote was used to irritated officids. He felt consderably
more comfortable now.

"The question of red interet, Citizen," he said, "isnot how | managed al that—but how you were
induced to agreetoiit.”

"Standoff," said the Dean, and Coyote grinned at her.
"Y ou must know someone very, very powerful," shesad.
"Asdo you, Citizen Dean."

Asshe surdly did, and no question about it. The leven Multiversity Deans had more power than any
other group in the Three Galaxies. Not formally. Not in the sense that agovernment had power. But out
of the Multiversities came the great judges, the scientists, the artists, the writers, dl the intellectua and the
politica aristocracy; and every member of that aristocracy had afanatical devotion to one or more of the
Multiversity Deans. It was not a power to be lightly dismissed, and Coyote had the utmost respect for
this chunk of awoman with the outsized voice.

"Very wdl, Citizen Jones" shesad. "l won't torment you further. It's unbecoming of me, anyway, sSnce
you undoubtedly have orders you aren't alowed to ignore. Would you give me some sort of indication as
to how we are supposed to proceed, then?"

Coyoterelaxed, not that he gave awafer-thin damn for his"orders.” "I need to know how to passasa
Student of Religious Science. Or as a Student of anything, for that matter. | might add that | don't think
much of thisidea—I'm no intellectual, and no scholar, not by anyone's definition.”

The Dean looked indifferent, both to his opinions and his protests.

"That'seasy,” she said. "Nothing to it. Please keep in mind, Citizen Jones, that out of dl the billionsand
billions of peoplein the Tri-Ga actic Federation, not one in ten thousand ever has been or ever will bein
contact with a Student. Anything you do, therefore, so long as you look like a Student, should serve.”

"You'resureof that?'

"Certain of it. Think of yourself; you've traveled from one end of the inhabited universeto the other,
you're far more knowledgeabl e than the average citizen. Have you ever been in contact with a Student?
Before arriving here today, that is."

"Never."

"Wéll, then, you see, nothing could be smpler to bring off. Once your costumeis corrected, there are



only two essentids. Firgt, you haveto be able to carry on areasonably intelligent conversation if you
meet someone whose educational speciaty—not as a Student, of course, but through the
ed-computers—has been the study of Religion.”

"That's not going to be easy.”
"Why not?' asked the Dean. "Why ever not?"
"Because | know nothing about the subject, Citizen Dean. The Mass-Eds gave up on me early."”

"Nonsense. It'smerely amatter of tailoring your so-called speciaty to something you do know well.
Now ... inyour file |l seethat you spent ayear in aMaklunite Cluster. Correct?!

"I turned out to be one of the worst Maklunites of al time. They had to throw me out.”
"But you spent ayear there."
"Sure. | wanted—I wanted very much to stay."

"What matters," said the Dean, making a vague gesture with both hands, "isthat you can actualy qudify
as an expert on the Maklunite sect, you have actudly lived among them, done fieldwork compatible with
your Religious Anthropology undergraduate major. Y ou need only go on and on about the Maklunite
religion, you see. No one will expect you to know about others."

Coyotewhistled. "Isthat how it's done?" he teased.

She stiffened. "Certainly not!" she said disgustedly. "Thisisnot how it isdone, Citizen, thisishow it is
faked."

Shereached under the table again and pulled out amicrofiche packet. "This," she said, tapping it softly
againg thetable, "isasdection of abgtracts, prepared by me personally, from al the basic texts that you
would have been expected to read as an undergraduate in Religious Anthropology and a graduate
Student in Religious Science. Y ou won't learn anything from them, but you will acquire the necessary
names, dates, titles and so on ... enough information to keep you from making atota ass of yourself so
long as you are spesking only to amateurs. Should you, by some fresk of fate, find yoursalf confronted
by an expert, becomeill. Faint. Fal off aparapet. All clear?!

Coyote took the sheath from her and dipped it into his pouch. "I'm grateful, Citizen,” he said, and he
meant it.

"And your Bureau, whatever its benighted identity may be, is presumably aso grateful ?*

Coyoted| but batted hislashes at the lady. "Where," he asked blandly, "do you get these strange ideas?
Perhaps you need a vacation from your duties.”

She snorted, a sound that came from somewhere around her ankles and expanded in magnitude asiit
worked itsway up.

"Then," she said, "thereisthe second crucial matter. Y ou're going to Freeway—it saysin your file—to
complete your doctord dissertation, in which you are going to compare the Maklunitesto the rdigious
rebels on Freeway."



"l an going to do that?"

"It says 0, right here.” She pointed under the table, where the source of al these things she kept
materidizing was presumably located.

“That'sdl very well—"

"Very smple” shesad, cutting him off with awave of her hand. "L et us consder the Situation, asyou
would have consdered it. You in your role of graduate Student in Religious Science, that is. On the one
hand we find the Maklunites, akind of splinter religious movement dedicated to aset of principles running
counter to the mainstream of contemporary society. On the other hand, on Freeway we find asimilar
splinter movement, led by one Drussa Siiver and calling themselves Shavvies. Superficidly they share
many, many smilarities. The same love ethic. The same contempt for materid goods. The same
renunciation of technology. Et cetera, et cetera”

n Bljt—"
The Dean raised one finger beside her cheek in the ancient gesture of Teachers, and he stopped.

"However," she continued, "adthough the Maklunites have soread throughout the Three Galaxies,
establishing their Clustersfar and wide, they have had little or no effect upon the cultures of the
Federation. The Shavvies, on the contrary, athough confined to asingle small and backward Novice
Planet, are about to bring the culture of that planet crashing down about them.”

She stared a him, and he considered the possibility that he was expected to say something significant
and stared over her head. It was rude, no doubt, but it was self-defense.

"Curioudy," she said then, "nobody cares about the Maklunites. Let them spread to the outermost of the
Extreme Moons.... no one pays any attention. Their compulsion for serviceis, infact, agreat
convenience. But let the Shavvies threaten turmoil on one poor little planet, and what happens?”

She struck the low table ablow with her fist that overturned the bow! of fruit and set apples and pears
and some varieties he didn't even recognize rolling across the floor.

"What happens,” she hissed, "isthat thisis taken so serioudy that pressure is brought to bear on me—on
me, Citizen Coyote Jonesl—to help you stop Freeway's piddling little reigious commotion!™

Therewas nothing at al that he could say, of course, and in such circumstances he had learned long ago
to rely on slence. He felt the tickling sensation above and just back of hisright eye that meant the Dean
was trying mindspeech, and he carefully maintained aface meant to convince her that he felt nothing at all.
It wasn't much of an exaggeration, snce she could have kept that up for hours and the tickling would
have been al the communication that took place.

The shadows were reaching across the floor toward them, through the open windows, and the sky was
full of moons, red and faked. He could smell aheavy flower scent, but could not identify it.

"Your specid skill, Citizen Jones" she sad findly, "must be an ability to smply wait.”

When that provoked no response, she sighed heavily and went on.



"Y our specidty,” shesaid, "isthe effect of religion on cultures. Y our dissertation topic is an explanation
of this curious difference in effect between the Maklunites, whom you redly know about, and the
Shawvies, whom you arethere to investigate.”

He was beginning to seeit clearly now, and he was pleased.

"It will work," he said, nodding his head. "I wouldn't have thought it was possible, but | believe it will
work.

Y ou're as much the strategist asthey say you are, Citizen Dean.”

"It will work," shesaid grimly, in no way impressed with hislittle compliments, "so long as your tattoos
aeright."

"Whét tattoos?"
"Y our pseudo-tattoos, my friend! They must beright.”
"l don't have any.”

"They're not marked into the skin like ared tattoo,” she said impatiently, "they'rejust held by atic
electricity. Y ou have no reason to look asif 1'd suggested ritua mutilations.”

"Youredly fed they're necessary?'
The Dean sat bolt upright and stared at him, eyebrows at maximum elevation.

"My poor Citizen," she said, "without tattoos you haven't aprayer of passing as a Student, no matter
what my gtrategic skills on your behaf. People know nothing e se about Students except thefairy tales
they read in news bulletins, but they do know that they cover themselves with tattoos. I'll choose them
mysdf ... | canimagine what you'd do. One blue diamond in mid-chest, or something equally
preposterous. I'll have a Student bring us a selection, aswell as something to eat and drink."

Coyote was surprised. "The Students do that kind of thing themsalves?'
"Why? Did you think they didn't? Who do you suppose does the work around here?"
"Not the Students, surely.”

"Ah, but yesit isthe Students—surely. Most surely. They do dmost everything, so long asthey are here.
If they didn't, we'd be developing dlitists, who would then take their €litism into our governments, our
ed-programs, our hospitals, and our arts—and that would not do. History has ample evidence asto
wherethat leads." She reached up to push astud on the wall behind her head, and he saw her eyes
flicker briefly in open mindspeech, presumably with someone better at it than hewas.

"It won't takelong,” she said. "Among the skillswe develop hereis efficiency.”

Coyote pulled abig cushion from apile of them set againgt anear wall, and made himsdlf more
comfortable, pleased that she did not seefit to bring in any lights to supplement the moons. Certain
muscles of his body responded to the rearrangement with pleasure, and he smiled ageneral sort of amile,
amed & dl thingswithin radius.



"It'snicehere” hesad. "l likeit. Indde, | likeit. Outsde, | didikeit very much."
The Dean chuckled. "Most people do at firgt,” she said.

"You havered Teachershere?' Coyote asked lazily, making polite conversation whilethey waited. "Live
ones?'

"Of course™

"Red ones, like they had back in the days before the Education Riots. Standing &t the front of aroom
before abunch of Students, talking.”

"Yes" shesad, "just like that. How doesthat strike you? Would you like to make an impassioned
speech againgt the practice?”

"Do you hear alot of those?"

"Certainly. 'Damned waste of the taxpayers money! Archaic anachronism!' 'Let's put everybody on the
edcomputers and use the Multiversitiesfor ... * | don't know. | think grain warehouses was the suggestion
| heard most recently.”

"But you don' think you're wasting money."

"Have another of those pillows, Citizen Jones," said the Dean. " The blue ones are the most comfortable.
No. No, | don't think we are wasting money. | think that what we do here is more important than
anything else done, anywhere e se, by anybody dse, in dl the known universe. Does that answer your
Quedtion?'

A soft "Ping!" behind him spared him from trying to achieve asuitablereply. A tal pitcher appeared,
amber in the moonlight and beaded with frost, and abasket of hot sandwiches. Eating utensils, napkins,
mugs ... and along, narrow mysterious box. The Student responsible for it al was gone with a speed that
reminded him of the way the Dean whipped filesin and out.

"You see?' shesad. "Efficient, as promised. Help yoursdlf.”

"Citizen Dean, isthat beer?' he asked hopefully.

"Certainly." The Dean poured them each afull tal mug. "Only beveragefit to drink anymore, to my
mind," she said. "Synthetic wines ... phaugh ... enough to make a person gag. Y ou like beer?!

Coyote rubbed his hands together, lifted the mug, took along, cold draught, and let his face speak for
him. Bliss. He was a happy man.

"L ook at these, Citizen," the Dean was saying. "Aren't they spectacular?'
She was holding out the mysterious box to him, open now, and helooked into it curioudly. The
pseudo-tattoos that filled it were packed in layers between sheets of static-resistant clear plastic, and

there was quite an assortment of them.

"I'm keeping theloinclath,” he said firmly, "and thisisavery good sandwich.”



"Glad you likeit—it'sone of our best. Mostly protein, it can befixed in two minutesflat, and it doesn't
spill al over you when you're studying. The perfect sandwich. However, asto theloincloth—"

"I'm keeping it," he said. "'l mean that. And I'll have no insects crawling up my penis, or snakestwining
round it, or flowers blossoming out of thetip. My anatomy gets quite enough attention al onitsown,
without working a making it conspicuous. And my loins, dear Citizen Dean, are going to be girded up
with conservative navy blue cloth, asaways. No garlands of posies.”

"Dear me, but you're vehement about it," she said mildly, looking a him over the edge of her beer.
"l anthat," he agreed. "'l surdly am.”
"Very well, then, well have to do something to offset the conservatism. Stand up, please.”

And she proceeded to do him up, head to foot, as a Pokka Flame-tree. Orange roots wound round his
ankles and feet and disappeared under his soles, silver-and-white-striped bark wound round his arms
and legs, and despite the interference of his heavy beard and moustache, she managed to add at least a
dozen scarlet blossoms. The crowning touch was a pita-bird, colored like the rainbow, perched over his
|eft eyebrow.

Coyote looked at himself with disgust and said afew words on the subject, but the Dean was adamant.
"Do you want to ook like a Student, Citizen Jones, or don't you?' she demanded.

"Doyou redize" he grumbled, "how easy it would beto pass yoursdf off asa Student? Easest
blooming—and | do mean blooming—disguisein the Three Gaaxied!”

"Mmmmm ... not o easy asyou think. Not without help.”
"Why not?"

"Up until thefirst time you tried to use your credit disc, or any other kind of identification, you'd beall
right. At that precise moment the Centra Computerswould punchin for an eectronic roll call of al
Students, and al of a sudden theré'd be one thousand and one, and the other thousand all accounted for."

“At which paint?"

" At which point Fed-robots would come from more directions than you were aware existed. At aspeed
... oh, roughly that of narrow light. And you'd be in one of the biggest troublesthereiis, Citizen.”

Coyote frowned, set down his sandwich and his beer, and opened his mouth to speak, but she raised
that finger again and stopped him.

"Inyour case," shesad, "in your very special and mysterious case, the computers have been
reprogrammed to accept you. Y ou'll have no trouble, Coyote Jones—no trouble at all.”

When the man had gone, armed with al the vocal information she had been ableto providein so short a
time, plusamicro-xerox of her own copies of Shavvy rituas and sacred documents, and the file of
basics, Dean O'Hdloran sat by her window watching the trees cast patterns across the doping lawns of
Harvard. The problem she faced was anything but academic.



She had more than enough power to do whatever she wanted; that wasn't the difficulty. The difficulties
were twofold. First, she had no ideawhy Coyote Jones was being sent to Freeway, and she had good
reason to be distressed about that gap in her knowledge. The second difficulty was more abstract: how
was sheto fit what shefelt must be done into the framework of what her religious convictionswould
alow her to do? Having Coyote Jones shot, which gppealed to her in away she found shocking, was
clearly not the solution. Stopping him from reaching Freeway—stopping him completely—was clearly
impossible, given thelofty source of the pressure being exerted to send him there. Violence was
forbidden to her no matter what she planned, and complete inaction was not within the bounds of her
own tolerance.

Aswas her habit in such situations, she made lists. Lists of the problems, lists of the possible
solutions—ranked for their varying degrees of outrageousness—Ilists of the steps necessary to effect
those solutions, and lists of the advantages and disadvantages of each. It took alittle time, but when she
got to the end of the process, she had answered her own questions.

Delay. Delay required no violence—only interference—and she had at her disposal an assortment of
waysto create ddays. Virtuadly endless delays, if that should prove necessary. And it might. She needed
time to find out what sort of danger the man represented. He was handicapped; that was certain. She had
tried haf adozen timesto reach him by mindspeech and it had been like addressing awall, or arock.
And yet, if he had not been specia in some way, he could not have been sent to take part in this venture
... which waswhat?

But she would have to move quickly now. Very quickly. Theliner with Coyote Jones aboard, suitably
disguised asa Student in al his horticultura glory, would be docking a Phoenix-One within three hours.
Unless she could manage to wangle along period of circling in orbit, alonger wait for landing clearance,
perhaps a bit of trouble with the landing mechanisms that nobody would be ableto locate for quite a
while...

The Dean spent five more minutes putting together another ligt; thistimeit wasalist of names. Then she
went to her comset and began making calls.

Chapter Two

Once a stewardess out walking
Thought she heard a Waker taking;

Off sheran to see her Shrink,

Didn't even stop to think

What afool her tongue would make her
Since she couldn't speak in Waker.
Sad the wise psychiatrist:

"What can't be said does not exist."

—Ancient Freeway jumprope rhyme



At the Castles the Wakers were on duty, stationed on the bal conies outside the d egping-rooms of the
noblefamilies, their metd sensors quivering above the tight-shut purple bells of the dawnflowers. When
the flowersfolded back their petals, sending up golden-flecked centra clusters and releasing their
honey-and-rose fragrance on the air, the Wakers would sound the morning tone and wake the families.

The dawnflowers never made amistake. Often on Freeway it poured torrents of rain in the early
morning, but the flowers knew, aways, when somewhere beyond the thick cloud cover the light made its
first tentative move across the sky and day began to break. The flowers knew even before it happened;
when exactly one-hdf of aone-hundred-minute Freeway hour remained before first dawn, the flowers
opened, leaving the families time to bathe and dress and reach their Chapels by the exact moment of
daybreak.

It would have been more economical, and therefore more pleasing to each Castle's Economis, if the
flowers could have been made to issue the warning themselves, without the supplement of the Wakers.
Many things had been tried along thisline, dl the way from an attempt at amplification of the dmost
soundless sound of the unfolding petals—atactic which had only killed the flowers—to atrid at actualy
training the flowers. Certainly every Citizen in the Castles was capable of picking up the mindvoices of
the blossoms, soft asthey were, if their distance from the human ear was reduced enough. But this had
faled aswdl, despiteits plausibility. The dawnflowers had stubbornly refused to cooperate. (Or perhaps
it wasn't stubbornness. There was no way of knowing whether they had understood what was wanted of
them.) It had been necessary to keep the cumbersome Wakers, expensive asthey were to maintain, and
acongtant burden on the Castle budgets.

In the bedrooms the nobility lay in their deeping-dots, layer upon layer according to their rank, bresthing
air piped into the drawers and carefully monitored by the centra computer. The air for degpingwasa
public utility, and anecessity if one wereto avoid the narcotic blandishments the giant ferns released upon
thenight air of the planet. A certain limited immunity had been built up in the people, of course, after all
these years, and a Citizen who was awake could not be distracted by the drugged air. But now and again
someone caught outside the buildings fell adeep during the night despite dl effortsto remain awake, and
the resulting disorientation of the mind was said to be incurable. No prudent Citizen chanced exposure,
and the mogt terrifying threat abullying older child could make to ayoung onewas, "I'll comein after
you're adeep and put you OUTSIDE, you little twit!"

In the top rank of the innermost bedchamber of Castle Fra, the child Deliven lay awake, ahead of the
Wakers. It was her habit to wake early, long before the others, and it was her burden aswell, because it
was boring in the deeping-dots. They werelikelong shallow drawers; seven feet long, five feet wide, and
just under four feet deep. Just enough room for copulation, should desire strike in the middle of the
night—a rare occurrence among the nobles, whose administrative schedul es kept them so busy that they
were exhausted by bedtime. And for asmall child the dots were not overly unpleasant. Ddliven could
remember atime when she was smdller, when it had been amost like being in a playhouse; you could
move around inside and pretend that you were a spacdliner captain or that you were in atree-cave, you
could take your dolls or your painting sticks to bed the night before, and there was room to play with
them in the morning. But Ddliven was growing. She was unusudly tall for her twelve years, and she could
no longer move about fredly in the degping-dot. She could only lie and wait for the Wakersto cal, snce
it was grictly forbidden to rise until they did.

She thought agreat dedl in these early mornings before the Wakers rel eased her. Thought took up no
room and it required no movement, though perhapsinsde the head things were moving. The



edcomputers had once shown her athreedy of athinking brain, the silver sparks showering at the
synapses, the exquisitely thin boundaries of the brain cellsflashing as the thought |egped from neuron to
neuron. For weeks afterward she had walked cautioudy, painfully conscious of the activity, like trafficin
the city Streets, ingde her smdl skull, amost afraid to shake her head. Until the new knowledge had worn
off and become background, like her knowledge of her throbbing heart and racing blood.

She would lie and think of her mother, awoman broad-shouldered and broad-hipped like dl the women
of her family, strong as any man and yet gentle with her children, and of the trouble that was sure to come
when she, Deliven, began to rebel against that gentle control. As she would haveto, of course. She
would think, too; of her arrogant father, whose unthinking callous touch in the government was certain to
bring disaster down upon Castle Fra one of these days. When her mother had stepped down from her
post as Sector Governor, turning it over to her husband in order to befreefor alife of study and
research, there had been alot of talk that she should be forced to re-assume the position. Only afew
days had had to go by before the Citizens saw what a poor substitute they had in Bardow Kdlyr. But
Ddiven's mother had ignored them, plunged herself even deeper into her work, and had let her husband's
natura talent for blundering takeits course.

"Hewill learn. Citizens," she had said, looking up grudgingly from her microviewer a the committee
cometo cal on her. "Hewill learn. Y ou must be more patient, and less demanding.”

"Citizen Kdlyr," the committee chair had snapped, "we demand only that you do your duty."

Tayn Kdlyr had raised beautiful dark browslong enough to say, "My duty isto my sdlf, Citizen, | have
filled my dlotted term in service to the state,” and no amount of persuasion or gpology on their parts
would draw another word from her. And so things had gone from bad to worse in the Sector.

When Ddliven remembered what had happened yesterday, her cheeks grew hot and the patterns on the
deeping-dot roof above her squirmed before her eyes. The boy her father had dapped had meant no
harm. He was young and inexperienced, and his hold on the Chapel bell-ropes had been faulty only
because he was frightened. So minor aviolation of the holy ritud ... what deity could object to one
careless extrastroke of abell? But Bardow Kelyr had gonein heavy swift strides to the back of the
Chapel and laid ablow across the boy's face without asingle word, leaving an angry welt for his parents
to watch grow redder al through the morning service.

That her father was under astrain, sick with worry about the numberslost each day from the Castles
and from the Old Faith to the Shavvieswas no excuse. That was not the boy's fault. The problem was
that there seemed to be no way to stop the flood of Citizens from defecting. Even before the first
starships had left Earth to seed the Inner Galaxy, religious persecution had disappeared from the patterns
of human behavior. Bardow Kellyr was not such afool asto think he could revive the barbaric customs
of thousands of years ago. And yet he needed desperately to strike out at someone—something—and
his powerlessness galled him unmercifully. Striking the boy had no doubt been ardief.

Ddliven had seen her mother's face stiffen when the sound of the dap broke the Chapel hush, and she
had seen Tayn Kdlyr take asmall note-fiche from her pocket and mark it swiftly with her stylus. She had
looked at her husband in adifferent way when he returned to their pew at the front of the Chapdl, a
messuring way that brought afirst tentative hope to the watching Deliven. Perhgps now her mother would
see the seriousness of the Situation and do something about it. This was more than amistakein the
programming of water alocations, or aclumsy joke that violated someone's family taboos, or afailureto
answer an officia communication by its due date. What Bardow Kellyr had done was a serious and
shameful matter—an offense to another noble family—for the boy had been vigting their Chape with his
parents, and he had been given the bell-ringing task as an honor.



Therewould be aforma complaint, of that Deliven was sure. She kicked fretfully at the top of her
deeping-dot; would it never betime to get up? Thismorning, in the Sector Galery, the boy's parents
would make aforma charge. They were Cadys, aproud family, conservative beyond the usua degree
and sengtiveto insult. They would be there with aforma Petition of Injury when the judges opened the
Gdlery, and Deliven was reasonably sure that during the night they had made ajourney to speak to one
of the judgesin advance of the opening. She had heard aflyer leave the Castle shortly after midnight, and
she had not heard it return.

Therewould be storiesin the news-sheets, and probably demongtrations in the Cady Sector, demands
that the pointlessinsult be compensated for ...

Deliven sghed. Thisreligious problem was too much for her fumbling father to handle. Three years ago,
when her mother had stepped down from the governorship, there had been only ahandful of these
people who called themsdlves Shavvies, living out at the fringes of the planet. A few hundred here, afew
hundred there, following aset of absurd and naiverituasin their so-called holy book, repudiating the Old
Faith and waiting for their promised Messiah to take up the leadership of their number.

Messah! It was common rumor, among the noble families, that this"Messiah" had been aFedltor's child,
daughter of awidower working at the lowest of Freeway trades—a scavenger, supervising the robot
Sweepers and Suckers. It was said that she had been intended as atiring-maid to a noblewoman, and if
that was true she would have to have come from the Sector of Castle Bernadette of Pau. Only in that
most antiquated of Sectors would awoman alow hersdlf to be considered an idiot unable to dress
without assistance.

Things were very different now. Wherever Drussa Silver had come from, she was drawing the best and
thefinest of their people away from the Castles, drawing them away from the Old Faith, sapping the
strength of the nobility and leaving it only the wesk, the old, and the foolish, like Bardow Kdlyr.

It made Ddliven uneasy to know <o little of the facts about the woman. Shefdt it her obligation to be
informed of every detail of possible palitical significance; it was her responsibility to do so. After dl, if
anything were to happen to her father, it would be Ddliven who had to take over the reins of Sector
government. Her mother would never go back to the governorship again.

For her father to behave as he was behaving, forbidding Deliven to watch the newscasts or read the
newssheets about this fabled woman of miracles and wonders, was foolish. Sheignored hisinstructions,
as sheignored his bellowing that the woman was a"devil, ademon, a pestilence, adisease!” who
destroyed the people and their lives with her sorceries. Her younger brothers were impressed when he
called the woman avenomous reptile and swore that her name was not to be spoken in the Castle, but
Deliven was not. And her mother just sat, saying nothing, alowing the nonsenseto continue ... Deliven
was disgusted with her, too. Bad enough for her father to behave like an idiot—he was anidiot; her
mother had no such excuse.

Her youngest brother had asked timidly if it were true that the woman now had more than three million
followers, and that half of them had come from the Castlesin the past three years, from the noble families
themsalves and from the Feditors.

"Lied" Bardow Kelyr had bellowed. "Lies! A handful of rubble only—parasites on society—and none
of those from the noble families. They come from the lowest classes—remember that!”

Now that wasalie. Deliven knew that, as did everyone elsein the Castle, including her father, and lies



do not change the truth. The truth was that the trickle of converts had become atorrent, that every day
another of the great dancing circlesringed with giant ferns and floored with four-foot-broad planks from
the nishia-bellatrees turned up in the forests of Freeway. The sound of the Shavvy axes and saws,
building them, the dap of the trowe s laying the centrd spiras of emerdd-green tilesin the center of the
dancing-circles, could be heard from every window. They used hand tools. Hand toold! In the thirty-first
century, when such things were seen only in the back rooms of museums. Deliven chuckled, thinking of it,
amused at such childishness. The Chapds of the Old Faith were built by computer, just aswerethe
Cadtles, and they were certainly holy. Theideathat aholy place must be built entirdly by hand! Such
Superdtition ...

The cdll of the Waker cut across her thought, and she sighed again, but thistime with relief. Now the day
could begin. Whatever it might bring, at least it could begin. She opened the front-leaf of her
deeping-dot, and heard the soft click asthe piped air was cut off by the Centra Computer.

The Head cdled therall of the Council of Eight, noting with gpprova that everyone had managed to
reach the meeting by the hour designated, in spite of the short notice they had been given.

"CadleFra"

"Present.” Tayn Kdlyr gave the Head one swift glance and went back to her microviewer.

"Cadtle Able™

"Present.”

"Cadle Tenasdle™

"Present.”

"Castle Hight."

"Present.”

"Cadle Olyon."

"Present.”

"Cadtle Bernadette of Pau."

"Present.”

"How can you answer to that silly name?' the Head demanded, as he did at each and every meeting.
"When are you going to change it to something that doesn't make everybody snicker? Bernadette of Pau,
indeed ... why not Marianne of Topeka, or Epsomiaof Sdts?’

Hewasignored as dways, Felice Manoux-Gerardain not even bothering to respond. The citizens of

Cadtle Bernadette of Pau were passionately proud of the ancient name and would keep it despite dl his
teasing.



"Cedle Hdix."
"Present.”

"And I," finished the Head, "st for Castle Guthrie. We are dl here, then, and right on the hour. |
appreciate your speedy cooperation.”

Nicol Asoddyr tugged at hislong black braid and glared at their presiding officer. "Y ou had better have
agood and sufficient reason to have brought us here," he said sharply. "1 have threerivers at flood-point
in my Sector, my Chief Fedtor wasinjured in aridiculous accident with a servomechanism yesterday,
and thisisapoor time for meto be away from Castle Hight."

The Head smiled a him. "Not only isit an excellent reason, my good Citizen Asoddyr," he said, "but we
should not be here more than perhaps twenty minutes.”

"All thisfussfor twenty minutes?' Asoddyr struck his forehead with the hed of hishand. "Absurd!”
From acrossthe table, Tayn Kellyr looked up from her microviewer and frowned.

"What would you have suggested that we do in order to give you our news, Citizen Asodelyr?' she
murmured. " Perhgps a comset announcement?”

"l Smply—"

"Y ou know quitewell," shewent on, cutting him off, "that it is not safe for the Council of Eight to transmit
any information whatsoever—no matter how brief, or seemingly triviad—~by any means other than faceto
face contact. We deplore as much as you do the necessity for al this melodramatic junketing about in
caves and tree trunks; nonetheless, it is essentid if we are to preserve our secrecy.”

Asoddlyr lowered his eyes, rebuked into silence, and the Head moved to fill the avkward silence. There
were times when he wished that Tayn Kdlyr could find alittle more tolerance for the foibles of othersin
her heart, although concelvably such atolerance might diminish her usefulness.

"We have good news," he said quickly. "Y ou should al be pleased.”

"Hightime," said Dondd Minora, representative of Castle Able. "We have put enough effort into this
project, and enough years of work."

"We were fortunate to have had those years warning, Citizen," said the Head. " Can you conceive of
what our problemswould have been had we not had al thistime?”

"l can. | am not afool," Minora snapped. "Now could we have the news? Or isthisto be like the
threedy newscasts, Citizen Begaye, with little federsto build the suspense?”

Aaron Begaye sighed softly, wishing he were Head of amost anything but a council of eight superchiefs.
Eight people accustomed to instant obedience from everyone around them, eight people who took their
enormous power for granted. Too many to have in one room.

"Will you tel them, please, Citizen Kdlyr," he said. "Y ou are more familiar with the details, | believe,
than anyone else here"



"Very wel," said Tayn Kelyr. "It isasmple matter ... the plan has at least begun itsfinal stages. The
TGIS agent, Coyote Jones, will arrive on Freeway in four days.”

"Excdlent!" said Bent Cady, of Cagtle Olyon. "That iswelcome news, and | agree with Citizen
Minora—itishightime.

"Until asrecently asthree weeks ago,” Tayn Kdlyr went on, "we were far from certain that the
Tri-Galactic Council was going to accept our story. If they had not done so we could not have risked our
plan—not with the proportion of our Citizens now defecting to the Shavvy cult.”

"That proportion,” put in the Head, "had reached thirty-one per cent, as of dawn this morning, and of
that thirty-one per cent amost afifth comesfrom Castle families and high-ranking Fedtors."

Enaphd Smythe, representative of Helix, smacked the table with a powerful fist and swore.

"Only aweek ago it was not yet at thirty per cent,” he protested. "What is the matter with people,
ayway?'

"Well," said Tayn Kdlyr, "it is possble to understand the behavior of the Fedltors, | think. Part of their
defection isour own fault for not being more generous with them—particularly in the southern
Sectors—and they are given to supergtition. The Silver'stricks appeal to them. But for our own people, |
cannot explain this phenomenon & al. They are educated. They know that religion has dmost nothing to
do with spiritudity and is smply amatter of economics, but they behave like children just hearing the
Miracle Myths from the edcomputer. It bafflesme... particularly in view of the practices of the cult.”

"Therepulsve practices" Smythe said, hisface working with distaste. "Mauling about in one another's
minds—"

The gavel was symbolic, and asymbolic relic at that, but Aaron Begaye hit the table with it anyway. He
countenanced no salacioustak, no dirty alusions, in his presence—not even from men or women far
gonein celebration. At ameeting like this he would tolerate not even anuance.

"Sorry," muttered Engphel Smythe. "1 am sorry ... but it isso disgusting.”

"No need for you to be disgusting in return,” said the Head firmly.

The representative from Castle Tenassdlle leaned forward, reaching for a cup of teafrom the center of
the table, and spoketo Tayn Kelyr. "Do you think," she asked, "that this man isgoing to serve our
purposes? After dl, the Tri-Gadactic Intligence Serviceis hardly anided recruiting ground for dupes...
at least one hopesthat it isnot.”

"I do think so, Citizen Bass," said Tayn Kellyr. "Heis perfectly suited to our needs, heisbasicdly an
ignorant man, heisknown to be given to emotiona excesses of various kinds, and heis completely
unaware that heis here for any purpose other than that explained to him by his superiors.”

"Emotiona excessss..."

Tayn Kellyr shrugged. "Heis excessively fond of women, | understand, and a perfect fool about
children. Just the sort of person who might be taken in by the romantic nonsense the Shavvies ded in.”

"And if he becomes suspicious?'



"How could he?' said the Head. "We have survived elghteen years on this planet without our own
Citizens sugpecting our existence. How should an off-worlder become suspicious? Of course hewont;
hewill do what weintend him to do and nothing more.”

"Good," came the responses from around the room. "Excellent.”

PhilomenaBass sipped her teg, till frowning, but she made no more protests, asking only, "What do
you want usto do now, then? What steps shall we take?"

"Step up the pressure,” said the Head flatly. "Make things worse. Create unrest. More incidents such as
happened yesterday at Castle Fra. More young boys dapped for ringing the Chapel bell one too many
times. That'swhat is needed. | cannot emphasize too strongly that it is absolutely necessary that the
people, both noble and Fealtor, become more and more restless, more and more upset, about conditions
in the Sectors. We cannot afford to have a single contented Citizen, if we are to succeed. They must
become distressed enough to ensure that they will welcome the final outcome of our plan.”

"Y ou exaggerate, Citizen Begaye," said Tayn Kdlyr. "Our computers indicate that we can afford to have
as high asthirteen per cent of the people uninvolved in dl this"

"It was afigure of speech, my dear cousin,” said the Head.
"Thisisnotimefor rhetoricd flourishes.

"Agreed," said the Head weerily. "Please go on.”

"It was you who were talking, Citizen Begaye."

"Ah, yes, | losetrack at times, as| get older. Perhaps one of you others should take over the post of
Head of this Council.”

He waited, but no one offered. They all had better sense, and he only wished that eighteen years ago he
had been smilarly wise. It was athankless post.

"Arethereany questions?’ hesad findly. "Any |eftover difficulties?’
"One question,” said Philomena Bass. "Will it work?”

"Indications are that it has amost no chance of failing,” said Tayn Kdlyr. "We have moved so dowly. So
carefully. Every contingency has been anticipated.”

"Y ou know what theloss of Old Faith titheswill do to usif thisfails?"

Tayn Kdlyr frowned a her. "If it fails" she said, "we shal move on at once to the backup plan next on
our list of success-probables. Let us not become emotiond.”

"Y our husband,” said Enagphel Smythe, "isdoing an excellent job. Never have | seen such abumbler,
such aclumsy tactless man, such a—waell ... what word is nearest to my meaning? ... such a perfect
example of an adminigtrator. One thinks of the great Business Riots of 2989 ... "

"Asl recal," Tayn Kelyr observed, "it was for that precise reason that the Council chose Bardow as



husband for me, fifteen yearsago.”

"He has surpassed our wildest dreams,” said the Head. "It is astonishing that he escaped Reconditioning.
Any other questions?"

There was sllence around the table, and he nodded with satisfaction. He was as anxious to get home as
any of them, and it was both damp and cold inside this tree.

"Y ou know your role, then," he said. "Make trouble. Cause chaos. The TGIS agent must see evidence
that heisreally needed here, that hismissionisrea and not the panicky paranoia of aNovice Planet. He
must be convinced that Drussa Silver isin fact destroying our society.”

"Nonsense," snapped Asodelyr. " She's anuisance, she'sablight, but destruction? If there's any paranoia
about, Citizens, it's—"

"And," went on the Head loftily, sailing right over the top of Asodelyr's outraged complaining, "be
prepared to be called back at any moment. We cannot know from one hour to the next what need there
may be for action from the Council. All of us must stay close to home, easily reached. If you must
supervise your Sectors, do so by comset, not in person. We are at the final stages now; nothing must be
allowed to go wrong because of carelessness.”

When they were dl gone, in various stages of fuss and bother, the Head turned to Tayn Kellyr and
touched her arm.

"Weregret a times" he said gently, "the necessity that forced usto pair you off for life with that
unpleasant man. If there had been any other way, we would have taken it."

"That's quitedl right, Cousin Aaron,” said Tayn, smiling. "It has been good for my character, dl these
years”

"It has made you hard, Tayn."

"Hard times," snapped the lady of Castle Fra, "call for hard persons. We use what comesto hand.”
"And your children? What hasit done to them?"

She pulled her robestight around her, and settled the bulky hood about her face.

"The boys are young," she said. "It'stoo soon to speak for them. But my daughter Ddliven ... ah, thereis
awoman bornto rule, Aaron! Sheisas utterly logica asacomputer, and asimmune to any emotiond
appedl. If she were called upon to take over the Sector tomorrow, she would do better than her father.”

Aaron Begaye waked with her down through the tunnels cut in the grest trunk, to the exit ramp hidden
in the hillside against which the tree rose, and watched her leave. She took the flyer from the ramp to the
highest level of the giant tree in seven secondsflat, as sure ahand at the flyer controls as she had dways
been at the controls of government.

It was sad. He could remember her asagirl, an amost plump young girl with immense dark eyes, and
brown hair in acap of short curls around her head. She had been fond of dolls and had refused to give
them up until she was dmost fourteen years old, as he recdled. He was not quite sure where that girl had
hidden hersdf in the sted-and-whipcord woman who was—he was the first to admit it—truly the Head



of the Council of Eight.
Chapter Three

The development of telepathic projection techniques was held back for amost a century by the powerful
Grinder Psycho-conglomerate, which dominated dl psychologica and socid sciences until the last of the
Orthodox Grinderian Karismatics was nated in 2064. Perhaps the most obstructive of al the
Grinderian Postulates was the Fourth, which claimed that no human being could be harmed by the
thoughts or emations of any other human being. Humankind isindeed fortunate thet this dangerous and
seductive movement was at last brought to a halt, though no one can admire the violent act which was
thefirst step toward its downfall.

—Encyclopedia Galactica Fifth Edition, Val. 1V, p. 1421

For awhileit had appeared that the liner Lazyday would never dock on Phoenix-One. Coyote had lost
al count of the waiting orbits the ship had been obliged to maintain, and none of the coy placating
techniques used by the liner staff had helped his bad temper in the dightest. He took no pleasurein seeing
twenty-year-old threedies about intrepid colonists beating back helplessindigenouswildlife. Nor did he
fed that heavily watered drinks served in edible mint-flavored tubes, or low-grade marijuana spiked with
nutmeg, represented any kind of pesk experience. There had been a bearable haf-hour when one of the
copilots had come to share his seat and tell him hair-raising stories about her early days on the
Greyhound Rockets, but that had only made the boredom more painful when she moved on to the next
passenger acrosstheaide.

By the time docking actualy took place, he was cross and tired and disgusted. His head ached. Hisskin
itched under the unaccustomed pseudo-tattoos. He wastired of the stares he was getting from the other
passengers when they redlized that they were sharing their liner with ared live Student. A furious baby
had vomited down his back, bringing on a solicitous scrubbing down with ice water and Spotnomore by
its embarrassed father.

He no longer saw himsdlf, asthe liner finally berthed, asthe stedy-eyed, red-bearded, muscle-bound
secret agent off to do daring derring-do. He just wanted to go home to his daughter and help her water
her plants, and maybe buy her anew gaza hound just because he had sworn that two such crestures was
hislimit.

He stumbled down the landing-ramp, muttering to himsalf and wondering what shape the next foul-up
would take in this so-called mission. For example, there could be anote waiting to tell him that instead of
hisflyer being sent back from Harvard on automatic, per hisingtructions, it had mistakenly been tucked in
with the cargo for a shipment to one of the Third Galaxy factories. For example, there could—

And then he saw the foul-up, right there before his eyes, and stopped worrying about the other
possihilities. It wasavision of ... something. Not loveiness. It stood well over six feet tdl, had enough
shoulders for two norma people, sported awasp waist and black hair flowing down its back, and it had
great bulging lumpsal over it that had been, long ago perhaps, human muscles. And it was clearly waiting
for him.

A Jock, bigawd. A fathering Jock. And a Student Jock, at that, which was something he hadn't known
existed. It was done up in multicolored stars and pinwhedls, and its testicles were a spectacular display dl
by themsdlves, what with the festhers, and the Catherine whedls, and the silver-and-gold ruffles....



Coyote went over to the side of the landing ramp, where he was in everybody's way, |eaned on the
ramp'sinvisble guard-rails, and stared fixedly off into the distance while the Student waved wildly.
Maybe it would go away?

"Citizen," said the robostew at his ebow, "you are holding up the disembarkment of thisflight. If you are
ill, will you please sgnd by saying doud | AM ILL. If you are not ill, will you please move on. Thank
you, Citizen."

Coyote glared down at the top of the poor little thing, al dented plastic and burnt-out lights and
punched-in speakers, and he just hadn't the heart to give it any more trouble. He moved on down the
ramp, determined to charge right past the waving Student and on into the night, and then he changed his
mind.

As hewould have changed his mind about stopping if abrick wall had suddenly bumped up againgt his
chest. Helooked straight at the creature, his eyesleved with its massive nose, and sighed.

"Citizen Jones," said the Student, "1 have a message for you.”

"So | assumed,” said Coyote. He was doing Weary Secret Agent Assumes Sardonic Tone With
Underling. When tired, he found this sort of capita-letter self-programming one of the better way's of
gtaying on hisfeet and not disgracing himsaif.

"A message from Dean O'Hdloran, Multiversity Two. She'sgoneto alot of troubleto get it to you,
Citizen."

"Wdl?'

"Well, what, Citizen?"

Thiswas a Student? This was amember of the intellectua dlite of the universe, selected by years of

pai nstaking observation and batteries of subtle tests? Still crammed flesh-to-flesh with the young man,
Coyote did the best he could to look flabbergasted, and the Student—finally—turned red under the stars
and spangles and backed off.

"I beg your pardon, Citizen Jones," he said. "'l was distracted by dl the noise.”

Coyote sad nothing at al. Weary Secret Agent Signifies Mute Contempt For Underling.

"The message," said the Student, "isthat Drussa Silver is not on Freeway at thistime and won't be there
for severa weeks. Dean O'Halloran wanted to be sure you would not waste time going there after her."

Coyote took adeep breath, shoved past the Student to a nearby plastibench, sat down firmly, and said,
"Oh, putrescencel™ as clearly and vigoroudy as he could managein his current state of exhaustion. "Oh,
flowering putrescence!” he added for good measure.

"l am sorry," said the Student, Stting down beside him. The plastibench creaked darmingly, and Coyote
braced himsdf againgt itsimminent collgpse.

"What isyour mgjor, anyway?" he asked the Jock.

"Musc, Citizen."



"Musc?'
"Yes, Citizen. 'mahapis.”
"A what?'

The Student looked miserable, and dogged, and said, "Well, | am, you know. | play aharp. | play it
very well, | composefor it, | am at the head of my classes.”

Coyote was genuindy curious now, and he asked gently, "When did they let you know that you were
going to be a Student?!

"Lae Very lae"
llI %.ll

"See here, Citizen Jones, | redly am sorry. They tell me you've been going around up there for hours.
And it must be rotten to get down here, findlly, and find out that your plansare dl fouled up.”

"It'snot your fault," said Coyote grudgingly. "It would have been even worseif 1'd gone on from hereto
Freeway and then found out the Silver wasn't there.”

"Y our thesis depends on direct observation of Citizen Silver, then?' said the young man, and Coyote
nodded gravely.

"Ohyes" hesad. "Yes, indeed. And | could do with some moreinformation. Did the Dean tell you
where Citizen Silver is, if she'snot on Freeway? Or has she ascended to the skies, to fall to earth we
know not where ... or something." He was overtired. He was definitely overtired.

"She has gone, | understand, with agroup of Shavvies, on amissionary expedition to Galoraon.”

"Oh, no." Coyote leaned back against the hood of the bench and closed his eyes.

"I know how you must fed," said the Student softly.

"No, you don't."

"l do," heinssted. "Everybody knows about Gaoralon.”

Coyote opened hiseyes. "Why," he asked, "why would she want to go there, on amissionary or any
other kind of expedition? Can you tell methat? It's the nether asshole of the universe, Galoralon. It'sthe
Pesthole Expert's Pesthole. Even the bugs on Galoraon wish they could leave ... not to mention the dime
molds”

"Perhaps she fdt that the people of Galoraon redlly needed her help, Citizen."

"Perhaps. Perhaps sheismad, aswell asafake." He closed his eyes again, and contemplated the

blackness there, shot now and again by agloating little yellow thing that did across his eyebd| and out of
gght.



"Isshe afake, Citizen Jones?"

Coyote's eyes snapped open, and he glared at the Student.

"Wdl of coursesheis" hesad crosdy. "That's aridiculous question.”

"Wdl," said the Student, "Dean O'Halloran does not agree that sheisafake.”

Oops. A smal warning bell managed to get past the fog in Coyote's mind and recall to his attention the
fact that one does not—repeat does not—attempt to ater the specid kind of trust a Student usualy has
for Deans. It wasjust that Citizen O'Halloran had seemed so spectacularly pragmetic.

"Dean OHdloran," he said musingly, watching the Student'sface, "isafine, intelligent woman. A bit
behind on her cosmetic injections, perhaps, abit too eager to race up and down hallsand in and out the
windows, but afine, intelligent woman nonetheless. Not the sort to be taken in by abag of cheap
psi-tricks.”

The Student's face assumed the thunderclouded aspect he was anticipating, and Coyote stood up
immediately, obliging the young man to occupy himself in keeping the plastibench from faling over with
him.

"Do you suppose | can get avisafor Galoraon?' Coyote asked, changing the subject.

The Student snickered. "' expect they pay peopleto visit Galoradon,” hesaid. "I'll bet you can get visas
for Galordon out of the comsets, Citizen."

Heturned out to beright. The officia only grinned when asked about the visa, whipped out a stamp
whose shining condition showed the rareness of its use, samped Coyote's unipass with aresounding
thwack, and stood there smirking at him.

"Have apleasant visit," said the officia, and Coyote smirked back.

"May your mother's breastsfall off," he said pleasantly.

Heretrieved his luggage from the gectidot in the far wall, disentangled himself from the Student, and
went to the nearest hertz to rent aflyer. He was through with commercid flights, and the Service could
bloody well pick up thetab for the rental. Enough was enough.

"You'releaving a once, Citizen?" carolled the rental robot.

"Certainly not," snapped Coyote. "I am going to agood hostdl. | am going to have the most expensive
dinner obtainable on Phoenix-One. | am going to buy six bottles of the best beer this place has got. And
then | am going to deep for twelve hours. And then | am going to Galoralon.”

"How long," asked the robot primly, "will this program take, Citizen?"

"Have the flyer fuded and ready to go at ten o'clock tomorrow morning,” Coyote said. "After breakfast.
A leisurely breskfast.”

"Very good, Citizen Student.”



Very good, Citizen Student? And just who had paid for the fancy programming that enabled this
machine to recognize him as a Student? Waste! Conspicuous waste! Coyote restrained, theimpulseto
kick its pedestd, and contented himsalf with patting it onitslittle pointed head.

WELCOME TO GALORALON! said thesign.

In letters Sixteen feet tal. They were not, unfortunately, either tall enough or thick enough to hide the
view, which went on forever. Flat. Flat as Kanzas, asthe saying went. Everything was pae green asfar
asthe eye could see, and that wasincredibly far. Sinkholes and potholes and an occasiona drainage
ditch. Pale green thickets and pale green trees, from which dangled pale green vines and pale green
snakes. Over pae green mud, through which bubbles rose from time to time with a soft pop. And none
of this green wasthe pale green of tender April buds, either; it was a shade more properly associated
with medica textbooks.

Pheew.

Coyote landed the flyer on the pad, and congratulated himsalf when it didn't sink into the dime. They did
not call Galoradon "The Swamp Planet” as ajoke; they had excellent reasons. It was amogt al swamp,
and where it was not swamp it was bare tundrawith akind of scruffy gray grass. It was the kind of place
that matched aredly bad hangover perfectly. It had four continents, each more revolting than thelast,
and atota population of just over eleven million miserable people. Most of them lived on the continent of
Krausse, where acity of sorts had been built on tundra chunks and government-issue floaters, along with
asmall landing-port. The city, predictably, was caled Krausseburg, and its entire complement of flat,
boxy structures stretched away before Coyote's eyes, perched on stilts above the ground, for when the
swvampsroseinthefdl.

They came out to meet him, which he had not expected, and there werefive of them, also unexpected.
"Citizen Coyote Jones?' said one of them.

"Right," said Coyote, and before he could get out another word—to point out, for example, that his
name had three syllables, not two—they had arestraining net over him.

"You are under arrest,” said the short fat one who appeared to be in charge. Another one reached into
the flyer and pulled out the satchel and the guitar case and took off with them in the generd direction of
the port building. The others poked him rudely in the back and shoulders.

"Moveit!" they saidin chorus.

Coyote st hisfeet firmly and stood as ill as possible, snce the net would tighten automatically in
response to anything remotely like astruggle.

"Just aminute," he said. "Y ou've made amistake. | redize I'm somewhat ... unusualy ... dressed,
Citizens, but | am infact afederd agent on avery important mission, and if you'll just let me get to my
credentials—"

"Shut up, Citizen Jones," said the fat one. "We are quite aware that you area TGIS man. You make a
lousy Student.”



"Inthat case—"

The man's voice rose to a shrill and ear-puncturing scream. "And we are sick and tired of the continual
efforts of the Tri-Gdactic Intelligence Serviceto interferein theinterna affairs of Galoraon!”

n BLIt—"
"And we are aware, Citizen, that you cometo stir up revol ution among our nomadic peoples and cause

them to rise againgt our benevolent government, which—the Light knows—has nothing but their best
interests at heart."

III le_ll

The man shook athick fist in Coyote's face and jerked at the restraining net until it tightened enough to
stisfy him.

"Enough!™ he screamed. "We have the evidence, Citizen Jones! We know what we are talking about!
Enough!”

He snapped hisfingers, there was aflicker of cold at the back of Coyote's neck, and everything went ...
in the best secret-agent tradition ... black.

Everything Went Black.

When he cameto, hewasin asmall room, sitting in achair facing the five of them. Plusawoman in the
uniform of aFederation Outpost Marsha. Histattooswere dl in place, the restraining net was gone, and
his mouth tasted of swamp gas.

"Citizen Jones," asked the Marsha courteoudy, "are you sufficiently awaketo view the evidence againgt
you?"

"I need someair," said Coyote crosdy, "Y ou gpparently include injections of swampwater in your
hospitable welcomes to this garden planet.”

The Marsha nodded to the others. "WElII go out on the balcony,” she said. "It'slogicd that he should
fedl the need of fresh air. Citizen Jones, do not try to escape, or we will be forced to give you another of
those ... swampwater ... injections.”

"I wouldn't think of it, Citizen Marsha," Coyote cooed. "Besides, | wouldn't want to missthe view from
your balcony. What isit, waterfdls?’

It was of course tundra, bordered by swamp, and along line of square lumpy dwellings and buildings
strung out dong a pae green road, but they said nothing. No doubt if you were a Citizen of Galoralon,
you quickly becameimmune to durs on your homeworld's physical beauty.

"Please 5t down, Citizen Jones,” said the Marshd. "And you, Citizens."

"May | speak, Citizen Marsha?' demanded Coyote.



"Offworld dog, be slent!" bellowed one of the men, and Coyote |ooked at him in genuine astonishment.
Even in the antiquated threedies held seen while waiting in the landing pattern for Phoenix-One, thered
been nobody with the nerve to say "offworld dog."

"Itisyouwho will be sllent, Citizen Hupp," said the Marshd crisply. "The offworld Citizen may speak.”

"I would like to know precisely what I'm charged with," said Coyote, "and on what ridiculous basis, and
then | would liketo get on with my misson.”

"The charge" shetold him, "isinciting revolution. The basisisanything but ridiculous.”

She pointed to the man on her right, saying, "Evidence, please, Gordeyn," and the man dapped aflat
packet smartly into her outstretched hand.

"Thiswas found hidden insde thelining of your guitar case, Citizen Jones," said the Marshd. "Examineit,
please”

Hedid, shaking the contents out and shuffling through them rapidly. It was an gppalingly amateur array
of junk. Thekind of thing you might get if you sent off for a"Junior Secret Agent Kit." Therewasa
microcassette labeled "Nomads of the Swamps, Arise Againgt Y our Tormentors!” There was acheap
machine for making duplicates of the cassette. There were negatives of some revolutionary posters.
There was abad map of the swamps of Krausse, there was a detailed—and pitiful—scenario laying out
hisaleged plansfor fomenting this revolution. And there was a packet of lapd buttons reading WHIP
INIQUITY NOW.

Coyote stared mournfully at this assortment of trivia, and then at the Marshal, who informed him that the
case seemed swamp-gas tight to her.

"At thisvery moment," said Citizen Hupp ominoudy from hisMarshd's Sde, tugging at thelapels of his
bolero, "the nomadic peoples of Krausse, some half amillion strong, are gathering in the swamps that
encircle this beautiful city." Hewaved hisarmsin an enormouscircle. "At thisvery moment,” he repeated,
"they come by the hundreds of thousands to celebrate their traditiona Festiva of the Seventh Year. And
if we had not learned of the wicked, vicious, despicable plot againgt us, if we had not, | say, cometo find
out, by the merest, the most fortuitous chance, that—"

Coyote waited for an open space to come aong in the man'stirade, and then he asked casudly, "Isan
offworld woman named Drussa Silver leading this horde of nomads, by any chance?’

Hupp's completely blank expression provided him the answer he had expected, and the rest of the man's
ravings were drowned out by the pounding of blood in hisears.

In the firgt place, he'd been had. Nobody but good old Dean Shandalynne O'Halloran, hisfriendly
neighborhood briefer, with her abstracts and her tattoos and her expert advice about how smple
everything would be, had sufficient power to pull off athing likethis. He had been royaly, imperidly,
pontifically had. And now he was supposed to be dragged off to jail, where hewould sit for months, if he
was lucky, and years, if hewasn't. Whilethe TGIStried to negotiate diplomaticaly for hisrelease, adl the
while denying that they had ever heard of him. He was supposed to be pretty helpless, of course, so far
as the Dean was concerned, since she had no knowledge of the particular kill that had gotten him stuck
in TGISto begin with.

In the second place, somebody had taken alaser, or aknife—god-forbid-and-fend, a knifel—or who



knew?2—on this place, perhaps a pointed stick?>—and had torn up his guitar case. Coyote didn't like that.
That guitar case was amuseum piece, an irreplaceable antique lavender-plush-lined museum piece, and
while he didn't mind people looking at it, or touching it, the thought of somebody dashing into its heart
and hiding things there made his beard stand on end. The idea of somebody dashing in thereto get the
things back out was unbearable.

And in the third—and most important—place, his pride had been done an injury from which he was not
sureit would recover. Theideathat he, Coyote Jones, strongest projective telepath in three gdaxies, a
man able to control rioting thousands at a distance of damn near amile, had come hereto start a
revolution with lapd buttons! Why not say held planned next to fly out over the swamps dropping paper
leaflets out the window in little plastic envel opes? It was past bearing, and he didn't intend to beer it.

If he had not been so totally enraged, he might have thought twice about what he did next. If he had not
just happened to know that the administration of Galoralon was indeed corrupt and wicked and soundly
deserving of overthrow, he might have hesitated. If he had not been someone who firmly believed that not
al good things must betotally devoid of laughter, he might have waited abit. But none of those factors
happened to be relevant here, and he didn't consider them for a second.

Instead, he leaned forward alittle, took a deep breath, and projected. At full strength, indl directions,
and with the greatest of joy:

PEOPLE OF GALORALON!
PEOPLE OF THE PALE GREEN SWAMPS!
PEOPLE OF THE TWINING SNAKES, LIMPID AMONG THE TREES

FLOWER OF THE GALORALON OUTLANDS, OH BEARERS OF DESTINY, | CALL ON
YOU!

THE TIME HAS COME ... TO THROW OFF THE CHAINS OF OPPRESSION!
THE TIMEHAS COME ... TO RISE AGAINST YOUR WICKED MASTERS!

HOW LONG, O PEOPLE OF THE MIRE AND OF THE SCENTED MIASMAS, WILL YOU
TOLERATE THE BRUTAL FOOLSWHOSE HEELS ARE SET UPON YOUR PROSTRATE
THROATS?HOW LONG, HOW LONG? ARE Y OU HUMAN BEINGS, OR ARE YOU SLIME
MOLDS?

COME DOWN INTO THECITY, O NOBLE PEOPLE OF THE SWAMPS, AND CUT DOWN
THE DOGSWHO DARE TO SIT IN THE SEATS OF GOVERNMENT THAT ARE
RIGHTFULLY YOURSAND YOURSALONE! HAVE NO FEAR, THERE ARE ONLY A
HANDFUL OF THEM!

O PEOPLE OF GALORALON, O NOBLE NOMAD PEOPLE, ARISE!

THE PRESIDENT ISA FOOL AND A WEAKLING, DRUNK HALF THE TIME AND
DRUGGED THE REST, HE CANNOT STAND AGAINST YOU! HISMEN ARE FOOLSAND
WEAKLINGSLIKE HIM, COME FORWARD AND CUT THEM DOWN!

A SWAMP-NOMAD SHALL SIT IN THE PRESIDENT'SCHAIR AND WRITE AT THE



PRESIDENT'S DESK! HURRAH!

A SWAMP-NOMAD SHALL WEAR THE ELEVEN-POINTED STAR OF JUSTICE AND THE
GRAY RIBBON OF IMPERIAL PURITY! HURRAH!

O NOBLE PEOPLE, O NOBLE NOMADS, HARKEN TO ME!
ETC, ETC.

He had awonderful time. The longer it went on, the more he warmed to it, and by thetimethe first wave
of them came over the balcony rail, he wasredly enjoying himself. After al, hed put down moreriots
than he could count, but thiswasthe first one held ever Sarted.

He went up on the roof to avoid the crush, and stuck around long enough, projecting encouraging words
and sustaining songs, to see the President being carried away trussed up in vineslike apig, and apdlid
greenish nomad Sitting behind the Presdential desk with astylusin hishand, drafting a
State-of -the-Planet Message. Then he headed for the port and hisflyer, pausing only long enough to
snatch up hissatchel and hisguitar. He left his mutilated guitar case behind.

The roar from the city behind him as he took off was a source of great satisfaction to him. He wished
only that the Dean could heer it, too.

Chapter Four

The definition of theword "lie" has nothing to do with the word "truth,” which is not itsantonym. A
sequence of words can be defined asa"truth” or asalie”’ only in terms of the degree to which it achieves
the purpose for which it was intended.

—Manud of the Tri-Galactic Intelligence Service, p. 1.6

He was aman of someimportance. Hewas caled The Fish, for his coldness of blood. Chief of the
Tri-Gdactic Intelligence Service most of hisadult life, he had at hisdisposd at dl timesthree hundred fifty
hand-picked operatives with very specid skills, and amaintenance staff of two hundred live persons,
seven thousand Fedrobots, and three Central-computer terminals.

He could order people killed. He could manipulate the internd affairs of entire countries. He could make
the top officias of continentstremble, by a chance word casudly dropped. It wastherefore interesting
that the arrival of amessage saying that Citizen Dean Shandaynne O'Halloran of Multiversity Two was
waiting to see him made him want to hide under his desk.

He had just decided to instruct the Amanuensis Mark 1V to advise the Dean that he was out, when the
din coming from his outer office reached afrightening intensity and the panic-button glowed red on his
comset's office pand, throwing open the communicator to let him hear just what was redlly going on.

"Sir," said the voice of the Amanuend's, "the Citizen Dean wishesto advise—"

"The Citizen Dean wishes to advise be damned!" The Dean's bellow cut over the computer like abuzz
saw whipping through standing grain. "Either you see me, now, Alvin Wythllewyn, or—"



The Fish did not wait to see what the dternative to his compliance was going to be, dthough hefet a
certain natura curiogity. At the sound of his name, which had not been uttered or written inside or outside

TGISin at least twenty-five years, he went stark white and dammed the communicator stud, shouting,
"Send her in! Send her in!"

The door did soundlessly open, and the Dean camein, smiling. "'l thought that would do it," she said.

"Unfar!" said The Fish bitterly. "Redlly unfair, Citizen Dean.”

"Y ou should be flattered," she pointed out, "that | remember your name. It's been better than thirty years
gnce you were a Student of mine, Alvin, and I've seen many many hundreds come and go in that time.”

The Fish glared at her and motioned to the antique chair that faced his desk.

"Do please sit down, Citizen Dean," he said. "Please.”

Shandaynne O'Halloran looked the chair over from the back, and then she walked around it and looked
at it from severd other angles, and her mouth puckered, dong with her eyebrows.

"That chair," she said, "was carefully chosen to make whoever stsin it miserable. The back istoo low,
S0 that you can't lean back without it striking you right over the kidneys. The arms dant up, so you can't
rest your elbows without making your shoulders ache. The seat dants down so that you get crampsin
your legs. That'snot achair, Alvin, it'satorture insrument. Isit eectric, too?'

"That chair cost fifty-seven deca-credits,” said The Fish. "It deserves respect for itsage and itslong and
fathful service, however odd it may be otherwise."

The Dean chuckled. "Y ou dways were asnesky man, Alvin," she said, "and | see that you have not
changed your ways. Fortunately for me, however, | dea with snegky little men dl thetime."

She opened the pocket of her tunic, took out asmall flat packet of dark blue plagtic, pulled atiny silver
plug in one corner, watched serenely through the soft hissing of air, and then sat in the resulting chair.
Evenfor aninflatable, it was e egant. And very comfortable.

"Now then,"” shesaid. "l want to talk to you."

The Fish waited, and she leaned back in her chair and smiled at him, and she waited.

"What about?'

"About one Citizen Coyote Jones," she said promptly, "who | hear isone of your TGIS men, and who
appeared on my doorstep afew days back sporting a conservative loincloth, awooden guitar, abright
red beard, and averitable cornucopiaof officia directiveswhich can easily be summarized asfollows:
Give ThisMan Anything He Wants and Don't Ask Questions.”

"Hmmmmmm," said The Fish.

"It took me sometimeto find out who his chief was," she sad.

"I'm glad to hear that."



"It didn't take me very long."
"Hmmmmmm," said the Fish again, and flashed his beautiful white tegth.

"Now," the Dean went on, "when this personage arrived to see me, | was informed that he wasto be
assisted in masquerading as a Student, on hisway to the planet Freeway to do a dissertation comparing
the effects of the Maklunite religion on various cultures with the effects of the Shavvy religion on the
culture of Freeway specifically. | was not told why, but was given to understand that the fate of the
universe et cetera, et cetera, hung upon the success of hismission.”

"That," observed The Fish, "was something of an overstatement.”

"On?"

"Wl ... it wasimportant, but we will not actualy crumbleinto thevoid if hefails™

"If hefalsto what?'

"| beg your pardon?”’

"I said, if hefailsto what? What precisdly isthis poor crippled gentleman supposed to be doing?*
"Crippled?' The Fish registered, for once, genuine amazement.

"Certainly. Y our man's mind-deaf—didn't you even know that?"

"Crippled ... " The Fish thought of atime when Coyote Jones had faced an advancing group of three
hundred and ten tanks, each manned by a suicide squad of Haxxite warriors, each armed with anuclear

warhead, and had needed only thirteen seconds to convince the whole bunch to ride docilely around in
circlesuntil their fuel was exhausted. And then he thought of the concept of Coyote asacripple, and

snickered softly.
"Alvin, areyou lisening to me or not?"
The Fish jumped dightly, and leaned toward her attentively.

"Of coursg," he said.

"| have been asking you, Alvin, what the man'smissonis. A smple question.”
"And onethat you surely understand | cannot answer.”

"Nonsens"

"My dear Citizen Dean," protested The Fish, "you can't expect me to divulge to you a secret misson of
extreme importance and delicacy with possible intergalactic repercuss ons that—"

"Then," snapped the Dean, "you can expect meto divulge to the pressthat | have been pressured into
taking part in afraud, passing off a TGIS man as a Student of Rdligion, and that my own important and
ddicate conscience will no longer dlow meto remain sllent about it al. In fact, at thisvery moment | fed
the pressure to confess cregping over me, Alvin ... irresistibly.”



"Would you redly do that?' demanded The Fish, pained. "Have you no sense of the propriety of things?'

She faced him stonily, tapping the edge of his desk with onefinger.

"I'll have you assassinated,” he ventured. "A little drug in the night, as you Sit studying by your window ...
The headlineswill read 'Mysterious Disappearance of Venerable Dean Baffles Authorities." "

The Dean snorted. ™Y ou couldn't get away with it," she said contemptuoudy. "Assassinate dl the heads
of government you like, but you try assassnating me, Alvin, and it will be your disappearance that baffles

the authorities.
The Fish thought it over, and decided she was probably right.
"The publicity would beterrible," he mused.

"Alvin" shesad. "Tak, and sop dl thisslly posturing!”

People did not talk to The Fish like that, and she knew it, but he had no opportunity to say any of the
things that immediately occurred to him, because she was way ahead of him.

"Ah, Citizen Director," she Sghed, dl charm and feathers, "you must forgive the eccentricities of an aged
academician, unaccustomed to dealing with the outside world.”

"Y ou would tel on us, though,” said The Fish.

"Inaningant.”

The Fish made amenta note that future operations must not on any account involve Multiversity Deans,
made a second note that whoever had suggested it thistime wasto befired, and prepared to negotiate.

"May | ask what it isthat has alarmed you s0?" he asked, for beginners. "Did Citizen Jonesinsult you?
Threaten you? Did you find his misson offensve to some persond principle?’

"Joneswas ... diverted ... briefly from hismission,” said the Dean, "and landed on Galoralon.”

The Fish looked very surprised. "Redly," he said.

"And," the Dean went on, "by some astonishing coincidence, only an hour after hislanding, therewasa

revolution on Gaoraon. Those who managed to flee report that the people of the svamps just
spontaneoudy, with no warning at al, rose up and took over the government. 'Asif inspired by aforce

outside themselves was the phrase used in the threedies, as| recall.”
N

"And | don't believein coincidences.”

"Nor do|," said The Fish Sgnificantly.

"Which means?'



"Thediverson," hesaid. "The so-cdled diverson.”

"Well."

"Well, what?'

"l am quite willing to admit that | had something to do with that.”

"That does not surpriseme.”

"And | am aso quite willing to admit that it didn't work. Y our TGIS man was supposed to be at this
moment languishing in aGdoradon jail, inhaing the swamp gases and counting off the days on hiscell wall
with little drops of his blood, obtained by biting his thumb each morning.”

"A certain dement of delay, eh, Citizen Dean”?"

"Precisdly."

"And this ‘crippl€ managed to escape unscathed?!

"Indeed hedid," said the Dean hitterly. "Right on to Freeway, with not even afull day lost."
"Hmmmmm."

"It comes of doing things without proper motivation," said the Dean.

"Explain, please?'

"It comes, Alvin, of having delayed your Citizen Jones—or rather, having tried to do so—without
knowing exactly why | wastaking that step. A certain fegling of distrust ... anagging concern that he was

going to cause trouble and | wasn't sure what sort of trouble ... these are not proper motivations.”

The Fish looked at her sternly, and pronounced, "Nothing is a proper motivation for aMultiversity Dean
tointerferein the activities of afederal bureau.”

"BEM-dung," said the Dean. "For everything, no matter what, there can dways be—Ilogicaly
spesking—a proper motivation.”

"Citizen," snapped The Fish, "we are not deding in logic here, we are dedling in redlity!"

"Then," said the Dean, leaning toward him, "let me st you theredlity asif it werealogical problem.
Given: one gpparently crippled semi-idiot, tootling about the Galaxies on asecret misson. Given: one
pleasant and inoffengve little religious movement, on aNovice Planet caled Freeway, somehow involved
inthismission. Given: one 'spontaneous revol ution, somehow involved with the activities of the crippled
semi-idiot. Given: auniversefull of red problemsto be solved, red revolutionsto be fought, real missons
to send people on! And needed, my friend, some mechanism for deriving sensible conclusions.... or just
sense ... fromthisarray of givens. Now just what the devil isgoing on?"

She leaned back in the chair again and looked him straight in the eye. "'l warn you, Alvin," she said softly,
"l mean to know."



"Ahwdl," said The Fish, sghing enormoudy. "I'll tell you, then.”

"I'mwaiting."

"Simple enough,” said The Fish. "We have sent Coyote Jones out to Freeway—using the Student cover,
supplied with your excdlent help, thank you very much—to find Drussa Silver, charge her with violaing
Gdactic Regulation Seventeen, and to bring her back herefor trid. At the request of the government of
Freaway, | might add."

"The government of Freeway isprimitive," said the Dean. "And corrupt.”

"It is nonetheless entitled to ask for help from Mars-Centrd, like any other member of the Federation.”

"The people of Freeway are oppressed and degraded by this government, which hasthem locked into a
feudd system reminiscent of the Middle Agesof Old Earth!™

"Thereisamechanism available to them,” said The Fish camly. "They need only filea Complaint Of
Oppression with the Tri-Gaactic Council, and they have not done s0."

"They are not even aware that they are oppressed!”

"Then," said The Fish, "they are not yet ready to be mucked about with by the investigatory panels and
jurists and legidators of the Tri-Galactic Federation. Freeway is gill on Novice Planet Satus. Its
government isstill playing at sovereignty and ordering everyoneto stay out of its territory—standard
Novice behavior. They will need another ten, perhaps twenty years, beforeit is possible to bring them
fully into the Federation without imposing severe shock upon ther culture.”

The Dean's eyes narrowed.

"A policy of benign non-interference, en?'

"That iscustomary.”

"Then what right have you to 'muck about' in their rdigious affairs?' thundered the Dean. "Galactic
Regulation Seventeen, for the Light's sake! Using religion to defraud the people? Can you find mea
Novice Planet where that regulation is not being violated?!

The Fish spread his handsin agesture of hel plessness.

"l repest,” he said, "we were asked to interfere by the government of the planet, which claimsthat this
female charlatan is wreaking havoc with her mumbo-jumbo.”

"What mumbo-jumbo?’

"Sheis" said The Fish patiently, "possessed of unusua psibilities, we aretold, and is able to produce
mass hdlucinations of high quality and great ingenuity. She has convinced a high proportion of the masses
on Freeway that sheis capable of awide assortment of miracles, and this conviction is causing massive
defections of people of Freeway from their establishment culture. The government feelsit can't be
alowed to go on, and has asked for hep—which is perfectly within their rights.”

Therewas along silence, while the Dean looked at him, and then she said, "What makes you so sure she



isafake Alvin?'

The Fish raised his eyebrows. "Oh, come now," he scoffed, "do you believe that people can walk on the
ocean barefooted? Fly through the air under their own power? Bring down showers of rosesand lilies
from heaven? Start and stop storms? Make it snow in summer heat? Make rocks sing—in four-part

hermony?*
"Y ou obvioudy dont."

"No, | certainly do not, and neither does any other thinking person. Some of thetricks are easily
explained ... some sort of gravity-repellent substance on the feet for the traipsing about on the ocean, a
concealed mechanica device for the seeming independent flight ... the others are clearly telepathic
projections.”

"And Citizen Jonesisto do what?"

TheFishamiled. "Ah," he said with great satisfaction, " Citizen Jonesisimmuneto her littletricks! Asyou
noticed, heis mind-deaf, and he will have no difficulty exposing Drussa Silver for thefraud sheis. Others
will see showers of roses, Coyote Joneswon't. It isthat smple.”

The Dean stared down at her hands and said nothing, and The Fish, who remembered her very well,
consdered thisan darming sign. Any moment, for example, she might well ask himwhy on earth, if
Coyote Jones was suited for thismission only because he was mind-deaf, hewasaTGISman at al. Or
she might remember the curious juxtaposition of Coyote and the Galoralon revol ution, and demand an
explanation for that. At which point hewould haveto lie, and lie convincingly enough to fool Shandaynne
O'Hdloran. It was not a prospect that appealed to him. It struck him as agood moment to send for liquid
refreshments, and he did that, including the code words that meant
do-it-faster-than-it-is-possible-to-do-it-or-el se.

When the Dean did speak, however, she did not rai se the questions he had anticipated. Instead, she
asked aquestion that made him wonder if she was getting old.

"What," she asked him, "if Drussa Silver isnot afraud?'
That was an easy one. Or atrick. He was not sure which.
"Impossible” hesaid.

"Why?

"Either she'safraud or she'sdiving" he said flatly. "An avatar, an incarnation of the divinein human form
... and if she'sthat, I'm Michaelmouse.”

"Why agan?'

"Inthefirs place, dl avatarsare mae,” said The Fish, pouring the drinks. "Please note: Christ, Buddha,
Mohammed, Lao-Tzu, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera. Not afemaein thelot. In the second place, divine
beings belong in the same spacebucket as the Easter Bunny, the Santa Claus, the Tooth Fairy, the Helga
Dik, and the supposed benefits of taxation. Y ou know that. | know that. Despite the fact that you are
trained in acurious discipline caled Rdigious Science, you know that."



"Alvin—"

"And," he charged on, "if sheis genuine—which isimpossible, but I'm atolerant man, and willing to
humor an aged and eccentric academician—if, | say, sheisgenuine, therell be no problem. Coyote will
bring her back, shelll sand trid, shelll be acquitted, well send her home firgt-class by government

rocket—unless, of course, she prefersto fly home under her own power through space, breathing the
perfume of roses and lilies—and that will bethat. End of episode.”

"] see" said the Dean.

"You see!” The Fish laughed. "All that explanation, dragged out of me by blackmail—oh yes, it was,
Citizen Dean, shameless blackmail—and al you can say is'l see’ Aren't you satisfied?!

The Dean leaned back, her handsin an attitude of prayer, and tapped her fingertips together lightly,
thinking.

"Almog," shesad. "Almogt.”

Ahah! thought The Fish. The Dean had never been one to lose track of the thread of an argument.

"Y ou have been most cooperative,” she sad.

"Thank you."

"However ..."

v

"l would il like to know precisely the connection between your man and the revolution on Galoraon.

Three-thousand-some-odd years those swamp nomads have fiddled along without the dightest sign of
politica feding, and then suddenly, on the one day, at the one hour, when Coyote Jones lands, wham!

bang-o! A total overturn of the government!”
"And |," said The Fish pleasantly, "would like to know precisely how you managed to—divert, asyou

put it—an agent of this bureau, land him on a swamp planet, and damned near get him arrested and
thrownin jail to languish for months as an embarrassment to the Federation and the TGIS."

"Touché" said the Dean.

"I think 0."

Shandaynne O'Halloran stood up and smoothed her rumpled tunic. She tapped the control on her
inflatable chair, watched asit shrank docilely to nothing, folded it up neetly, and put it back in her pocket.

"Delighted to have had a chancefor thislittlevigt," she sad heartily. "Y ou must come and see me some
time"

"On Harvard?' said The Fish with horror.

"Certainly, on Harvard. That iswherel am to befound.”



"l do not travel," said The Fish tiffly. "I do not havetime.”
"And," said the Dean, "you suffer from space-sckness.”

"How," he asked disgustedly, "can you possibly remember that?"
She gave him asignificant look and onelast amile.

"Deans," she said as sheturned to leave, "remember everything.”

The door closed soundlessly behind her, and he sat there fedling that held gotten off reasonably well,
since she had somehow not asked the one redlly awkward question. He only hoped that that did not
mean she dready knew its answer.

Shanddynne O'Halloran knew that she was not being very palite. Certainly she was not fulfilling her
obligations to this Advanced Student whose turn it was to spend the evening in her company. Since each
Student got only one such turn, it was unbecoming of her not to rise to the occasion and Be A Dean,
concerned only with the problems of this Student.

Especidly this Student, who was one of her favorites. Ai-Myn, shewas caled, and she was an Angdl.
Not redly, of course; technically speaking she was aHequelian, a Citizen of the third of the Extreme
Moons. But it was not possible to look at the Hequelians, note the height and dender elegance, the
extraordinary beauty of their faces, the soft clusters of short golden curlsthat framed those faces, and not
undergtand why the Terran space captain who first encountered them had said immediatel y—"Angd sl
The vestigid white-feathered wings had done nothing to discourage the perpetuation of the nickname.

"Y ou are thoughtful tonight, Citizen Dean," said the Student. "Y our mindis.... devoted to aquestion.”
"No," said the Dean. "Not quite. My mind is devoted, rather, to a puzzle. Perhaps two puzzles."
"And you expect to find the answer in there?"

The Student pointed at the microfiche the Dean had been holding when she came in and had been
turning round and round in her hands ever since.

The Dean set the thing down, guiltily. Thisredly was not fair to the Student, to cometo her for thisone
evening in which, according to tradition, she was to have the opportunity to take up her own problems
with the Dean, and find that Dean obsessed with something else.

"It isWoman Transcendent,” said the Dean. "I had afeeling, somehow, that when | read it ... long ago ...
there was something in there that applied to the—the puzzles. But I've been reading it over for hours, and
whatever it wasthat | thought wasthere, | can't find it.”

"Can | help, perhaps?’ asked Ai-Myn. " Sometimes another person can find the missing piece because
she has not been looking for it with such intensity.”

The Dean nodded. "Quiteright,” she said. "And perhgps you can, if you are willing to do something very
trivid."



"Anything a dl," said Ai-Myn. "Only ask me."

"Then," said the Dean, "do thisfor me. Woman Transcendent isabasic text. On every elementary
reading ligt. It is not something with which a Student at your level any longer spends much time. But could
you gtate for me, just to give my own thinking the benefit of yours, the basic principleswhich Ann
Geheygan established with the book?"

Thiswasavery superior Student. She did not hesitate for a moment.

"Firg principle” she said, "that women achieve with ease that state of transcendence which men are able
to attain only through greet effort. Geheygan was, | believe, thefirst to name this sate surpassment.”

"Correct,” said the Dean. " Continue, please.

"Second principle: in thosetimes of prehistory when the greater physicd strength of the mae gavehima
certain advantage, he noted thisfemale talent for the transcendent state and recognized it as a great
danger to patriarcha society.”

"Third principle: asaway of protecting the patriarchy againgt this danger, men took it upon themselvesto
pervert the naturd femae religioustaent, using the technique of convincing the femae that whet sheredly
had was ataent not for surpassment but for submisson. This perverson was maintained by the
patriarchd religions down through the ages.”

"Fourth principle:” said the Student, and she chuckled softly, "since these first three basics had been
thoroughly suppressed by the male, to such an extent that most men had truly forgotten them, it was
necessary for Geheygan to bring the factsto light and put an end to the ancient perversion.”

"Well put,” said the Dean with greet satisfaction. It was anecessary skill for any Student—summarizing
large amounts of information into afew well-constructed statements—but very few did it so well asthis
one. Especialy on such short notice.

"Havel left anything out?" asked the Student hesitantly.

"Do you think s0?'

"Wl ... Geheygan established that many of the so-called theological problemswere only problems of
linguistics ... but that was not origina with her ... No. | can think of nothing else. Have | helped you with
your puzzles, Citizen Dean?"

"No," said the Dean, trying to hide the frusiration in her voice, but sure shewasdoing it badly. "And |
cannot understand it, Ai-Myn. | know that somewherein this book—somewherein the theological
system of Ann Geheygan—isthe clue. | remember, | remember in that maddening, maddening way,
whereitisright onthetip of onésmind ... Oh, Ai-Myn ... let's drop this and speak of the things you have
cometo meto talk about. Come, well put my so-caled puzzles aside, dong with my memory, whichis
obvioudy faling me"

"May | make just one suggestion?"

"Of course," said the Dean. "Have you thought of something else?"

"Perhaps what you remember is not in Woman Transcendent. Perhapsit is, instead, in Geheygan's



earlier work."
The Dean's eyes widened.

"Her earlier work?' she said dowly. "I had forgotten—if | ever knew—that there was earlier work by
Geheygan.”

"Assuredly. Therewas avery short book, written when she was quite young. The book for which she
was discharged from her teaching position. It was called A Handbook for the Great De-Fathering
Fedtivad."

"Of course!” The Dean smacked her forehead with her open pam. "My memory isfailing, you see. | had
forgotten al about the Handbook."

"Perhaps," said the Student gently, "what you seek isthere.”

The Dean grinned and took the Student into her ample arms.
"Probably," she said. "Probably so. And now wewill talk only of you."
Chapter Five

| can hear what you are ginking,

| can smdl what you are thinking!

If your mother catchesyou

Shelll turn your brainsto Stinky-Stew!

—obscene children'sjingle, from the planet Freeway

Coyote brought the flyer down out of the dawn sky and entered the territoria space surrounding
Freeway. The sky dl about him wasthick with clouds, pale fluff shot disney-ly with rose, the planet lay
below him wrapped in its emerald forests and trailing fogs, for al the world like the northwestern coasts
of North Americaon Old Earth, and he was dightly giddy with it dl. As hewas congtantly being told, his
greatest fault after his obsessive curiosity was the romanticism that he could not seem to outgrow, and he
wasared sucker for trailing fogs and rosy clouds. Not to mention emerald forests of giant trees that they
might cal nishia-belladl they wanted to, but that looked like super-redwoodsto him. Ah, glory.
Haldujah. He longed for an appropriate word of sufficient power and majesty, but it escaped him.

He pressed the overhead communication bar and requested permission to land, and the answering voice
ripped right through the mists and the clouds and s apped him back into a state of empirical pragmatism.

"Landing on Freeway isforbidden,” it said. "We have no tourist industry. Please move on, with our
officd regrets”

"l have alanding pass," Coyote protested. "Don't you think you ought to ask first? Before you burden
people with your officia regrets?’



Therewas abrief slence, and then the voice spoke again.
"Cite your pass numbers, please, and your priority."
"Saven, eight even, four. Priority Two."

"Priority Two? Nobody gets Priority Two for Freeway."
"Priority Two."

"Priority Two ... " fussed the voice. It wasturning into akind of chant for two voices, and Coyote was
tired of it.

"Right!" he sngpped. "Let'sget onwithit."
"One moment, please, Citizen Offworlder, whilethisisverified ... Yes. Therewe are. Landing Pass

number seven, eight eeven, four. Priority Two, issued to Citizen Coyote Jones—" The voice stopped
abruptly, and then went on. "Student,” it said carefully, with strong dubious overtones.

"Right again.”
Thevoice cleared itsthroat.
"Permission granted to land,” it said. " Stand by for Hook."

Coyote had only time to bellow a protest before the Hook had him and he was literally snatched out of
the sky and deposited, somach in throat, on aneat gray landingpad.

"Significant BEM-dung!" he shouted, damming the communication bar with hisfig, "what's the matter
with you people? Didn't you ever hear of warnings? Not to mention, didn't you ever hear of civilization?"

"Trave to Freeway,” said thevoice crigply, "is strongly discouraged. We find that having Hook facilities
asthe only possible method of landing constitutes a powerful discouragement, particularly to sporty types
in sky-yachts."

Coyote sat there, taking deep bregaths, and trying to regain at least a semblance of equilibrium before he
had to face whoever was attached to the voice. The Fish had not told him about the Hook landing,
athough he had undoubtedly known abouit it and wasjust as undoubtedly sitting in his office on
Mars-Centrd at thisvery moment chuckling and snickering &t the little surprise he had reserved for his
trusty agent. Just one of thelittle side-benefits of TGIS service. May his eyebrows decay and sink into his
head ...

"Citizen Jones?'
IIY@I

"Will you please proceed to the port for processing, Do not move your belongings; they will be scanned
and brought to you in approximately three minutes. Terminate.”

Terminate. Coyote sat there muttering to himsdlf. 1'd terminate you persondly if | was only passing



through. I'd terminate you into an unshakable conviction that you were ahybrid Matokian lizard, for
example, and feed you worms, photographing dl the whilefor later replay.

However, he had not been sent here to vent his frustrations on petty rocketport officials.

Heinventoried hisinterna organs and satisfied himsdlf that they had al recovered from the Sate of
numbed shock induced by the Hook snatch and were back in their normal positionsin hisinterior, and
then he opened the flyer door and sauntered a ong the landing ramp to a bubbleport so grimly like every
other bubbleport that he was sure it was intended to be yet another " discouragement” to the unwary
traveler. Unfortunately for those planning the effects, however, it was unlikely to even be noticed. Y ou
could have set the cadrons of Hell down in this port and they would have gone unnoticed. Thelittle
bubble's standard-issue gray-and-green-splotch surface was no match for the magjesty of the towering
treesthat surrounded it in every direction, and no arriving tourist would have looked at it twice.

He had been prepared somewhat, in an intellectual sense, for the nishia-bella trees, having seen the scrap
of threedy film on Mars-Centra. But seen up close they nonethel ess took his bresth away. The closest
one had atrunk that would have had to be at |east eighty feet in diameter, and it was one of the
middle-szed ones. The only way to see the top would beto lieflat on your back on the ground. Sunlight
laced down through the tree crowns in ribbons and patches, emerad-colored ferns rose higher than his
head, and the air smelled like dry wine and fresh-cut grass and leaf-mold, with atouch of something else
he could not identify. He might never go home.

The door of the bubbleport stuck ... more discouragements. He palmed it impatiently, which of course
madeit fly open as he leaned againgt it, catapulting him into the room bereft of dl dignity. He was pleased
to note, once he had recovered his balance, that there was nobody there but a blah-looking computer
with ayelow light on top.

Asheturned to look &t it, the yellow light changed briefly to red, and the computer spoke.

"Welcometo Freeway, Citizen Jones," it said.

"WdlI!" said Coyote. "I never would have recognized you as acomputer.”

"Inview of the violence you were undoubtedly contemplating upon my person, it is perhapsjust aswell
that | am not made of flesh and blood," the machine observed. "Although | am an older modd, and not
completely imperviousto a persstent attack.”

"What makes you think | was contemplating violence?'

"l am programmed to assess voice qudity, Citizen Jones, and | am very expensive.”

"Top class, en?'

"Caorrect. No trouble or expense was spared in my congtruction.”

Coyote was consdering aredly smart-ass reply to this when the door of the bubbleport burst open
again and alarge, rangy man wearing an elaborate costume of green-and-white synthosilk came charging

through.

"Agamen Horta Cady, Noble of Castle Olyon, Sector Five," said the computer. "Citizen Cady, Citizen
Coyote Jones, Student of Multiversity Two, Asteroid Harvard, First Galaxy.”



Cady glared fiercely at the computer.

"Havethat door fixed," he said furioudy. "There's no excuse for such ineptitude!

"Contrary to programmed orders,” said the computer. "I regret that | cannot comply.”

"What kind of mechanized nonsense—"

The computer interrupted him smoothly.

"A primary element of assessment of dl arrivals on Freeway is based upon remarks made by visitors
entering that door," it said. "The effect is of course negligible on repest visitors, who invariably walk
around the bubble until they find the other entrance.”

"Hmmmph," said the big man, and he frowned at the machine.

"Please change the subject,” it said. "This conversation is counterproductive.”

Cady shrugged and turned to Coyote, pressing hisfiststo his chest in the Freeway greeting-gesture.

"Welcome, Citizen Student,” he said. "Have your belongings been processed?!

"Just outside the door," the computer put in. "All conveniently tagged and ready to be taken away."

Cady turned on the computer and bellowed at it in amanner and at a volume that d most made Coyote
envious. "Will you terminate!" he shouted, and the light at the top of the computer subsided to yellow.

"Can one apologize for the manners of amachine?' the man asked Coyote. "If so, congder that | have
doneso.”

"No problem,” said Coyote. "l am accustomed to reca citrant machines which delight in tormenting
humans”

"Machinesdo not fed delight, Citizen," said Cady, "nor do they feel any other emotion.”

"Precisaly the statement made about plants,” said Coyote with hismost charming smile, "until very latein
the twentieth century.”

"Redly?’
"l assureyouthat itiso."
"How quaint," said Agamen Cady.

Coyote manfully restrained himsealf from making the obvious retort and smiled politely at hishost. He
wondered which of them was the most extraordinary in appearance. There he himself stood in adark
blue loincloth with awhite pingtripe, his chest abloom with curly red hair and tasteful pseudo-tattoos, his
fingers heavy with rings, his ankles clanking with bracelets. And there ssood Agamen Horta Cady in full
green-and-white striped trousers, bound at the ankle with green ribbons, and atransparent white shirt
with flowing deeves and cuffs, open dmost to the waist, adashing gold sash knotted about hismiddle,



and his head amass of improbable golden curlstopped by adender gold circlet, akind of coronet.
Coyote decided that they were both in the worst possible taste, from an abstract aesthetic point of view,
and that there was no choosing between them for abominableness.

Hefollowed Cady out the door, gathered up histwo small bags, and joined the man in atriangular
two-segter flyer at the edge of the landing-field.

"Ready, Citizen?' asked Agamen Cady.
"Ready for what?'

"Takeoff, of course.”

"Anything like your Hook landing?’

Cady chuckled and pressed asmall silver button beside hisfoot. Thelittle flyer rose smoothly into the air
without atrace of sound or vibration, and headed off through the trees.

"Y ou didn't enjoy the landing, then, Citizen?'
"l most emphaticdly did not."
"It discouragestourists,” Cady said. "It's quite alot rougher than it hasto be ... afew modifications.”

"But what about the ordinary landing made by a Citizen of Freeway?' Coyote demanded. " Surdly they
are not put through that every timethey land.”

Cady shrugged his shoulders, saying, "We do not travel, Citizen Jones. A man who livesin Paradise
prefershisown hearth.”

Coyote saw no indication that their vehicle was being steered by Cady. There were no controls of any
kind, except for the slver button on the floor of the flyer. Y et it avoided trees and buildings with ease,
even where the branches of the nishia-bellas were festooned with intricate ramps, platforms, stairways,
and bridges.

"Isit dive?" he asked.
"What?'
"This seemingly omniscient crestureweridein.”

"Oh ... sorry, Citizen. We are computer-controlled from Castle Olyon, where we are headed now.
Thereitis, Citizen, just ahead of us."

Coyote looked at the thing looming up through the trees, and rubbed his beard thoughtfully, not sure
what verbal response was possible. He had seen such architectura nightmares before, in the microfiches
used for coursesin Old Earth Culture. It rose to a height that would have been impressive anywhere but
among the nishia-bellatrees, and it had alittle bit of everything. Flying buttresses. Fenedtrations.
Crenellations. Moats. Lacy baconiesflung across space. Towerswith little winding exterior staircases. A
red, honest-to-Grimm castle, out of afairy tae.



"Four hundred and seventy-five rooms, Citizen Jones," said Agamen Cady, with an unmistakable note of
pride that provided Coyote with the cue he needed.

"Magnificent," he said. "I've never seen anything likeit."

They landed on around dais on the roof of the central portion of the castle, aseasily and silently as aleaf
settling onto alawn, and stepped out. There were no nishia-bellatrees inside the castle walls, Coyote
noticed, but branches from those outside extended to cover the whole in acanopy of green shot with
flickering gold. Everywhere he looked, people were moving busily along the pathways set into the trees

themsalves, completely unconcerned at being ahundred feet above the ground without so much asa
haendrail.

"Magnificent," he said again, except that thistime he meant it.

"Thank you, Citizen!" Agamen Cady beamed at him, and Coyote beamed back.
"Mmmm...."

"Y es, Citizen Jones?'

"Could you tell mewhat our plansare? That is, what happens next?"

The man rubbed his hands together and teetered back and forth on hisfeet, which Coyote could see
were bursting out of the dainty silver dippers and undoubtedly hurt like the devil.

"Hrg," hesad, "wewill give you an opportunity to freshen up—"

Coyote shook hishead. "Not required.”

"Excdlent, excdlent. Then wewill go a onceto the meeting scheduled for thismorning.”
"A medting."

"Y es. With the Reverend Rabbi-Pastor Sarah Dorcas Elimalek, our highest religious officid. Y ou will
enjoy her company, Citizen, sheisawitty woman."

"And powerful ?'

Cady looked at him blandly, and Coyote looked back, trying to ignore the fact that the tattoo on his right
buttock itched abominably, until he was certain the man was not just the posturing, pompous dandy he
appeared to be, and they both dropped the duel of eyes.

"Certainly sheispowerful,” Agamen Cady said smoothly. "She leadsthe Old Faith. There are millions of
citizens subject to her under Church rule. Will you follow me now, please?'

Whatever Coyote had expected inside the cagtle, it was not what he found. All that gingerbread and
stone lace, out of the mists of time and ancient myth, on the outside. And indde—liketheinsde of a
gpacdiner. Chrome ramps and pyroceramic antigravity tubes, suspensor lightsthat followed them asthey
walked along the corridors, not asign of wood or cloth or of any non-synthetic material anywhere. No



furnishings, no art objects. Thewholelike asurgery, or afreezing-down unit. The fancy-dress costume
Agamen Cady wore was like amobile wart on the insde of the castle, and Coyote was too taken aback
even to comment. Besides, it might not have been diplomatic to do so; who knew what mental and
aesthetic gymnastics might not be required to condition a human being to accept thiskind of inner/outer
mismatch?

He kept till and followed Cady into asmdl room like theinside of an egg, bare and flawless and softly
lit by someinvisible source. Cady reached up and touched a pale green dot on the celling, which
immediately glowed brightly.

"Table," he said, and asmall conference table was extruded by the floor, so swiftly that Coyote barely
had leisure to jump out of itsway. The man from Castle Olyon was showing off.

"Three chairs," he said, and they appeared.

"Drinks," he said, and a niche opened in the far well, revealing atray of bottles and glasseswhich
proceeded under its own power over to the table, settling onto an attractor stud with a soft click.

Coyote would have liked to sit down; he had had about as many silly surprises as he could tolerate for
oneday. (Not that he had never seen acomputer interior like this before. He had seen the sort that you
only had to think at to get what you wanted, and many that would make dl thislook primitive.
Nevertheless, never had he seen aninsde so a oddswith its outside.) But his host still stood, and it
seemed best to do likewise.

Therewas an amogt inaudible rustling behind him, and he turned to see awoman entering the room. So
tall was she that she had to lower her head for the door that Coyote had passed through unbending, and
0 thin that shelooked like an animated walking-stick. She was dressed dll in purple: anarrow purple
skirt to her ankles and a purple cape, and her hair hidden by a purple cap fit tightly to her head. The
cap's pointed peak did nothing to give her alessforbidding aspect.

"Citizens" shesad. "Please St down.”

Coyote gratefully took achair, and the others did the same, and they sat there gazing politely at one
another until Agamen Cady summoned thetray of drinks and did the honors.

The drink was something new to Coyote, and had an effect he noted for future wariness. Never accept
two of whatever-this-was.

"An excdlent drink, Citizen Cady," he said enthusagticdly. "It iscaled—?"

"That one," answered Cady, "is cdled 'Golden Flute. The principd ingredient isfruit juice.”
"And the other ingredients?’

Cady chuckled. "A loca beverage cdled lasterfa," he said. "Very potent.”

The woman spoke then, rebuking Agamen Cady in a high reedy voice that betrayed how many dozens
of cosmetic injectionslay behind the e egant unlined face.

"Agamen,” shesad. "It istypica behavior to open ameeting by serving one's guests a strong drink, but
itstypicanessin no way diminishesits stupidity. How do you expect Citizen Jonesto follow our



discusson?'

Agamen Cady looked fixedly at hissilver dippers and muttered, and the woman reached up to touch the
dot on the celling. When it glowed, she said, " Send us a carafe of strong coffee at once. Strong coffee.”

The wall-niche opened immediately, a carafe of jetty fluid floated over to them, and sheretrieved it
neatly from the air and poured Coyote asizable cup.

"Thissort of bouncing up and down isvery bad for the metabolism,” she said, handing it to him, "but
your present state of euphoriawould be even worse for the work that needs to be done. Drink this,
please” And turning to Cady she said, "And you, Agamen Horta, no further displays of silliness. We
have much to talk about.”

Coyote looked at the ceiling, took deep breaths, and waited until the room became its stark and sterile
sf onceagan.

"Better?' asked the Reverend Rabhi-Pastor.
"Yes," sad Coyote. "Unfortunately.”

She scowled at him, narrow high-arched black brows meeting over the pointed nose, and raised one
index finger like aneedle higher than her head.

"Alcohalic drinks" she said, "are afrivolous waste of time. | should be disappointed to learn that a
Student would indulgein such trivia" And before he was able to disabuse her of her illusons by letting
her know how deeply attached he was to just the kinds of trivia she so deplored, not to mention a
number of others he was reasonably sure she would look upon with equa lack of favor, she brought the
meeting to order, opened it, took the floor, and stated the first item on her agenda.

"l," she said, "am the Reverend Rabhi-Pastor Sarah Dorcas Elimaek, supreme officia of the Church of
the Old Faith. Fortunately these are my officid names, something you will have guessed by their
cumbersome absurdity, and you may address me smply as Reverend, or, for that matter, as Citizen
Cady. In ordinary terms| am Agamen's oldest sister, Fara Cady. | go through thistedious recitation in
order to provide you information relevant to your studies, Citizen Jones."

"Thank you, Citizen Cady," said Coyote. "Every little bit helps.”

"Weareinformed by Multiversity Two that your doctora dissertation isto be on the subject of our little
domedtic religious revalt, Citizen, and we are of course extremdly flattered. We must ing s, however, that
you abide by the terms of the agreement with our government and concedl the name, location, and
physica geography of this planet. Not that the word of a Student is ever in question, but | want to be
certain that thereis no misunderstanding.”

"Y ou need not be concerned,” said Coyote, his face registering, he hoped, polite and shocked distaste
for this superfluous caution. "In my dissertation the planet will be named with a number, located beyond
the Extreme Moons, and described as a barren waste. | promise you."

She nodded a him, the sharp face showing pleasure. "Very well, then," she said, "those terms having
been made explicit, we are most anxiousto be of serviceto you ... and, for you to be of serviceto us.”

"That in particular,” said Agamen Cady, who was busily engaged in pouring anew set of drinks,



presumably non-narcotic thistime. "That in particular.”

Coyote was not at al surewhat would come next, especialy since he was facing not an amateur in
religion, but an expert. He did his best to look completely confident, and asked, "And in just what way
can | be of useto you, Citizens?'

The woman leaned forward and clasped her thin handsin front of her. Theintensity of her gaze inspired
no euphoriawhatsoever.

"We need information,” she said, "and we need it badly."
"Surely your computers provide you with ample information?" he said, surprised.
"Not the sort we need.”

"Yousee" put in Agamen Cady, "the computer gives us statistics.” He rubbed furioudy at hisnose with
the back of one languid hand. "How many of our people have defected to this cult in agiven week, or
day, or hour. What the vaue of their property might be. The amount of the tithe they would have been
paying the Old Faith had they not defected. The amount our operating budget is decreased on any given
day by the defections. The number of new dancing-circles congtructed by the Shavviesin agiven unit of
time, and the board-feet of lumber consumed thereby. All that sort of thing."

"But not what we need," the Reverend Rabbi-Pastor said. "What we need to know iswhy. We need to
know what it isin thiswoman Drussa Silver's rdigious techniques that makes her so effective. We need
observations about the state of mind of new converts—are they wavering at first? Are they absolutely
certain? Could they, given aconcentrated effort, be won back? We need data about the Silver'stricks,
this garbage of so-called miracles and wonders. We need socid data—what does the new culture of this
group offer our people that the Old Faith does not?!

"Y ou want to know how to competewithit,” Coyote said flatly.
"Exactly!"

"Weve managed to infiltrate the group, of course,” put in Agamen. "That was Smple. But the information
coming back is of no useto us. We need an expert.”

Fara Cady looked down at a card on the table before her, and then back at Coyote.

"Our information isthat your undergraduate work wasin Religious Anthropology, your graduate in
Rdigion, and your specidty Religious Culturd Systems. Correct?'

"Cor'r&:t,"

She gave along satisfied sigh, made astegple of her fingertips, leaned back in the chair, and beamed a
him. ™Y ou should be able to help us greetly then," she said. "And we are honored that you are willing to
do so. Now ... how can we be of serviceto you in your work?'

"l ds0 need information,” said Coyote. "Everything you can give me. Any detail, no matter how trivid it
may seem to you, might beimportant. | need al the computer printouts. | need to see whatever filmsyou
may have made. | need accessto all research done by your people.”



"Done

"And an introduction. | need to be able to move freely among these people.”

"Done and done!"

The Reverend Rabbi-Pagtor leaned toward him once again, and he resisted the impulse to lean away. It
was impossible not to fed that she might topple over on you, so tal and thin and imposingly Gothic was
she. He could understand how she inspired obedience in the unsophidticated. If he wasn't very careful,
shewas going to ingpire obediencein him.

"Asabeginning,” she asked him, "would you like to watch one of their so-called worship services?"
"Isthat possible?’

"Nothing smpler," she said, and touched a stud on the wall behind her. At once there was a soft hiss,
and thewall across from him moved smoothly aside to revea an enormous comset. "Watch the screen at

the upper l€ft, Citizen Jones. Y ou, Agamen—move around here between us so that you can see.”

There was aflicker, and then the screen cleared.

"The camera," said FaraCadly, "ishidden in the clothing of one of our infiltrators. We don't get perfect
reception thisway, of course, but it is sufficiently good to give you an idea of what isgoing on.”

"No sound?' Coyote asked.

"Certainly thereissound. Ligten, you'll hear the usud nishia-bellagrove noises. Birds. Small animas
running around in the higher branches. Leavesrustling.”

"What the Citizen means, dear Sigter,” put in Agamen, "isthat he hearsno voices."

The Rabbi-Pastor's eyebrows shot up and her face registered akind of distaste Coyote hadn't seenin
many years. Something, clearly, struck the lady as nasty.

"No," shesaid, looking at the celling, "you will hear no voices. These people conduct their entire service

in ... in mindspeech.”

"l see™

"Notice the young woman standing at the very center?’

Coyote looked at the fuzzy picture. People, leafy branches.

A nondescript outdoor crowd scene. He waited for her to go on.

"Sheisstanding at the center of the spira of inlaid tiles, a Shavvy symbol that is meant to represent the
giant fern. Sheisleading the service in mindspeech, and you will hear no sound until the music begins.”

It was adull spectacle to watch; the leader at the center of the emerald spiral, and everyone else
knedling on the wooden platform around her, motionless. It did not exactly grip the attention.



"Citizen Cady," he asked findly, "isthis custom of conducting the service in mindspeech something the
Shavviestake from the Old Faith: or isit an innovation?'

The old woman shuddered, and he thought for a moment that she would refuse to answer. Apparently
he had struck anerve. But she spoke, spitting out her words venomoudly.

"Citizen Jones," she hissed, "this barbariam they call ardigious service takes nothing—nothing at
al—from the customs of the Old Faith. There is nothing more repulsive to us than the idea of worship
conducted in mindspeech; it Sckens me even to say those wordd!”

"Oh...may | ask why?'
"Why!" Her voice went shrieking upward with outrage. "Y ou, of dl people, ask me that?'
"I beg your pardon, Citizen?"

She thrust both hands forward, fingers splayed, her face distorted with emotion. "I understand,” she said,
"from the information given us about you, that you were once involved with amindwife of the planet
Abba, Citizen Jones. Therefore you are unquestionably aware of the sickening intimacy mindspeech
makes possible.”

Coyote cleared histhroat, but she did not alow him to speak. Who the hell could have been so stupid as
to provide her with that information?

"Onthisplanet,” she continued, "as on any civilized world, the use of mindspeech is confined to two
Stuations, and only those two—genuine emergencies, and the necessary trandfer of informeation through
interstellar distances. Just asthere must in every culture be someindividuals who concern themsaves with
such matters as the disposal of human wastes and the preparation of the dead for cremation, so there
must be individual s who use mindspeech, where society requiresit. In any other situation we look upon
mindspeech as we would upon public defecation.”

"l see," said Coyote. "l understand.”

"Doyou?'

"l think s0," he said.

"] think not!" she snapped back. "If you understood, you would not have been able to spend ayear
among the Maklunites, who | happen to know are dso given to this disgusting abuse of the mind. Like

communa smearing of feces, Citizen Jones!"

Coyote shrugged. " Since someone has provided you with my life story," he said, "you undoubtedly know
adsothat | failed in my attempt to become aMaklunite.”

"Naturdly," sad Agamen Cady. "No person of even elementary decency could succeed.”

On the screen the knedling people were rising, and to Coyote's great surprise, the music that signaed the
end of the knedling sounded like guitar and flute. He could see the musicians, Sitting at the far edge of the
wooden floor, and he did not recognize the instruments they were holding; but the sound was enough like
guitar and flute to fool you if you weren't looking while you listened. The musicians played and the
Shavvies danced, and he would have liked to join them. They seemed to be enjoying themsdlves



immensdy.

"Reverend Rabbi-Pastor,” he said abruptly, "there's something that | do not understand.”
"y e

"If the use of mindspeech isa primary taboo among your people, asit appearsto be—"
"Certanly itigd"

"—then how does Drussa Silver get them away from the Old Faith? 1 should think they would be so
repelled by the method of worship that the repulsion alone would keep them from converting to the cult.”

"Ah, Citizen," shesad, "thereisnothing in the universe so gppedling as forbidden fruit.”
Coyote shook his head.

"Just aminute," he said, "'l want to be very precise about this. When you spesk of ‘forbidden fruit,' you
are using aphrase usualy applied to the breaking of sexua taboos. For example, during the twentieth and
twenty-first centuries there was truly nothing so delicioudy appeding to the people of Old Earth as
breaking the taboo of sexua monogamy. But you compared the use of mindspeech to public defecation,
Citizen Cady—and that isavery different sort of taboo.”

"| fall to seethat thiskind of subtle digtinction—"

"I will need to know," Coyote cut her off, "into which class this mindspeech taboo falls, because it makes
adifference”

There was along slence, broken only by the soft click as the old woman turned off the comset and
covered it once again.

"Sigter," said Agamen Cady finally, "please do remember that you are spesking to ascientist here, an
expertin cultura systems and their rdigious manifestations. Surely you cannot expect him to accomplish
anything useful if we attempt to keep a part of the datafrom him?"

She gared at him angrily, but he did not drop his glance; thisfluffy individua could be quite firm when he
felt it to be necessary, apparently.

"Wall, Citizen," said the Reverend Rabbi-Pastor.

"y e

"l suppose | mugt tell you thetruth, much as| didikeit.”

"If we areto get anywhere with this project, you mug.”

"Then," shesaid. "l will haveto admit that for the mgjority of our people today the taboo falsinto the
class of sexud prohibitions, in your terms. In our larger cities, Citizen, there are prostitutes—illegd, of

course, and stamped out by our law-robots as quickly asthey are located—who will provide
conversation in mindspeech, for afee



"For you it is different, however?' Coyote asked gently.

"For me," shesaid in athin voice, "thereisno more repulsive action that a human being can take. Inan
emergency, | would certainly prefer death to using mindspeech to call for help.”

She stood up suddenly, gathering her cape tightly about her, and Coyote saw the signs of strain on the
fasdy youthful face. Even the cosmetic injections were not going to be able to maintain her much longer,
he redlized. She was nearing the age of death.

"Thismeeting isadjourned,” she said. "Citizen Jones, | must tell you that Drussa Silver isnot at this
moment in our Sector, but is causing her disgusting havoc in the area of Castle Fra, in Sector One. We
will seethat you are taken there at once and given suitable accommodations at the Castle, and | will
arrange for the necessary introductions to alow you to move about freely among the Shavvies. Perhaps
at last we will make some progress!™

"l sncerely hope so, Citizen," Coyote murmured.

"And you, Agamen, will go at onceto the Third Tower, where thereis astack of business messages
waiting for your atention. Come aong, Citizen Jones!"

Hefollowed her, hoping. But she remembered to duck her head before going through the door.
Chapter Six

Friend, your mind has betrayed you. On the back of your eyesit shinesliesand says"It'sredl! It'sred!
Go out and diefor it!"

How can | teach you that moments are counted in hundreds of years? Y ou have trapped your self ina
now, you cannot see past.

It has no truth vaue.

Itisnotevenanf of anx.

It rotsinyour head.

A shut-up winged thing, you best a your bars. | spell aword to free you.

—from Cornfield Crane, by s.e., atwentieth-century poet

First Journa Entry—November 3030.

My nameis Star-Fox and | am in fedlty to the noble family of Castle Fra. | live at the edge of the Castle
wall, in the corner, so that two walls of my house are the Castle wall itself, and | am my mother's one and
only child.

We arefortunate, my mother and I. My father was a playmate of the man who is steward to the Castle
Economigt, and he was given thishouseto live in out of friendship and old ties. When he died, the Fralet
usremain here. For everyone d e, there are the government issue bubble-houses—ugly, servicesble



things. For us, we have two walls of rea ssone—these being the Castle wall—and two of synthostone
amost six hundred years old. The post of gatekeeper has been held by the computer for nearly that long,
but the house till gandsand weliveinsde.

My mother is called Anadyn, and sheis a sorceress, awitch woman, amaker of spells. She hasbeen
useful to the Old Faith, which needs her skills of illusion and her powerful Singing. She has donethe
Singing at the first-day-of-the-month service each and every month for the past eighteen years at Castle
Fra | am proud to be her daughter.

Firg, the Citizen Pagtor givesthe signd and the bells are rung until they seem to be ringing inside our
heads as wedll as outside. We kned, facing the south where the dawn comes, and we dl pray together
that the sun may rise strong in the southern sky and light our day. A silly prayer, my mother says, but it is
thetradition and we dl fed comfortablein the saying of it.

Second, the Discisraised, round and golden and full of aflickering light that hurts your eyes, so that you
must not look at it directly but must alwayslook just past it if you want to seeit, and asit risesthe music
begins at the back of the Chapd, dl the eectric notes quivering together toward the top of the roof, high
and thin and powerful.

Third, the service, whichisdull, dull, dull—my ingtructionsin thisjourna arethat | must tell the
truth—with the Citizen Pastor telling uswhat is expected of usyet one moretime.

The duty of aCitizen isto support the state with one-twentieth of his-and-her goods, and al that
he-and-she may earn, and al that shal come to him-and-her out of the grace and the goodness of the
Supreme Being blah blah blah ...

The duty of a Citizen isto accept those laws and those lines which the state shall lay upon him-and-her in
the exercise of its authority through the eight noble families, and to servein willingness and blah blah blah
blahblah ...

The duty of a Citizen isto rise before the dawn and prepare himself-and-hersdlf to greet the Holy Sun
that gives usalong and lightful day in which to labor for blah blah blah blah blah ...

There are twenty-four duties, the Twice Twelve Duties, and we know them dl by heart. By thetimewe
are ableto gt at the comset in our infant-chairs, still held up by strapsinstead of our own Spines, we are
listening each day and three times each day to the recitation of the Twice Twelve Creed. By thetimewe
must begin tuning in each morning to the edcomputersto be taught, we can say it dl, dthough we have no
ideawhat it means, and at the end of each week when we take the comset stylusto take the tests we can
write the Creed as rapidly as the computer can check it. (I am asked to comment, as | write, upon our
education. | can only say that this seemsto be asilly way to teach anybody anything, because after ayear
or two the Creed islike the wind, like the beating of our hearts, we no longer hear it. Or perhapsthat is
what the educators intend?)

Fourth, the collection of our tithes for that week, as each one of us goesto the dtar to insert our
credit-disc in the Tithing Sot.

Fifth, the presentation of the newborn Citizens and the farewell to the new-dead.
Sixth, the formal blessing of the day to come, and the listing of our assigned tasks for that day.

And seventh, my mother doesthe Singing.



My mother. She goesto the front of the Chapel, to the small Chamber of Glass, and stands where the
Discissuspended, its brilliance above her head and the light it casts making acircleinsdewhich she
gtands. Sheisdressed al in cloth-of-gold, hundreds of years old and preserved down the line of Singers
by their power only. Across her body, from left shoulder to right hip, issung the holy Sword, cast in
platinum, studded with jewelsfrom hilt totip, the light legping off itsrazor edge and playing among the
light from the Disc. It isasif my mother is surrounded by lightnings, where she stands.

She closes her eyes and waits for the Sun to flood into her, whileal of us, al we ordinary people who
cannot Sing, breathe in holy meditation and watch her grow more and more golden.

She crosses her hands on her breasts, she places her feet in the sacred positions, she turns dowly
twenty-four times round, once for each one of the Duties, she seemsto grow more and moretall with
eachturn ... a thelast sheisacolumn of flame.

(There are times when | wonder, athough such wondering is perhaps wicked, if everyone seesthis, or if
itisonly we young ones. Perhaps the grownups, watching a Singer year in and year out, twelvetimes
each year on the firg-day service, haf adozen times more during the Highlidays, become bored with it
al? Perhaps they see only awoman, wearing an ancient dress and asword that istoo heavy, going
through rituasthat have no magic lft for them?

Thisispossible, of course. When | wasavery tiny girl, | believed, with my whole heart, in the emerad
spirits no longer than my littlest fingernail who are said to live in the spirds of the giant fern. | saw one
once, | thought, perched in the turn of ayoung frond. | am aware now that | saw theinsect that feedson
the fronds at that time of the year, but at that moment | saw the emerald spirit, as| now see my mother
become a column of light and flame.

If itislikethat, if 1 will outgrow what | now seein Chapel when my mother Sings, then | sorrow for that
and will fight it when it comes.)

When my mother istherein the Chamber of Glass, there is no sound anywhere, not awhisper of breath,
not amurmur. Her beauty hushes even the babies back of the soundbaffle, and then, ah, then she begins
to Sing.

| cannot write very clearly about the Singing. How could | describeit? Y ou would have to hear it
yourself. My mother Sings the holy sounds of the Three Kinds ... Submission, Serenity, and Service.
There are no words to these Songs, they are not like the songs of popular musicians; but they speak
clearly to us, and they braid our spirits neetly for the coming month. While my mother Singsthereisno
time, there is almost no breathing, and the holy sounds take you out of yoursdlf, bringing a peace, abliss,
aneed to begin again in the work that you have been given to do ... poor words. Only if | could Sing
would | be able to make it clear, and then the words wouldn't be needed, for | could smply Sing to you.

| had thought that | might bea Singer. | prayed for it, when | was smdll, and when | knew it wasn't going
to happen, | wanted to die. But something eseisintended for me, | believe, and dthough it isnot Singing
itisimportant. It appears ... | am dmost afraid to set it down here, for fear it will tempt some fate to take
it away from me... it appearsthat | am going to Multiversity, that | will be a Student. There—I've said it.

All thebillions of children, through three gdaxies, stting down every morning to do their lessonswith the

edcomputer. Out of al those billions, only one thousand can be chosen to study with aliving Teacher, to
be in classrooms with other Students, to go to school, red school. They say now that | will be one of the
thousand. They say that aplace will be set aside for me so that when | reach the age of sixteen | will



leave here and go to become one of the thousand.

We shall see. Perhaps| will not continue to do so well. Perhaps the edcomputer will stop sending
through the profiles marked MULTIVERSITY POTENTIAL TOP PRIORITY and send the other kind
... SATISFACTORY. Or COULD DO BETTER WORK IF MORE EFFORT WAS PUT FORTH.
Or A VERY STUBBORN AND DISPLEASING CHILD—PUNISHMENT INDICATED. And if
that happens, surely | will die, thistime, of heartbreak and disgrace. Only two more years, now, until |
am sixteen, and they are so sure that now | have been asked to keep the journa required of al
MULTIVERSITY POTENTIAL students. How would | fed at sixteen to be refused, to have the journa
taken away for study, for anadysis of my failure, to try to find out where the potentia went? They say that
amost never happens, that the edcomputers do not make mistakes, but | am afraid. | am afraid that
perhaps my fear indicates that thisis one of the rare mistakes. It seemsto methat | should be more
confident, somehow.

Mother will not spesk of it at dl. She sayswe must not. We must not count on my going to Multiversity;
we must assume | will grow up and marry one of the men chosen for me by the Citizen Pastor as
husband-candidates, and live out my lifein this Sector, in a bubble-house with two extruded
bedchambers and walls of a poi sonous mauve.

At the prospect | am sick and wesak and | fed my mind dull inits bony coverings and shrink into itself.
Y ou seethat | cannot afford the luxury of discouragement.

We are to write down everything we can, they say. The word they useis "copioudy"; we areto write
copioudy. The more we write, the better they can prepare for us our program of study, the better
utilization can be made of our potential as Students. | understand that and see it as an obligation, as does
the Citizen Pagtor, obvioudy, since he has released me from three hours of other dutiesto do thiswriting.

But | am growing tired. The writing process does not suit me. Numbers are my function, the €l egance of
them weaving in and out of their patterns, the beautiful names of them ... dodecahedron, tesseract,
tri-tesseract-anapsis, cube and line, sneand root ... | have alanguage made only of numbers and their
grave and delightful names, and its grammar isformed of its own fitness, without need for al thisfat that
you have when you ded with words. Words are doppy, untidy, flopping-about things, and | didike and
disrust them.

But | must set down here what happened yesterday at our house, it ismy duty to do so. It wassuch a
grange thing, and well worth noting.

Just before the noon tea, when | was in the kitchen-alcove trying to coax our cranky old Nutrirobot to
produce something fit for human beingsto eet, there was afeding that came suddenly and encircled our
house. Like aquesting ... like something seeking us out and warning us of its coming.

My mother went quickly to let Drussa Silver in, where she stood waiting at our stone-framed door, and
shedid not seemin the least afraid. | was afraid, because it is very near to treason to have that woman in
ahouse of the Old Faith, but of course a Singer need not fear anything or anyone. Still, my hands were
cold and my breath camefast in my throat; and if my mother had not told me sharply to stay wherel
was, | would have run out of the house.

Sheiscdled Drussa Siver, but sheisawoman of gold, not silver. Sheistall and dender and has
glowing brown silken skin that draws your fingerstoward it, you want so badly to touch it. Sheworea
tunic of pale whest color with aborder of the deep green the Shavvies use so much—the color of the
giant fernsthey border their dancing-circleswith—and her feet were bare, her gold-brown hair in two



thick braidslike al the Shavvy women. And she was beautiful, of abeauty that made the air about her
beautiful and shed light on our housawalls and was like anote of musicin the rooms. My mother is
beautiful only when she Sings, but this woman was Singing just by her presence, and beautiful in and of
hersdf.

She camein and sat down on the stone ledge beside our front door, and for afew minutes she said
nothing, only looked around her, looking at me where | stood frozen in the kitchen acove, and looking at
my mother, who was calmly looking right back.

YOU ARE THE SINGER, she said then, her mindvoice cool and scented of the black |oam benesth the
nishia-bellatrees. My face went hot and | gasped aoud, because only prostitutes behave in that way, but
my mother answered asif mindspeech were as common in our house as bread and takkafruit.

I AM ONE SINGER OF MANY, shesaid, and | blushed for her.

YOU ARE THE ONE WHO ISNEEDED, ANALY N, said Drussa Silver, and my mother's eyes
widened, and she said, NEEDED? AND HOW AM | NEEDED?

There was amindsound of wind and water, an image of iris unfolding purple and crisp and flecked with
gold fur at the throat, spiked green leaves studded with dew, and Drussa Silver spoke again.

ANALYN OF FRA, WHEN THE TIME COMES YOU WILL KNOW.

| AM NOT NOBLY BORN, said my mother. | AM A COMMON WOMAN OF THE COMMON
PEOPLE. | SERVE THEM AND THE NOBLE FAMILIESIN THE ONLY WAY | KNOW.

Drussa Silver smiled then, and for thefirst time she spoke aoud.
"Nobility," shesaid, "isan inner thing. It has nothing to do with bloodlines and marriages.”
"What will be asked of me? And by whom?'

| saw now that my mother was beginning to be afraid, and thewalls closed in around me. Sheismy

rock, and | had never seen her afraid of anything before—not even when the deadly snakes came after
the last seaflood and our floor was dive with them. Drussa Silver raised one hand beside her face, her
fingersarranged in the Teacher's gesture, though sheisno Teacher. "Thereisan ancient ling," she said
softly. "Of one unto whom much is given, much shal be required. The equilibrium of the universe doesthe
requiring, Analyn of Fra, that the delicate life-bal ances may be maintained.”

This| understood; it is mathematical. However, | have yet to seeit demonstrated in the world around
me. Everything is given to the noble families, of whom very littleisrequired.

She spoketo me, then. "You, child,” she said, "you will help your mother. There are days coming soon
when she will be at the storm's center, and only she will have some power over the forcesthat shake this
world. When that time comes she will need you beside her, and when you go away, she will need your
learning and your thoughts. It isa solemn obligation, and it will be heavy upon you.”

| could not help what | did, | fell to my knees before her because her eyes compelled me, and | heard
the indrawn hiss of my mother's bregth. We of the Old Faith knedl only to the Sun, and to no human
born—not even to the Reverend RabbiPastor. But | had no more power than a creature struck down,
and | wasglad to knedl.



"That wasachegp trick," said my mother, lashing out a the holy woman, "and it isagood thing you use
it onachild! Only achild would beimpressed.”

| saw alook cross Drussa Silver'sface, alook of sorrow and of one heavily burdened; and then, whilel
looked out from behind my trembling hands, she turned those eyes on my mother.

It was aswell that | was knedling dready, for | would have falen in any case. The room waswhirling
around me. My mother grasped the frame of the door and held it, and | saw the cords stand out in her
throat, saw her whole body shudder as she fought the swirling of power al about us, and | heard her cry
out in despair. And then she kndlt, too, compelled as | had been, Analyn the Singer on her knees before
thiswoman who had come to tear away the accustomed fabric of our lives.

It stopped, as awind ceases sometimes to blow, and it was Drussa Silver who went to her knees,
beside my mother. Her voice was like cool water on aburn, and she spoke close to my mother's ear so
that | could scarcely hear.

"I must show you something,” she said. "'l must, because you are going to be sorely needed, and because
you are the only one strong enough to beer it. | am going to show you what isredl, Andyn the Singer, so
that you will remember it forever, and o that this dream-structure set up by human beings cannot ever
again confuseyou."

My mother was trembling. | could not bear to see her so; when Drussa Silver sood uplranto my
mother and put my arms around her to still her shivering.

LOOK THERE, said the holy woman, AND LOOK WELL.

My mother's body went rigid as tonein my arms, and | saw her eyes grow wide and a distance comein
them. My heart pounded in me, but hers had stopped at what she saw.

Asfor me, | saw nothing, because the world tipped once and went black around me. | heard my mother
say—or perhaps| heard her Sng—"Forgive me," and then the words of the woman called Silver, in my
mind.

ITISI WHO MUST BE FORGIVEN, FOR THE THINGS THAT | HAVE NO CHOICE BUT TO
DO.

And then | knew nothing more. When | came to mysdlf | was on my bed, and my mother bending over
me, and Drussa Silver had left our house.

When | tried to spesk, Mother hushed me. "Truly," she said, "now isatime when you must keep silence,
child."

| do not know wheat to think of al this. A Singer is not humbled by anything ordinary. And yet Drussa
Silver isaknown sorceress, awoman who has tempted millions of our people away from the Old Faith
with her trickery. All of us know the tricks a person of strong psibility can play on others, and the Silver
woman wasfor dl the years of her childhood at the Communipath Creche, apotential candidate for the
post of message-channd to Three Gaaxies. Who knows what sort of deviltry she may not have learned
there? And it isknown that she was released from the Creche as unfit for service, surely asign of great
wickedness—though when she was near me | thought only that she was holy.



| am going back to my equations, where things behave as they ought to behave, and where onething
follows from another in elegance and rigor. My mother will not spesk of the Silver'svisit, or of what
happened. She said only, "I am bruised of spirit ... " and has said nothing since. Shetalks of our house,
and of my behavior, and sometimes she speaks of the small garden we keep along our side window. She
gpends much time walking, high in the nishia-bella trees, even when the upper branches arelost in fog and
rain; and she comes home soaked through to the flesh, with alook in her eyesthat | have never seen
before.

| can only wait and see what will cometo pass.
Chapter Seven

Y ouwill maintain inyour reportsat dl times the cumbersome style developed by the linguistics
computers through andysis of the educationa literature of 20th-century Old Earth. This style, which was
characterized by an amogt totd lack of semantic content, lendsitself superbly to adaptation for coded
messages. (In addition, sinceit is used nowhere elsg, it servesto identify agents messagesin caseswhere
they arelost, misplaced, or stolen.)

—Manud of the Tri-Galactic Intelligence Service, p. 4

FILE: 1304.a, Segment 2

TOPIC: MISSION FREEWAY, Initid Report
FROM: Citizen Coyote Jones

TO: TRI-GALACTIC INTELLIGENCE SERVICE

GALCENTRAL, STATION FIVE (MARS-CENTRAL) DATE: Novemberthird 3030

1. 1 arrived on Freeway one week ago, shortly after dawn, and was landed by Hook, an exotic touch
which was somehow not included in my briefing for thismisson. Asaresult, my mood on landing lacked
the cheery perfection my friends ordinarily associate with me, and there might well have been an
unfortunate interga actic incident. (This eventudity was aborted by the accidenta item that my first
on-planet contact was a computer rather than a Citizen.) No doubt stepswill be taken in the future to
prevent this sort of dangerousfailure to supply much needed information to agents at their pre-mission
briefings

2. | was met by one Agamen Horta Cady, amember of the noble family living in Castle Olyon, Sector
Five ("sector" being both apalitical and a geographica divison of this planet), and was taken by himto a
meseting with the chief religious officia of Freaway. This personageis Agamen'ssister Fara, officidly
known as the Reverend Rabbi-Pastor Sarah Dorcas Elimalek. The woman appearsto be of venerable
age, despite the effects of cosmetic injections, and is clearly in aposition of significant power. The
mesting proceeded satisfactorily, and | will provide full details upon my return.

3. The politica dtuation on this planet is one of the Standard Modes—a class-dtratified society with a
group of "noblefamilies’ at thetop, aclassof civil servantscaled "fedtors’ inthe middle, and amass



composed of everybody else at the bottom. The government is pseudo-parliamentarian; thereis a Red
Council, representing the nobility, aBlue Council, representing the fedltors, and a Green Council
representing the average citizen. Aswould be expected in this primitive M ode, the power is concentrated
in the Red Council, although there appears to be no overt oppression of the lower classes. The planet is
divided into eight Sectors (see #2 above), of roughly equal size, each ruled by one of the noble families.
Details are provided at the end of thisreport.

4. Each noble family has acastlein the capitd city of its sector, in which theimmediate family and
innumerable relatives make their resdence. Outside the castle proper, but withinitswalls, are the homes
of thefedtors. Outsde the castle walsthe rest of the population is housed in settlements ranging from
small villagesto cities of 50,000 or more. (Freeway is, as noted in extant documents, aplanet of very low
population dengity, astuation not surprising in view of (1) the great difficulty of clearing the nishia-bella
grovesto provide land for expansion, and (2) the fact that thereis essentidly only one habitable
continent. However, since the beauty of the planet lives up to the extravagant clams made for it in
Classified File 10738942, this Situation obvioudy will not outlast the cancdllation of its Novice Planet
gtatus. The oceans which occupy most of the planet surface will obvioudy support thousands of floating
buckmingters, and | am certain that the immigrants to settle the buckmingters would be in the millions. The
current population of Freeway is not going to appreciate this growth, and the anticipation of its happening
will certainly create greet difficulties and delays when termination of Novice status begins. Please see that
the rlevant fedbureaus are derted.)

5. A brief architectural remark. The "castles' are a paradigm example of tradition in conflict with
progress. On the outside, they are straight out of the ancient Grimm texts, complete with turrets, moats,
drawbridges, thelot. There are dmost five hundred separate roomsin Castle Olyon, for example, and |
amtold that it isnot the largest of the eight castles. Inside, however, these buildings are like luxury
scientific spacdiners, with every need supplied by computers and various servomechanisms. The entire
"gaff" for such acastle, which must once have involved grest numbers of citizens under the supervison of
thefedltors, now congsts of a single human being known as the Castle Economist. | was not alowed to
take photographs, of course, but when | return | will be able to provide datafor smulationsto be
prepared by our art people.

Thefedtorslivein g-i bubble houses, in the usua depressing colors and styles, as do the masses. The
only gpparent differenceisthat every fedtor homeisasingle-family dwelling, while most of the lower
rank livein multiple-family communa housing. | have not yet been ableto learn whether thisis obligatory,
ameatter of choice, or keyed to theincome of the individual.

6. | have now been given housing in one of the guest houses attached to Castle Fra, in the sector where
Drussa Silver isat thistime operating. | have suffered through the usua introductory round of partiesand
receptions and tours—at none of which, the Light be praised, have | encountered any real expert in
Reigion—and | now anticipate that | will be able to begin observing the Shavvies, and Drussa Silver,
directly. The noble contingent have made arrangements for me to be accepted, apparently without
question, by the people Citizen Silver leads. (I will of course not learn until | actudly try it whether there
iSsgoing to be res stance to my "scholarly investigation.” At least none was expressed to the nobles, but
that probably means just about as much asit would in any society of this primitive type.)

It isimportant, by theway, that the filesin the relevant bureaus be atered to show that the name given
thisgroup in my briefing—"Silverites'—is not correct, and isatypica administrative error. The group are
properly caled Shavvies, Panglish-phonemicaly /shatviyz/. Theterm "shavvy" itsdf isan old dang word
meaning "fruitpicker,” from the historical period of Old Earth just before al human agricultural workers
were replaced by agrirobots. | would suggest that inquiries be made by the Federa Bureau of Linguistics
with regard to the possible relationship between the word "shavvy™ and the Old Panglish proper name



"Chavez," which occurs severd timesin ancient manuscripts of this group.

7. The Shavvies have been alowed to function undisturbed on Freeway for countlessyears, exactly as|
was advised in my briefing. Their existence as athrest to the established culture, however, which has
developed only recently with the emergence of thiswoman Drussa Siiver, isin no way mysterious or
obscure, asfollows: dl members of the establishment religion, abranch of Neo-Judaeo-Chrigtianity
cdled (asusud) the Old Faith, pay atithe of THIRTY PER CENT of their incometo the church. (The
"Church" being, of course, the noble families.) The sudden and massive defection of citizensto the
Hawsesis not athreet to therdigion, it is Smply—excuse my departure from the style of the Officid
Manua For Preparation Of Officid Reports—playing hell with the treasury.

8. | have only just begun to accumulate data about the Shavvies, dthough | have naturdly read al the
materials provided to me by the Dean a Multiversity Two. Onefact that appearsto be sufficiently
griking to report at this early date, however, isthat one of the defining characteristics of thereligionisan
advanced development in telekinesis. (Thisis of course an additiond similarity between the Shavvies and
the Maklunites—see RB Publication 67.3, Chapter 14, for details.) It introduces a complication of some
importance, snce my task here is—basically—to catch Drussa Silver faking a"miracl€’ in order to
provide some basisfor the charge that sheisviolating Gaactic Regulation Seventeen. All of the Shavvies
apparently walk on water, disappear and appear by salf-teleportation, toss things around by power of
the mind aone, and so on. Interestingly enough, they contend that thisis perfectly ordinary human
behavior, apart of Drussa Silver's teachings on the proper function mode for human beings.

Now, given these conditions, I'm not quite sure what will congtitute a"faked miracle." | will assume, for
the moment, that what | am looking for is something done by the dleged lady avatar that everyone
around me appears to see happening while | see nothing. If this does not seem to TGIS an adequate way
to proceed, please advise a once. But it is crucid that the techniques this woman usesin her teaching be
made available to the gaff at the Communipath Creche and perhaps to the mass-edcomputer staffs
throughout the Federation. If sheis able to increase the telekinetic abilities of these people so dradtically,
when they are not Factor Q individuals but ordinary people with ordinary psihilities, think what the same
techniques might develop in the highly gifted! | suggest that this be given top priority.

9. Further reportswill be forthcoming as soon as | have gathered sufficient data.

END OF REPORT

PERTINENT DATA FOR INCORPORATION IN FILES:

CASTLE SECTOR FAMILY
CadleFra One Kelyr
Cadle Able Two Minora
Cadle Tenassdle Three Bass

CadleHight Four Asoddyr



Cadtle Olyon Hve Cady

Cadtle Bernadette of PauSx Manoux-Gerardain
Cadle Hdix Seven Smythe
Cadle Guthrie Eight Begaye

NOTE ONE: Why the hell was| not advised that mindspeech isthe primary taboo on this planet? Y ou
think that'sfunny?1 don'. | didn't think the surprise Hook landing was funny either.

NOTE TWO: No doubt you have by now been advised of my brief detour to the Planet Gaoraon. |
sncerdly hope my performance there was satisfactory to everyone?

* k% %

Darling Retha,

I'm glad now that | didn't try to bring you dong, love. Thistrip hasturned out to be alot more exciting
than | had thought it would be, and some of it wouldn't have been pleasant for you. I'm sorry, though,
that you can't seethe planet where | am staying, because it's beautiful. Can you imagine trees so big that
peopleridelittle animals, like donkeys, along their branches? And not just children like yoursdlf,
darlin—nhere the grown-ups spend as much time up in the trees as they do on the ground. When | get
home I'll tell you dl about it.

I've been spending my time with interesting people ... though | expect you'll be ashamed to hear that |
spend most of my time on the ground. I'm not comfortable wandering around hundreds of feet up inthe
ar without so much asastring to hold on to. They tell me nobody ever fdls, and that's nice. But | keep
thinkinglmight, and that's not.

Anyway, yesterday | was watching a group of these people working in a Shavvy garden. (They're very
polite about |etting me follow them around and watch the things they do.) They were using ol d-fashioned
pyro-ceramic hoes, hand toals, thingslike that. So what do | do? (Care to guess?) Right. My best
Ugly-Firg-Gaaxer act. | made alittle speech about how much more efficient it would beif they'd use
power toolslike everybody else on their planet does, or the servomechanismsthat are al over the place.
And alot of other things along the sameline.

Wl they looked at me, and they looked at each other. Asl said, they're very polite, and they set down
their hoes and folded their hands, and then the hoes started racing up and down therows dl by
themselves. The vegetables came flying out into baskets, the baskets |oaded themselvesinto
wheslbarrows, and the whedlbarrows took off for the storage buildings. Me, I'm standing there watching
al this, but | fill didn't get it—I was thinking about some kind of new fancy gadget—so they made it
absolutely clear for me. They picked me up, dumped me into awheelbarrow, raced me up and down a
row or two, and then unloaded me back where I'd been standing. All without ever coming near me, or



laying afinger on me. All very gently. The point—which | finaly got—wasthat if they were after
efficiency, they sure didn't need any machinesto help them get it. | felt pretty slly and pretty stupid, but it
wasinteresting.

And I've met agirl named Ddliven, only five years older than you, that I'm anxiousto talk to you about.
She's something like achild, and something like a princess, and some like something | can't figure out a
al. Maybe you'll be ableto help me.

I'm bringing you a present, just because | love you, and I'm bringing Tzana Kai a present for putting up
with you while | am away. If I'min agood mood, | may even bring apresent or two for your gaza
hounds. You tell TzanaKai hello for me, and do the best you can to be a satisfactory person, even
without me around to be your modd. (Don't tell TzanaKai | said that!)

Blessyou, love ... Coyote
Chapter Eight

Once upon atime there was awoman who believed that the Sun rose when her husband got up in the
morning, and that it set when he came homefor his evening medl. The husband was careful to time his
activitiesto fit her belief, dthough he often found it very inconvenient.

At lagt, as one might have expected, aday came when the husband was unavoidably delayed and did
not come home until amost five o'dlock in the morning. To his astonishment, he found thet al the flowers
in hisfront garden were shriveled and dead. He went around to the back of the house and found that his
vegetables were in the same condition.

"Wifel Wifd" he shouted, wringing his handsin hisdistiress. " Some terrible plague has struck our
gardens during the night!" The woman looked a him in amazement, shaking her head. "Why, husband,”
she asked mildly, "what did you expect, with the Sun blazing down on them dl night long?"

—Shavvy teaching fable

It had been avery pleasant week indeed. Coyote had enjoyed himsdlf thoroughly. The Shavvy woman
assigned to him as guide had taken him everywhere, and shown him everything, and they had gotten
along like old friends. She had taken him to see a Shavvy adtar-maker at work and had sat with him
explaining each step of the process, from the rough hewing of the block of nishia-bellawood, and the
hollowing out of apart of the top to hold earth for the planting of the giant fern, to the carving of the
Shavvy emblem in high relief on the dtar's front face. She had explained the emblem to him—it wasthe
Tree and the Web, aong which one Searched and did one's Choosing—and once it was pointed out to
him, he saw that it was everywhere—even scratched on the Castle walls.

She had taken him to a Shavvy breskfast in the forest and encouraged him to join in the grave and
elegant circle-dances that followed. When he had tripped over his own big feet she had laughed, but she
had held his hand tightly and stayed with him when he began again.

She had told him Shavvy stories, pleasant fables about the adventures of piousfoolsal cometo grief in
the end, or puzzle stories where one meaning was hidden inside another and that one in yet another until
his head ached. She had sung him Shavvy songs; long, intricate balads that told stories or hid the
ingructions for the Shavvy telekinetic techniques, and smple hymns of utter ecstasy.



She had taken him down to the ocean's edge to it on the sand and watch while Drussa Silver,
surrounded by dozens of her flock in holiday tunics, had danced those same circle-dancesfar out on the
surface of the waves, as unconcerned by the fathoms of water beneath their feet as he was by the tons of
earth on which he stood. He had sat fascinated, watching them, too awed even for envy, thinking how
like magnificent great birds of plumage they looked, dipping and bending among thewavesin their tunics
of emerad green and degpest azure blue. When the sun struck them, gold shattered against them again
and again, likeagong of light, and broke into amillion coin-flecks on the water.

He had even tried, when his guide teased him, to go out onto the water himsdlf, and had gotten
thoroughly soaked in the course of hisfoolishness, so that both he and the woman had findly rolled
helpless with laughter through the surf like children and ended up on the beach covered with salt and sand
and ropes of seaweed. They had been miserable when it dl dried out, his hair and beard had been likea
helmet of itching brass, and he had never had so welcome a bath as the one that followed that expedition.
But it had been worth it.

Everything about their time together had been addight, up to this moment. He had learned enormous
amounts about the Shavvies, solemnly taking miles and miles of scholarly notes, he had had tremendous
fun, and he had not had one moment's unease. Up to this moment. Now he stood and stared at her, and
he had no ideawhat he was going to do next.

It wasn't that he was unaccustomed to having women ask him to take them to bed. He wasfully
accustomed to that. He was accustomed to giving astraightforward yes or astraightforward no, and
when it was yes he was accustomed to seeing to it that they didn't regret having asked him. What he was
not accustomed to was hemming and hawing and shuffling hisfeet like aten-year-old caught wetting his
bed, which was what he was doing now.

"Citizen," the woman said to him, her face betraying her own bewilderment at his behavior, "whatever is
the matter?'Y ou need only say no, and well spend this evening in another way. It's not important, my
friend—don' distress yourself so!"

Coyote swallowed hard and tried to think of some graceful way to do this. Worst of al wastheideathat
she might be feding that he just pure and smply didn't want her, and that wasn't true. She was alovely
lady, and he was honored by her invitation. But there was a certain problem of sdf-image here that
wasn't easy for him to handle.

"Citizen?" she asked wonderingly. "Have | offended you? Perhaps your customsin these matters are
different ... "

And that did it. Be-damned with his self-image; he couldn't have her thinking she wasin someway at
fault.

"Look here" hesaid dowly, "I'm honored. I'm ddlighted. Y ou must redlize that loving you would be such
apleasurefor me... The problemisnot inwhat | want to do, but inwhat | am ableto do.”

He saw her eyebrows go up, and went on hadtily.

"No, no," he assured her, "it'snot likeit sounds. The difficulty is ... blast it al, Norda, I'm too old and
too set in my waysto take up loving ladiesin a synthowood box seven by five by three-and-a-half feet!
Not only am | not sure I'm capable of the gymnasticsinvolved, I'm not sure that claustrophobiawouldn't
put an end to the whole thing before it even got started. Thereve been afew episodesin deegping bagsin



my time, and one interesting sequence in arocket gectopod, but in al those cases | was out under the
open sky, you see. Confined, yes, but confined in the open. This other businessis something—"

She was laughing, and he didn't blame her. He sounded like a comset massplay, with somefool dithering
about not being in the mood unless the bedsheets were pink.

"I know," he said miserably. "I do know how ridiculousit sounds, but do you redly want to chanceit?
Assuminglhavethe guts even to try after dl this preliminary speechmaking?'

She stepped right up to him, took his hands, and drew him close, her eyes dancing.
"Coyote Jones," she said, "you are worrying about a non-problem.”

"l assureyou—"

"Stop!"

He stopped.

"Do youthink," she asked, dtill laughing, "that we Shavvies deep in those grotesque banks of furniture
drawers? We don't use the degping-dots, Citizen, we segp on mats on our floors, if the weather is bad,
and out of doorsdl therest of thetime.”

"But wait ... " Coyote pulled away from her and held her off gently so that he could think. "What about
the ferns?' he demanded. "What about the infamous narcotic fumesthey give off a night, driving the
deeper mad? | don't think 1'd be much use in an oxygen mask, ether, friend, if you want to know the
truth."

"That'sal nonsense," she said. "A talethey tell for children and the ignorant. There's no danger from the
ferns—they give off nothing but their own pure essence and perfume. The only drugged air on this planet
isthat piped into the deeping-dots.”

"You'rejoking!"

"Not at dl." She chuckled and moved back into the circle of hisarms, burying her face against her chest.
"Theair in the deeping-dotsis provided by the centra computers as apublic utility, and isan integra part
of the government's birth-control program. It contains an anaphrodisiac, to keep the population down."

He couldn't believeit. He looked down at the top of her head, took ahandful of thick dark braids, and
tugged gently. "Y ou arejoking," he said again.

"I'mnot," shesad firmly. "Liewith me, Citizen, and we lie under the sars, out in the forests. Now
answer meyesor no, plesse.”

He thought of the miserable nights he'd already spent, shut up like asardine in a synthowood can. He
thought of what he might have missed had she not been awoman of such good sense and patience. And
he gave her afervent yes and followed her off into the sunset, full of a high good humor and ready for
whatever might need doing.

Chapter Nine



There once was an agent from Saturn

Whose powerful brains made his hat burn;

While the fire-robots sprayed,

HisBureau Chief prayed,

"May his scap ways more fireproof than that learn!”
—Anonymous (naturaly), circa 2929;

often shouted in unison a the end of TGIS staff parties

He should have known. He redlized that, afterward, when it wastoo late. If he'd done his homework
properly, read every word of the Shavvy holy books as he ought to have done, hed have had plenty of
warning. Asit was, hed only skimmed alot of it—especidly that portion called the Book of
Prophecies—because there were few things that bored him much more than religious language.
Laziness—that'sdl it had been—and he had nobody but himsdlf to blame.

Well, perhaps not entirely himsdlf. There was, after dl, the fact that thiswhole assgnment was entirely
outsde his sphere of ether training or experience. He was no scholar, athough he could manage the
jargon of officia reports, after afashion, and he was no diplomat. His ordinary way of doing a
mission—and he was damn good at it—was to throw his mind around and subdue unruly nuisances. All
this study and subtlety ... it was like asking him to join aballet troupe and convince them that hewasa
bdlerina

What had done him in had been the announcement at the beginning of the Shavvy worship service. Hed
been there in the flesh, observing, knedling at the back of the group in the hope of being alittle less
conspicuous back there. He could have put on a Shavvy tunic and that would have disguised him
somewhat; but it would have been highly suspicious, since the idea of anyone not wanting to be
recognized as a Student wastotdly ridiculous. When only one thousand people out of trillionsare
alowed to play a particular role, and when new places open in that thousand only when one of the
previous thousand completes the course and leaves, you are either proud to be one of the group or you
areout of your mind.

And even if held beenin Shavvy garb it probably wouldn't have helped that much. It was summer, and
nobody was wearing the hooded robes, so his hair and beard would have been right out therein front,
advertising his presence. Step right thisway, folks, and see the Propheciesfulfilled!

He had till not had an opportunity to observe Drussa Silver at close range, dthough held arrived at a
dozen places just intimeto see her leave. Hoping that she might turn up at the worship-service, and
feding that since she wasn't scheduled to be there she might be, held gone to the largest service held been
ableto find within walking distance of Castle Fra.

The leader of the service, aman about his own age, had stepped to the middle of the spiral and raised
his hands for attention. "Today," he said doud, "our service will be alittle different than usud. We have
with us aguest who is mind-deaf; he could not follow our worship in mindspeech. Asacourtesy to him,
then, wewill worship doud thisday."



Not one head turned to look at him. Not one eye turned to stare at the freak in their midst, although they
had to have known that he was the guest, the way he stood out in his tattoos. They had gone right on
looking at the leader of the service,

They'd started with a passage he recognized. It was the Shavvy Creed, chanted in unison, and like dl
such sequences of language, so far as he was concerned it was essentialy without meaning, full of
ponderous gobbledygook. A kind of heavy-breathing pompous paradoxical wordstuff that put you to
deep with its opacity. The sun spattered down through the nishia-bella above their heads, and the giant
ferns swayed in the wind, and hewaslulled and vulnerable. "I am a Child of Light," it began.

"Therefore,

| have the power to Search.

Trees of probability make up my life;

| have the power of Search adong their branches.

| amaChild of Light.

Therefore,

| have the power to Choose.

Webs of chance make up my life;

| have the power to Choose among their pathways.

Every Choice begets another Choice.

| anaChild of Light.
Therefore,
itismy role to move with power dong the time-trees,

aong the golden space-webs that span time.

ToacChild of Light, nothing can smply "happen.’
Not to one whose eyes Search, and whose mind Chooses,

for truly such aone creates the passing days



and isruled by neither space nor time nor any living
cregture,

nor by any phantom of the spirit,

nor by emptiness.”

They'd just begun the find line, "Come then, and make your place here, & my side,” and he was very
nearly adeep, what with the heavy scent of the ferns, and the hypnotic golden patterns of the leaf-broken
sunlight, and the birdcalls, and the droning recitation of the sacred gibberish, when he redlized that a
group of young boys had moved in to block him off from the rest of the group. After that, things
happened so rapidly that he had no clear memory of their sequence. There had been a sensation of rapid
flight, aview of treesaround him, and then he had begun to spin, faster and faster and faster yet, until the
world had blurred, and gone black ...

He certainly should have known. The relevant verse was right there in the book, for anyoneto read.
Chapter 7, Verse 13. "And acripple will come from another world," it read, "and hisbeard shal be the
color of fire. Hewill wear the garments of one who desiresto learn, but hismind will be like a stone, and
his coming shall be asign and a potent of great sorrow unto the Children of Light." And there he stood, in
his Student disguise, red beard flaming away, while his mind-deafness was announced to the group
assembled. 1t would have been quicker and less complicated to have just jumped off the edge of Harvard
and terminated his assgnment right there.

For along time—eons of time—he wasincredibly busy, while Crestion rippled around him and helay
fascinated withitsleast detall.

He was wrapped in arainbow, and there were choirs singing to him; except that they sang not notes of
sound, but chords of color, and the colors were not ones he had seen before in this universe. From time
to time bevies of slver birds circled round him, their wings the windblown prairiesfor enormous herds of
tiny jeweled horses no bigger than his thumb, pounding up over the mountains of birdbacks and down the
other sde, with their spangled bridlestrailing through the silver fegthers ... from time to time, asthe birds
flew close, they would make charming legps from the birdsinto his beard and galop down onto his chest,
wherethey tickled ddightfully. He could not move—he had misplaced his body somewhere and was
continualy in the process of melting and flowing, but that didn't bother him. Nothing bothered him—not
the pyramids of golden roses that formed with a single magnificent burst, not the glorious and beautiful
women who melted and flowed right aong with him and told him curious ancient talesthat he was
convinced contained the secrets of the universe. Not the cliff that he became and over which ariver
flowed, crashing into the depths below and breaking up into something not-quite-spray and
not-quite-flower and not-quite-notes, only to race up the cliff and flow over it again. Not the voice that
gpoke to him from out of awhirlwind of scarlet cinnamon-smell in the key of E minor, and whose words
were as Soft upon his not-flesh as milkweed down.

None of it bothered him. He had awonderful time and enjoyed himsdlf hugely. He could have spent the
rest of hislife (or whatever it was) doing just what he was doing (or whatever it was) without the dightest
regrets. Even being sucked backward at the speed of stars out into blinding golden light and tossed again
and again into infinite space didn't bother him. He laughed, and bounced from star to star, and waited to
be tossed just one moretime.

It was not until it was dl over that he began to fed uncomfortable, and even then hewas not al that
uncomfortable. He woke up in adrawer just big enough for one-and-a-haf people, between two clean



sheets, with hisloin-cloth and al histattoos and his shoes neatly hung in asmal net bag on ahook beside
hisfeet. Before he discovered that the drawer had atop and that it was only a couple of feet over his
head, hetried to Sit up, and the resulting thump brought a sudden scurry of feet, followed almost
immediately by the drawer diding out into an enormous room and its Side dropping to admit the young
woman who had undoubtedly saved him from an intergalactic incident to end dl intergaactic incidents.

She did in beside him and touched him in half adozen places with asmdl crystd rod, each touch causing
atone to sound and provoking a satisfied nod from her.

"Good," shesad crigply, giving him alook of quaified gpprovad, "you are sufficiently recovered to get up
and discussthis disgraceful Situation.”

She blurred for amoment and then did into focus, and he recognized her at once.
"You," hemarveled, "are—"

"Ddiven Kdlyr," she said, chopping him off in mid-phrase. "Y es, indeed. Y ou met me at the Cadtle
Reception just after your arriva in the Sector, and | found your conversation of someinterest, snce | had
not met an offworlder before, much less a Student. That, however, does not explain or excuse your
behavior sncewe met, Citizen.”

His behavior. He thought about it. That might involve anumber of things. Rape. Murder. Robbery. He
might have goneto the center of City Fraand driven the populace mad collectively. Or he might have
been more sdlective and driven only the various government officials mad by convincing them that they
were lemmings and must fleeinto the sea.... Under the circumstances, he felt that silence wasthe only
possible course, and he contented himself with clearing his throat and looking as innocent—and as
weak—as possible.

Ddliven Kdlyr dipped out of the drawer as neetly as she had dipped in, and leaned over to deliver her
parting message. "Y our clothing isthere at your feet,” she said, "and | would appreciateit if you would
put it on. You are quite clean, | assureyou, as | have been taking excellent care of you during your ...
episode ... but if you fed the need of any kind of refurbishment, itisavailable. You areina
guest-chamber—rarely used, thank the Rings—in Castle Fra, and there isatiringroom just to your right
as you reach the chamber door. | will wait for you in the antechamber. Please be prompt.”

And she was gone.
When hejoined her, the ground still ssemingly rippling under hisfeet, she was seated a adesk inthe

antechamber with her hands folded nestly in her lap and an expression of restrained irritation on her face.
He dipped into the chair facing her, noted that she had provided coffee, and waited for whatever was

going to happen next.

"Well, Citizen," she said at once, "1 assume that you would like to know what you have been doing for
the past day or two."

He looked humble. He positively radiated humility. A day or two? Great spacehulls.... grest galloping
thunder-turtles—a day or two!

"Yes, please” hesad.

She whipped amicrofiche from the pocket of her skirt and looked at it, whipped it right back, and told



him al about it. "Y ou werefound,” she said, "in my persond deeping-dot, when | returned from evening
worship night before last. Y ou were wearing dl your clothing, your arms were covered with the
glowstamps from the most disgusting of our nightspots and bars, you reeked of liquor—very chesp
liquor—and you were so far gonethat | strongly doubt this universe even grosdy represented your
location.”

n I_II

"Silence!" she sngpped. "I am not through, and you are scarcely in aposition to quibble.”

"Yes, Young Citizen," he said meekly.

"Have you any idea how you got to my rooms?' she asked.

"None whatsoever."

The corners of her lipstwitched, and she stared down at the desk, but her voice wasicy.

"Don't you think that'savery unlikely story, Citizen Jones?"

"My last memory," he said carefully, "is of being present at a Shavvy worship service. That may be
difficult to believe, but it isthe truth.”

She looked a him then, her eyes dancing. She was going to be a beautiful woman when she grew up ...
when her body grew up to match her mind, that is. There was nothing childlike about the mind that wasin
that small golden head.

"I do believe you, Citizen," shesaid. "I redly do. And you will be pleased to hear that you were brought
here by agroup of five boys, the oldest of whom was fifteen years of age. They got past the computer by
the smple expedient of pouring chocolate syrup into the vent guarding this area of the Cadtle ... not the
kind of thing one expectsto have to guard againgt, and therefore very clever of them. Chocolate syrup!”

She chuckled then, and it was clear to Coyote that she was not redly frightened by thisgap in the
Castle's security system.

"What, exactly, were they up to?" he hazarded.

"Theideawasto cause an intergalactic scandd,” she said demurely. "Y ou were to be an offworlder who
got himsdf stinking drunk and decided to make free with the body of the daughter of Castle Fra, by
hiding yourself in my deeping-dot and pouncing on mewhen | cameto bed.”

"l don't pounce,”" said Coyote crosdy.

"They werelittle boys, Citizen," she rebuked him. "What image do you expect little boysto have of
sexua congress?'

Sexud congress?Coyote cleared histhroat again and looked at the ceiling.
"Citizen?"

"Yes, Citizen Kdlyr?'



"Would you look at me, please? That's better ... | didike having to speak to your beard and that gaudy
tropica ches."
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"Well, then. | understand what happened once they had you, Citizen Jones. Their ideawas not to do you
any physica harm, of course, but smply to embarrass you, tie you up in the intricacies of an interworld
diplomatic scandal, make sure that you would be unable to move about fredly for quite sometime, and
generaly create anuisance. The reason the plan failled is quite smple: first of dl, they gave you far too
much of the narcotic, so that instead of just keeping you euphoric and quiescent until | discovered you, it
sent you flying off into the never-nevers. Second, they overdid it, poor babies—nobody could put awvay
as much liquor as you were drenched in, or go as many places as you appeared to have gone, and till
have the ability to negotiate the Castle ramps and stairs to the deegping chambers. And findly, they
underestimated me severdly."

"That," said Coyote, "I can believe.”

"I was supposed to shriek, scream for my father, and faint dead away, | believe," she said dryly. "A kind
of behavior that occurs only in B-grade threedies on vice planets, or in the dreams of teen-age boys.”

It would not have been tactful to point out that she was, to his knowledge, only twelve hersdlf. Insteed,
he asked her what she had done, and sheticked it off for him on her fingers.

"One: | made sure the coast was clear to move you. Two: | got three carrying servomechanisms and
moved you into the least-used guestchamber. Three: | cleaned you up and made you as respectable as
was possible under the circumstances. Four: | obtained a medikit from our storerooms and made certain
that you werein no physica danger. Five: | reported to my mother, who took immediate stepsto get to
the bottom of the incident. Discreetly, of course. Six: | waited for you to cometo yourself again. And
hereweare.

Coyote sighed. It was not exactly something he could be proud of, being captured and bamboozled by a
pack of teenage religious fanatics.

"Mmmmm," hesad.

"Mmmmm? Y ou have nothing el se to say? We are holding the—uh, desperate characters—who
kidnapped you and brought you here. Would you like to confront them, Citizen?"

"Would | liketo what?'

"Citizen Jones" She was clearly exasperated with him now. "I should like to get this matter attended to,
if possble. If you are going to ingst on preferring charges, which it iswithin your right to do, | should like
to get onwith it."

"Isthat what your mother thinks | ought to do?"

"My mother has nothing to do with this, Citizen," shetold him, in the voice one usesto addressasmall

child who isbeing difficult in public. "Sheisavery busy woman, and she does not concern herself with
nonsense of thiskind."



Coyote took a deep breath and tried to concentrate.

"Dear Young Citizen," he said solemnly, "if thereisonething | want in dl thisuniverse, it isto not press
charges. The Light preserve me from having to press charges.”

"You're certain?’

"Oh, am| certain. Can't you see the headlines now? | can. 'Petulant Religious Expert Trussed and
Trounced by Child Fanatics on Interplanetary Junket. Scholars Shocked.' Oh, dear me, child, let's not do
thet."

"Y ou would not be comfortable with that."

"No. | would not. | would be so humiliated, and so degraded, and so much the laughingstock of Three
Gdaxies—"'

"Citizen Jones," she brokein, "Thereis something that | don't understand.”

"And that is?'

"How they got you unconsciousin the first place, so that they were able to inject the drugs, plaster you
with the nightclub stickers, and bring you here. Thereis an absolute Shavvy prohibition against
violence—how did they manage?'

Hetold her, and she burst into pealing laughter while he sat and turned redder and redder.

"They soun you, Citizen?' she crowed, choking with laughter. "They spun you! Oh, clever little boys, if
only they'd had brainsto back up their Shavvy tricks!"

"I'm glad they didn't," said Coyote gravely.

"They would have succeeded, you know," she said, looking suddenly serious, "if only they'd put you into
the bed of one of the cousins, or some silly fourteen-year-old servingwoman.”

"Probably."
"And you do not want to charge these boys?"

"No," hesaid. "Not for anything in the world would | have it known that a bunch of kids got the better of
melikethis Please”

"What about the consegquences of letting their despicable conduct go unpunished?”
"Letit," said Coyote. "Let usonly hopethey will not brag about it."

"Oh, we will seeto that," she assured him. "Set your mind at rest on that score. And | am plesased at
your decison.”

"Pleasd?!

"Y esindeed. Thereis more than one possible scanda here, you know, Citizen. Can you imagine another



headline? How about one on the subject of this Sector's alowing a poor innocent Student to be dragged
through the vice pots, disgraced, made a spectacle of, and generally degraded? What about our failure to
provide an offworlder—and a scholar at that, and therefore not likely to be accustomed to practical
precautions—with the kind of minimal protection we provide our native Citizens? We would not enjoy
that publicity any more than you would, Citizen."

He began to see, and he began to fed that he was going to survive this after al, blessher clever
kissngerian little heart.

"We are in agreement, then?' he asked.

"In total agreement.”

"l am grateful to you for saving my skin, and my image.”

"Y ou are quite welcome, Citizen. We are grateful to you for not bringing suit againgt us.”
"Suitagang you..."

She looked at him with the kind of grave and measuring attention he associated with medrobots
congdering the sick. He could hear the whedlswhirring in her brain, and then she spoke and madeit all
quite clear.

"Citizen Jones," she said gently, "you are most incredibly naive. It isonly because | am convinced that
you are dso incredibly sncerethat | am willing to explain to you that you assuredly have an excdllent
case againgt our government, if you cared to pursueit. It isour responsibility to protect offworlders, who
cannot be expected to be aware of the perils of our culture. | was prepared, and am still prepared, to
offer you a handsome settlement in exchange for your signature on an agreement not to sue. My mother
has authorized a very respectable sum for implementing that agreement.”

It was sad. Coyote thought about his own daughter, and tried to visudize her with al these burdens on
her shoulders, and he thought it was adamned shame. A child should be thinking of what gameto play
next, and what delightful investigation of its environment to make next. Not intergalactic diplomacy. He
was disgusted with asocid system that exploited achild in thisway and turned her into a precocious
bureaucrat and wielder of power.

"You are avery comely man, Citizen Student,” she said suddenly, distracting him. "If you are asclever as
you are comely, the women who lie with you must consider themsdvestruly fortunate.”

Coyote was startled, mostly to learn that she could still consider the possibility that he was clever. He
reviewed his pre-mission briefing on Freeway sexud customsin hishead ... PLANET FREEWAY::
Human Sexual Pattern 11-c, Variation 5, as he recalled. Which meant neither male nor female
dominance, sexud relations permitted from puberty and beyond, incest forbidden, homosexudity rare but
considered norma ... followed by alist of what the planetary guardians of moras considered to be
perversons. Mostly matters of physica postion, if hismemory served him right, and naturdly lacking the
one crucid item: that mindspeech was cons dered the perversion of perversions.

Shewas quick. "Thereisno need for darm, Citizen," she said, standing up to look at him sternly. "'l
would not burden astranger with aforma invitation from a daughter of Castle Fra; the diplomatic
ramifications would be too complicated. | smply believein giving credit where credit appearsto be due.”



"| agppreciate the compliment,” he said. "However undeserved.”
"Now," she said, "are you ready to go back to your investigation of Shavvy culture, Citizen?”

Coyote considered it. He held out one hand and watched it shake, put his foot down solidly on the floor
and felt it move, and shook his head.

"Not yet," he said. "I need another day to recuperate from that hell's brew they filled me with. Have you
asuggestion?'

Shefrowned dightly.
"Food, firg."
"By dl means”

"And then ... isthere perhaps something | could do for you? Other than rescuing you from the violence
of children, I mean? Have you seen our city? Have you toured the Castle?

Hehad it. "Thereis something you could do."
"Nameit."

"Y ou could take me shopping.”

"Shopping!”

"Exactly. | want to buy giftsto take home with me, and | don't know your city at al. Since weve struck
up an acquaintance ... after afashion ... would you take me around and hel p me choose something? Do
you have time? For that matter, would it be dlowed?"

"Allowed?'

She gave him one measuring glance and then shook her head asif his condition were too pitiful to
comment on. "Why," she asked, "should | not be alowed to do anything that | considered suitable?’

"There are planets,” Coyotetold her, "where agirl of twelve would have to ask permission to take an
offworld man on ashopping expedition.”

Deliven laughed softly, saying, "There are planets where the living process the bodies of their dead for
protein. There are planets where infants are raised in complete isolation for thefirst nine years of their
lives. There are planets where dl manner of abominations take place. Thisis not such aplanet.”

"Don't you have any rulesat al to mind, Y oung Citizen?"' Coyote asked, thinking of Rathaa twelve and
not sure he could face the prospect.

"Three," she said promptly. "Don't get up until the Wakers sound, don't neglect my studies, and never fall
to be courteous to those around me." Then she frowned, and added, "Y ou should remember, Citizen
Jones, that we of the Old Faith know quite well what we can and cannot do, from birth. We are not
burdened with alot of troublesome choices, as are the heathens of other planets.”



"Or the Shavvies?"

She shuddered ddlicately. "It isnot in good taste even to discuss those people,” she said firmly. "And we
must be getting started, or there won't be time to do very much."”

About her wrist there was a heavy silver communications bracel €, its various stations marked with small
patterned dots of turquoise. She touched the single dot nearest her thumb, and Tayn Kellyr'svoice
answered, tinny and far away.

"The Student is up and about, Mother," said Deliven, "and you will be pleased to hear that heisas
unwilling to pursue this maiter aswe are.”

"Excdlent,” said thetinny voice.

"I am about to take him through the Street of Craftsmen, to choose gifts for taking hometo his
household. | expect to return in three hours, at the most, and the computers should be advised to expect
Citizen Jonesasagues at table thisevening.”

"Very good, Ddliven," said her mother, "I'll seetoit.”
Ddliven stood up then, and nodded to him, her business with her own household completed.

"Come dong, then, Citizen Jones," she said, and he followed her meekly out into the corridors, humming
an ancient ballad about looking over afour-leaf clover, softly, under his breath.

Chapter Ten

The state of surpassment, in which the spirit moves beyond its ancient boundaries and can no longer be
affected by fear or pain or any other illusory perception, comes only with great difficulty to themae
human. It is his sorry burden that he can reach this condition only by extended states of deprivation,
terror, agony, and the like, inflicted upon him either by himself or by others. It is no wonder, therefore,
that primitive man in his consuming jeslousy of the ease with which the femae could achieve what he did
only so rarely and so painfully, did everything he could to conceal her naturd abilitiesaway for al time.
That he succeeded for so many thousands of yearsisatribute to histota dedication to the cause of
maintaining this patriarcha myth.

—from Woman Transcendent, by Ann Geheygan, p. 44

The woman led him to aclearing in the forest outside City Fra, to aplace so silent that his ears hummed
with the absence of sound. The nishia-bellatreesrose al around him, more like tolerant giant creatures
than plants. They had the nobility to keep till and allow the human beings to go about in peace, but
Coyotefdt their confined power and was nervoudy aware, here, of their breathing. He had grown
accustomed to seeing the people casudly riding their animals through the branches asiif they wereon
solid ground, and he had seen groups of fifty or more holding gatherings on the flat placeswhere severd
massive limbs came together; but when he stepped up into one of them, he dwaysfdt asif he should
have asked permisson first.

A platform had been built in the clearing some three feet off the ground, to clear the stream that flowed
benesth it. It had squared-off posts at the corners and down its sides and a danted roof to let therain



flow down. Shades of some strawlike materid wererolled up tight to the roof except on the side from
which thewind came most strongly, and there the pae ydlow shades fdl to thefloor.

"Sheisthere" thewoman told him, pointing. "Sheisdeeping.”
"At thishour?'

Coyote was amazed. It was an hour past dawn, at least; already the light was beginning to stream down
through the cracksin the canopy of leaves and limbs high above their heads. Nobody dept past dawn on
this planet, not even the sick. Everyone got up at the Wakers call and prepared for morning service.

"We are not of the Old Faith," she reminded him. "The Wakers are a convenience for us at times, a
nuisance a others, but never anecessity. And Drussa Silver has been struggling al through this night with
agroup of new converts who torment themsalves over shadows; it is difficult sometimesto bring such
people into peace with themselves."

"Then perhaps | should not disturb her,” said Coyote hesitantly. "What do you think?*
"Y ou must choosefor yourself,” she said.
"Help mealittle, Citizen. | am not one of your people, after dl—how can | know your customs?”

She reached over and took his hand in hersand smiled a him. "Come," she said, "well go to her, and
you will wait beside her till shewakes. | must get back to the City, mysdlf.”

Sheled him up onto the platform, where he saw a dozen peoplerolled in the light square cloths that
Shawvvies carried with them wherever they went. They had the property, he wastold, of keeping you
warm when it was cold and cool when it was hot—not that it ever could be accurately described as hot
anywhere but on the small centrd plains where the nishia-belladid not grow. Everywhere else it was
aways cool, even a midday.

"There," said the woman, indicating one of the deeping figures with her free hand. "'Sit there beside her;
shewill wake soon. She never degpsfor long, Citizen.”

She was gone before he could thank her, swiftly and so silently that he knew she had not set her feet to
the floor or to the ground. Disconcerting, these Shavvy habits—but no doubt very convenient and abig
help to the transit bureaus.

He sat waiting for his eyesto adjust to the dimness under the roof, and then at last he had achanceto
look at Drussa Silver. He had grown curious, waiting.

He saw that she was beautiful, and hewas glad of that. It was old-fashioned of him, but he would have
been disappointed if she had been plain. She had gold-brown hair, parted smoothly in the middle and
braided in the two long Shavvy plaits, bound with fiber. Her face was ova, her brows perfect, her
cheekbones high, her mouth strong and ample and with adelicate curve, and her skinwasapaeand
rose-flushed brown. One brown arm and shoulder, free of the useful cloth, showed him the fineness of
her body, the degant strength of her hands. He sighed with satisfaction, because dl isasit should be
when amythical woman turns out to be of amythica beauty.

He watched the dow riseand fall of her breasts in the deep breathing of tranquil deep, and the play of
light across her skin when the wind blew the leavesinto new patterns. He could have watched her



forever in this peaceful place; he was hypnotized by the soft purl of the water flowing benesth him and the
dappling of the light. When she spoke, he did not even start, so peaceful had he become.

"Child of Light," she said to him, opening her eyes and reaching for hishands, "you are welcome here, in
spite of what you cometo do."

Hefdt the chill of warning and knew he would need to be careful.
"l have comeonly to learn,” he began. "I have—"

"Y ou have come to prove me afraud and afake, a corrupter of the innocent, and to take me back to
Mars-Centra to betried in your courtsfor my life, Citizen Jones. If you lie to me, however, your own
usefulness will be undermined—does the smuggler judge the pirate?!

Hewas silent, feding the strong pressure of her hands, trying to think quickly. He had been aware that
his cover was weak. But this was total exposure, and it required an adjustment in his plans. But what sort
of adjustment? Could she be only trying to trick him into an admission, based on no more than ashrewd
and lucky guess?

Shelet hishands go and sat up, letting the cloth fal away, and in that gesture Coyotelost dl the
advantage that might have remained to him. He was accustomed to the naked bodies of both men and
women. It had been seven hundred years and more since nakedness had been of any importance except
on afew isolated planets of the Third Gaaxy. But he had never ceased to know joy in seeing alovely
woman naked before him, and this was no ordinary body. Even among the synthetic prostitutes of the
vice planets, whose flesh was surgically and chemically made perfect a enormous expense, he had never
seen such flawlessness.

"All this perfection isagreat nuisance," she said, touching her breadts, "and if it should fade, it would be
alessening of my burdens.”

"Thereisno need for it to fade," said Coyote. "It would be aterrible waste."

"Nonsense," she sad, pulling her tunic over her head and letting down her braids to be redone for the
day. "If you aretaking of cosmetic injections, my friend, | assure you they are not for me. Thisbody is
only an encumbranceto me."

"I don't understand,” he said, dthough he understood perfectly well.

"Because," shesaid, "men desireit. It isnatura that they should, | can seefor mysdf thet | am very
beautiful. But desireisabarrier between me and the spirit of the menlseek to help, even when | am
cloaked and hooded. | was given thisbody as ahumiliation, | suppose, instead of something convenient
and unspectacular.”

She put her hair swiftly in order and stood up, folded her square of cloth and tucked it under her arm,
and pulled him up to face her.

"There," she said. "Now we can get on with the business on which you came here.”
When hefailed to answer her, she laughed at him, leading him through the deepers and off the platform

into thetrees. "It'sno use, Citizen," she said gently. "1 know al about you. Surely you did not think you
would fool mewith your fairy tales?’



"I'mafraid | don't follow you," he said.

"Y ou, my poor Citizen, could never have gotten permission to land on Freeway if you wereonly a
Student, however splendid and important your work might have been. Only agreat ded of government
pressure could have obtained that permission.” She laughed and added, "Not to mention the fact that you
walk likethe law, talk like thelaw, smél like the law, and act like the lawv—I will grant that you do not
look like apoliceman.”

"Ohwell," Coyote dghed. "I give up then."

"Youmight aswdl."

"Evidently that isso. | think | was sold abill of goods by my superiors—and not for thefirst time, | might
add."

"We can get on with your mission here, then?”

”YSI"

"How? How are we to proceed? Are you a master theologian?'

"A what?'

She led him up a set of wedge-steps pegged into the trunk of anishia-bella, and they began to walk
along abranch as wide as a path, with the tree surrounding them and the ground dropping away below as
they climbed.

"A magter theologian,”" she repeated. "Are you going to ask me learned questions about the redlity of a
supreme being, Citizen? Are you going to try to trap me with ancient conundrums about the presence of
evil in the world and the dl-good omnipotence of God? Shall wetry to determine whether | know how
many angels can dance on the head of apin?’

Coyote stopped and leaned back against an upthrust branch, laughing helplessly.

"Well, then," she said, "if that's not what you have in mind, how do you propose to go about this matter
of tesing me?'

"I could pitch you into afire and seeif you burn,”" he teased.

"l would,” shesaid. "I assure you. If you cut me, | will bleed. If you hold me under water, | will drown.
The laws of the universe are not mocked, Citizen."

"Even by adaughter of the Light?"
"We are dl sons and daughters of the Light.”
"But you are different.”

Hesad it flatly, watching her for any Sgn of hesitation, but she said a once, "Yes. | am different.”



"Proveit."

"Proveit, Citizen?'

"Yes," hesad. "l dee-double-dare you."

Her face was grave now, and he pushed his advantage, feding that it was not likely to last.
"Do meamiracle, lady-O," he said bluntly. "Even better, do metwo."

He saw the shock in her eyes and fdlt the first sensations of success. If she knew everything el se about
him, as she clearly did, she dso knew that he was mind-deaf and that her illusions would be no good with
him. She should be frightened now, and would have to find a clever theologica way to refuse.

"Citizen," she said, her voice throbbing with an emotion he could not identify, "that istemptation.” And
sheturned to go back down out of the tree, forcing him amost to run to keep up with her. Hewas not as
surefooted in these trees as the Shavvies, who spent their lives among them, and he didn't like capering
about like amountain goat eighty feet above the ground; he didn't like it one bit. At the bottom he found
her waiting for him beside the huge tree, seated on the hump of aroot. Her face was cold with
disapprova, and hefound to his surprise that he didn't like that any better than he had liked his acrobatics
intheair. Hefelt again like achild caught in some forbidden activity. She was good at what she did—no
question about that—because he didn't impress easy.

"How do you mean, temptation?' he said, pretending he was neither winded nor shaking nor intimidated.
"Defineyour termg!” A scholarly thing to say; hewas proud of himsdf.

"To present me with such aproposition,” she said, "isto tempt me. Do you amiracle, you say, asif |
were aperformer in acircus. My friend, do you think my powers arefor that sort of use?"

He frowned, thinking, and tugged at his beard. He would have to choose hiswords carefully, and he
was far from sure that the Dean's crash synopsis course in religious terms and concepts was going to see
him through this

"Citizen Slver," hesaid findly, "look at it thisway. Y ou have your work to do here, and | have mine.
One of thewaysthat | can do my job isto spend six months here on Freeway, following you around,
getting in your way and interfering with your life, putting your peopleto alot of trouble and expense, and
generally being anuisance, until | just happen—Dby chance—to see something that satisfies me one way
or another asto your ... uh ... your divinity."

"That would be agood way to do it, Citizen Jones,” she said. "It would be good for my peopleto learn
to be tolerant, and good for your spirit to observe our ways."

"Another way," he said, plunging on, "would be for you just to demondtrate to me that you are what you
are, just that smply. Show meand | will take you away with me and get this business over with."

"Youthink | can betaken so easily?’
" think that you will abide by thelaw,” he said serioudly. "The law saysthat anyone who usesreligious

techniquesto defraud the people must stand trial for that offense. What sort of example would you set if
you refused to go and be judged?’



"You areright, of course,” shesaid. "I would go with you without objection.” Her voice was S0 heavy
with sorrow that his own heart was stabbed by it, and he looked at her with astonishment. What could he
have said to cause her such pain? But her face was as serene as ever; the sadness had fled into the
depths of her eyes.

"Look here," hesaid. "'l understand what you are saying. If | am just curious, if what lies behind what |
ask of you islike what lies behind people who go to see someone trapped and in pain and watch him
rescued, if | am asking for an exhibition, Citizen Silver—thenitiseasy for you to find that out. Though |
am mind-dedf, there is nothing wrong with my mindvoice. I will open my mind to you and let you see as
fredy as| see mysdlf what iswithin my heart; and if you see only contemptible thingsthere, | will agreeto
stay here and observe for aslong asit may take. Agreed?’

She nodded dowly, and he closed his eyes and waited. He knew the sensation when someone entered
his mind, athough he would never be able to know what it felt like to be the one entering. For along time

he felt her within him, and he held his breath at the pleasure of it, knowing there was no way he could
hide from her any of the thingsit meant for him ... And then she was gone and he opened hiseyes.

"Y ou spesk thetruth,” she said softly. "Thereare no lieson your lips. Andlam sorry that | cannot share
my body with you, Since you wish it so much. Surely you understand that it would not do, Citizen."

"Becauseyou aredivine."

Shelaughed. "No, thereis nothing about divinity thet isincompetible with ether creetivity or love,
Citizen." Her face changed, then, and he saw once again the sorrow degpen in her eyes. "The problem is
that many of my people are ill in astage of the soul wherethey ... where they worship my person, ina
direct way. There are children who leave their hands unwashed for months because they have touched
me. There are those who put my picture on thewall and pray beforeit, Citizen, because asyet they
cannot go beyond that. It is an essentia beginning, and atrue way for those who need such things, but it
requires great care and attention. Y ou can see, surely, that in aland where such things exist, for metolie
with aman would cause a disastrous confusion. A disunity would be created where only unity should be."

"The point isclear,” said Coyote, "much as| regret it."

"And now," shesad, "asto thismiracleyou wanted ... "

"Yes. It will haveto beredly spectacular.”

"Why?Why not acommon, ordinary miracle?"

"Because, having seen what your followers can do—and they are not claiming to be divine—it isgoing
to take something spectacular to impress me.”

"What have you seen them do, Citizen, that makes you marvel s0?"
"l have seen them walk the surface of theriver asif they walked dry land.”
"But that's nothing, Citizen. That is only amatter of understanding the weter.”

"So they tell me," said Coyote. "And thereisthat pretty trick practiced on me, you know—that bit of
spinning meintheair like apiece of dust, while the one doing it ands there without moving ahair.”



" am sorry about those episodes, Citizen," she said. "They were foolish to do that to you."
"Y es, they were, because it showed me just what you people are capable of in the ordinary way."

"It isamatter of understanding where the spaces arein things," she said dowly. "There's nothing
supernormd about it.”

"Exactly. Now ... show me something supernormd.”

The sorrow brimmed in her eyes again, and he almost spoke to stop her, unwilling to cause her whatever
pain it wasthat she marked in that way. But before he could speak—Dbefore his wondering eyes—she
became two women. Two perfect Drussa Silversal in yelow, both with gleaming braidsto thewaist,
and sorrowful eyes. And each of them became two, and each of those two again, until they werea
multitude, and they joined handsin acircle, solemnly smiling, and began agrave and joyful dance there

under the trees; and Coyote, his eyes blind with tears, dropped to his knees to worship the divine that he
recognized at |ast without reservetion.

Chapter Eleven

(ah, friend,

bend to my touch,

touched, lend me your mindtips)
here, hear more

than al that you have heard
heretofore

inthisruled random
where-we-are

enter melengthily from afar
minc-twined,

al terms are defined behind the eye

—from Cornfield Crane, by s.e., a 20th-century poet.
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TO: TRI-GALACTIC INTELLIGENCE SERVICE

GALCENTRAL, STATION FIVE (MARS-CENTRAL) DATE: Decembertwentieth 3030

| am not bothering to code this report because thereis no longer any need for secrecy. | have thoroughly
investigated Drussa Silver and can say without any reservation that sheis absolutely authentic. | will not,
therefore, be bringing her back with mefor trid.

| have dso investigated every possble means of inducing the authorities here to accept Ratha and myself
asimmigrantsto Freeway, but they flatly refuse to consider it, either now or in the future, and so | have
no choice but to leave when the permit you obtained for me expires a the end of next month.

END OF REPORT
NOTE: The only reason there are no tears on this report is that TGIS men don't cry.
Chepter Twelve

Certainly we knew, intellectudly, that a brick wal was nothing more than awhirring dance of specks
separated by enormous spaces. But so long as we continued to perceive it as solid, no amount of
intellectual knowledge of theillusoriness of matter made it any easier for usto walk through that brick
wall. Faith, not knowledge, findly took us past that barrier.

—aphysicist, quoted in TIME/NEWSWEEK for June 18, 2071

Tayn Kdlyr looked grimly &t the other members of the Council of Eight. She did not relish the
announcement she was about to make, nor did she think the others would relish hearing it made. A dow
chill wind from the curling fog outside blew in through agap in the tree's outer layers, adding to her
discomfort. She suffered from amysterious disease that no doubt had a cure somewherein the Inner
Gdaxies—if she could have spared the time from the affairs of Freeway to go seek it; for now it meant
pain, and mysterious fevers, swellingsin curious places, and dwaysthe pain. Thetimewasfast
approaching when she would have to pay attention to the problem. Today every breath hurt her as she
drew it, and thewind at her throat; though it was only alate summer wind, cut her like anarrow knife.

"Dear cousn,” said Aaron Begaye at her Side, "1 think al of us are sufficiently intrigued. Why do you
keep uswaiting?'

She gathered her thoughts and stood up, set aside the distractions of her illness, and chose her words
with care. She could not afford to provoke any of these temperamenta alies of hers. Not now.

“I'm not delaying my report to heighten the suspense,” she said dowly. "l am just finding it very hard to
believe mysdlf what | must ask you to believe.”

"Proceed, Citizen," snapped Nicol Asoddyr. "Forget your subtleties, set asde your diplomatic
elegances, and proceed!"



"You areimpatient, Citizen Asoddyr,” she observed. "That isunlikely to impressme.”

Beside Asoddyr, Philomena Bass placed one firm square hand on his, cautioning, and he svalowed his
retort and waited. He knew, quite aswell asdid Citizen Bass, that Tayn Kellyr's behavior was not like
her, and betrayed some uncommon strain.

"| gpologize, Citizen Kdlyr," hesaid, "l am upset and | am perhaps not fully in control of mysdf. The
problem isthat|have followed the instructions of this Council to the letter—as has every one of us—and
the degree of unrest among the peopleis beginning to darm me. We were told to aggravate that unrest,
to increase it, and we have done so. We were dso told that the whole affair would be over by now, and
our lives and the lives of our people beginning to return to normal.”

"| understand that, Citizen," said Tayn Kellyr.

"And," he continued, "if you have called us away at thistime, when we are desperately needed in our
Sectors, just to give us more details about thisidiot so-called agent being kidnapped by children and
drugged into a hdlucinatory stupor—"

"TGISmen arenct idiots," said Tayn. "However much it may seem so under this one circumstance, it
cannot be. The conditions of their selection are more rigorous than those for choosing either the
Communipaths or the Students. The episode to which you refer was an accident—aridiculous accident,
to be sure—due primarily to the fact that the agent was not expecting to be attacked by children. There

are certain ethical problemsinvolved in defending oneself againgt children, Citizen—would you have had
the man whip out hiswegpons and kill them al?

She stared at him and he glared back in silence, and she nodded Sowly.

"Very wdl, then," she said. "No, the reason for this meeting isfar more serious than the comic-opera
kidnapping that was our first problem with this plan.”

"An omen," observed Felice Manoux-Gerardain. " An obvious omen.”

"I must tel you," said thelady of Castle Fra, "that despite the enormous investment of both our time and
our funds that we put into computer analysis of our plans, something has gone wrong that neither we nor
the computers anticipated. The agent from TGI S has converted to the Shavvy cult.”

"What!" Asodelyr half-rose, but Philomena Bass pulled him back into his sest.

"Hush, Citizen, and let Tayn Kelyr continue!" she said to him brusquely.

"Never," Tayn Kdlyr went on, "not in our wildest conjectures, did we envision this particular possibility.
Remember: the agent isimmune to telepathic projection. That isthe one reason that he was chosen for
this assgnment. It should have been impossible for the Shavvy witch to take him in with her tricks.”

"Perhaps she took him in with some other sort of tricks?"

Tayn Kdlyr looked at Philomena Bass and shook her head, smiling dightly.

"Now, Citizen Bass," she sad, "you know perfectly well that Drussa Silver isfar too wisein the control
of her followersto let any bresth of humanity—in the form of ordinary sexua needs—be attributed to



her. Sheisaspectacularly skillful strategist; she has demondtrated that amply. The particular mistake to
which you refer is not one she would have made—ever."

"Then what in the name of Abraham's tent hangings did happen?”’

Tayn Kelyr shrugged her shouldersand sighed. "I don't understand it,” she said. "'l admit that fredly. It
could not have happened, and yet it did. Perhaps we should not have let the agent go about freely among
the Shavvies. Perhaps we should have foregone this Student masquerade and demanded that he come
here and make an open arrest, despite the consequences and the exposure involved ... who can say?
Hindsight isawaste of time. Our concern now must not be with what we should have done, but with
what we are to do next."

Enaphe Smythe nodded vigorous agreement. "Y ou are quiteright, Citizen Kdlyr. Theturmoil inthis
country istoo grest to let us pull back now."

Tayn Kdlyr sat down and folded her hands before her on the nishia-bella dab that served them astable.
"Well, then," shesaid. "L et us seewherewe are. Citizen Begaye, will you summarize our Stuation?”

"It couldn't be smpler,” said Aaron Begaye. "We can no longer get rid of the Silver by hiding a
nerve-dart in the passenger seat of the TGIS man'sflyer and blaming him for her desth. HE's not going to
take her back with him for trial. He has reported to his superiorsthat sheisviolating no law of any kind,
so that planisout. Nor do we see any other way of arranging for her to bekilled and the blamelaid a his
door—what possible motive could he have now? He's become a Shavvy. He owes her only his
devotion—why would hekill her?’

"Under orders, perhaps," mused Citizen Cady. "Despite his own deegpest fedings—wadll-trained officer
denies own convictionsto follow commands of his superiors—something like that.”

"Nonsense!" said Philomena Bass. "People don't kill their gods out of devotion to their governments!”

"And," said Aaron Begaye, "thisis not that sort of agent in any case. Heis noted for hisindependence,
his basic contempt for such things as orders, and so on.”

"And?'
"And," said Tayn Kdlyr, "we must therefore move on to Plan Two."
There was a soft whistle from Bent Cady, and amurmur of agreement from the others.

"It'srisky," said Bent Cady. "Y ou know yoursdlf that only the first plan wasrelatively free of risk to us.
There are grave dangersto implementing Plan Two, and | think we should consider them very carefully.”

"Doyou?' asked Tayn Kdlyr. "Do you have a better suggestion? Asthe Citizen from Castle Helix has
S0 aptly pointed out, we are into thistoo deeply to pull out. We cannot just calm the people now by
ending the agitation, even if we were willing to Sit by and see our tithes disappear until only we ourselves
weretithing."

"Citizen Kellyr!" said Donald Minora Y ou go too far in your exaggerations”

"Not at dl; | merdy state the obvious. Defections to the Shavvies are up seventeen per cent—seventeen
per cent, Citizen Minora—in the last three weeks alone. We have no choice but to proceed, and the



odds have been carefully calculated for every single one of the plans. If we bypass Plan Two, we can
only subgtitute another plan which the computers have told us has even greater risks and even lower
probabilities of success”

"Y ou areteling us, then, that thereis no choice."
"Precisdy,” shesad. "Noneat al.”
The Head stood up and nodded to them dl, pulling hisrain cape about him and making it fast.

"Let us not waste time, then,” he said abruptly. "I will get back to Castle Guthrie and take the necessary
steps at once. Asfor the rest of you, you know what you areto do."

"Citizen Begaye," said Tayn Kdlyr. "One moment.”

"y e

"I should like to know what it could have been about that madwoman's tricks that got to our agent.”
Aaron Begaye looked at her, saw that she was serious, and sat back down again.

"l am sometimesimpressed mysdf,” hesaid.

"Y ou can't be serious!" snapped Asoddyr. "Only achild or an ignorant outplanet savage—"

"I am neither of those" said Tayn Kdlyr coldly, cutting him off, "but | am like Aaron—I am sometimes
impressed. Do you have any ides, Citizen Asodelyr, how she managesto walk on water? Or, even more
amazingly, how she manages to teach ignorant Fedltorsto walk on water?"

"I neither know nor am | interested,” Nicol Asodelyr said with disgust.

"Then you are afoolish and stupid man,” said Tayn Kdlyr. "When we have succeeded once againin
bringing these Shavvies back into the Old Faith, their new skillswill be extremely useful to us. Y ou should
be interested as a matter of smple economics.”

"I have more important things to do than investigate her absurdities,” snorted Asodelyr. "Thereissurely a
trivid and smple explanation, asthereisfor any fraud.”

Thistime Tayn Kdlyr spoke with open contempt, leaning toward the angry man, her face white with her
own anger. "Y ou are posturing, Citizen," she hissed at him. "Out of what misplaced idea of sdf-image or
pride, | cannot imagine, but you do yourself no credit. Do not ask us how Drussa Silver corrupted
Coyote Jones, and then in the next breath declare that the whole thing istrivia and that you are not
interested. Of course you areinterested. We are dl interested, becauseit isour lifé's blood that this
woman strikes at and we haven't aclue how she doesit! Not to be interested ... that is evidence of either
senility or treason!" She stopped and caught her breath, and then turned away from Asodelyr to address
the group assembled. "In any case, it no longer matters. What mattersisto get rid of the cresture and let
her sorceries die with her. Now let's get onwithiit."

Asoddlyr opened his mouth, took onelook at her face, reconsidered, and kept his silence. He was
impetuous, but not foolhardy.



"All right," said the Head smoothly, moving into the awkward breach with as much speed as he could
muster. "Let it be agreed. The second plan isthe one ranked best by the computers after our failed
attempt, the mechanicsfor getting it underway are at hand, and we should lose no time. So beit.”

Therewasabrief slence, and he said, amost under his breath, "It was not redlly exactly bright, you
know, that business of getting kidnapped and drugged by ahandful of teen-age boys. | mean, it does
shake one's confidence in the man, and—"

But they were dl gone, and he wastaking to himself.

Chapter Thirteen

Why take chances?

L et us degp-probe your treesfor you; you never know WHAT may be lurking insde them.

We have been serving families on Freeway for more than fifty years—ask for our Y ear-Round
Surveillance Plan at discount rates. Remember our dogan ...

WHO'STHAT FELLAH IN YOUR NISHIA-BELLA?
—advertisement, used by permission of Tree-Probe, Inc./Ltd./Glctd.,

adivison of Stellar Security Conglomerate

I'm not adevout man, and | don't mind saying it. Especidly now, with haf the country chargin' off to be
Shawvies, and dl of 'em nuitty with religion. | take my religion no more seriousthan | do my drink—not as
serious. Religionisfor children, and frightened old citizens, and the Sickly.

But I'm aman that knows the value of money, and when the lady from Castle Fra—Bardow Kdlyr's
brass-and-pig-iron wife—made me a proposition, and she put asufficient value onit, religion or no
religion | wasready to go.

Get agroup together, she said. Offerin’ me plenty of money just for that part of it, you see. One hundred
fifty decacredits she offered me, and aman like me doesn't see ahundred fifty decacreditsin alifetime,
not al together in hishand like | saw them that night at the Castle. Get together agroup, shetelsme,
maybe twenty-thirty of us. Call oursdvesthe Holy Defending Army of the Faithful, she says. Have some
mestings, put up posters around, &l sayin' the same thing—that it's that witchwoman Drussa Silver that's
responsiblefor dl thetrouble we're havin' lately.

Weél, | don't mind doin'’ that, by the Duties—not for aminute, because it's certain sure something is
responsible, and the Silver woman more likely than most. What with food shortages, and bombingsin the
cities, and Chapels bein' burned down, and people goin' after each other with everything but their bare
nails, why the country'slike Hell come on Freeway and takin' over early.

It'snot natural, | say, for people to behave the way they are these past months, and not natura for
peopleto do the things | have with my own two eyes seen the Shavvies do—and between one unnatural
thing and another, there's bound to be aroad goin' back and forth, and time the people knew about it.



So | says!'ll do what she wants, and willing. Especidly for the money. And even when she told methe
res of it, | didn't mind. A lifeisn't so much to me, you know. Those aslive have only one misery after
another, it'sthose as die that have it easy, and who's to say those of uswho help somebody aong the
road of the newdead aren't the heroes? That'swhat | dways say to myself when | wake up inthe middle
of the night with my nerves comin’ back at me. And then she said another two hundred decacredits, and
that helped me make my mind up. And then she said, quiet as silk, that sheld kill me and my mother as
well if | talked, and | knew she would too. She didn't need to tell me that—not me. Everybody knows
about Bardow Kélyr'swife. A woman made of the same stuff the mountains are, and hot anervein her,
and five hundred strong men in Cagtle Fraaswould die for her if she raised an eyebrow to ask 'em. Tak
about anything she said to me? Not likely.

I remember me well when Tayn Kellyr was Governor of this Sector, because | dmost starved to death.
There was no crime when she was head of the show, and you figured if you even had anillegal thought
she'dd know it and you'd be inside Caper Hole Tube before you saw the lawrobot comin' up your street,
oh yes. | was happy when she gaveit up and turned it over to her bumble-elbow of ahusband, so a
person a least had afair chanceinthislife.

Andso| didlike shesaid, and it didn't take long. Seems asiif the people were achin' to have the blame
for al the worry put square on somebody, and Drussa Silver made an ideal somebody. The country'sfull
of nuts, and dl of ‘em ready to take out after anybody as offers'em any kind of mad scheme, so findin'
men to bein the glorious Army was no trouble either. We dressed ourselves up in red-and-green stripy
cloaks—and bedamned hot they were, too—and we did the whole thing. We marched in the Streets,
carryin' agiant figure of Drussa Silver on poles, and we set it afire in the main square just hard by the
Street of Small Roses. Danced around it whileit blazed away, screamin’ " Degth to the Silver Devil!” (I
thought that was catchy.)

We had ahunger strike, and we boycotted places that traded Shavvy goods, and we covered the
Sector one end to the other with postersthat said "ARE YOU AFRAID TO GO TO SLEEPAT
NIGHT, CITIZEN? HERE'S THE REASON WHY'!" and then apicture of Drussa Silver big and sort of
loomin’ down over you. We spread stories that she stole children to be raised Shavvy—lifted 'em right
out of their deeping-dots without so much as goin' near 'em, and she could do that, too, you
know—which helped make it convincing. And wejust basically set oursalvesto bringin' everybody round
to the idea that she was the devil's own mother, that Silver.

Did agood job, too. People packed into our meetings, and they cheered us on when we said she ought
to be taken away and lasered. Though | don't know as how they'd of approved of such athing,
redly—mnot if thetime had cometo do it. Most people are mighty poor at violence these days, especialy
the Old Faithers. Too docile. Too well-trained. The bloody Twice Twelve Duties runnin’ out their ears
and their asses, it'sno wonder.

Wdll, we worked at it till we judged the time was right, and then we made our plans. The Silver hasa
habit of wakin' down by theriver in the evenings, with haf adozen of her stupid sheep dong to listento
her carry on about Choosing and Seeking. Wouldn't you think grown people would find better waysto
wagte their time? Even a child knows there's no choosing in thisworld—not for most of us—and asfor
seeking, it's seeking to stay out of the rain and out of the way of the lawrobots that about coversit. The
woman talks nonsense, and those aslisten to her must be hard up for entertainment.

Wefollowed her, of an evening, till shewasin agood place for what we wanted to do, down under a
bridge where the river ran shallow and broke around the bridge pillars, with the trees comin' down thick
along the banks and only anarrow path to wak. She was amost aone. Just two women and the
offworld Student with her when we set our knives at the ready and stepped out onto the path.



We backed her up against apillar, and did agood dedl of wavin' our knives around and carryin' on
about how we were saving the people. All according to the instructions Tayn Kellyr passed aong, you
see. We had to make it absolutely certain that nobody got the idea the Silver waskilled by some maniac
or anything like that—it had to be done so everybody knew it was the Defending Army daying the enemy
of the Old Faith. Citizen Kellyr was most particular about that part of it.

| had the woman, her back to the pillar, and my knife against her pretty neck (not that | like knives, let
me say right here and now, but the lady Kellyr said lasers wouldn't give the right impression, so knivesit
was), and was just well into my speech, when the whole thing went crazy on us...

Crazy, | say. It'smeassaysit.

Likel told you, I'm not areligious man. | don't hold with prayer and | don't hold with miracles, and |
wouldn't hold with tithin' if therewas any way | could get out of it. But I'm hereto tell you, astrue asmy
nameisKipper Clary, that | saw the Silver change before my eyes, and she was hersdf no longer. A
giant serpent she became, with the long tongue on 'er flickerin' like lightning. Sherose higher than my
head by once again my height—red wings, she had, and eyesthat shone like black diamonds and shot
rays of fire out over theriver, and athousand rattles hissing on her tail. Round her body, and | astell you
thisready to diefor thetruth of it, there crawled lizardslong as my arm, and greet scorpionslashin' their
stingerslikewhips—oh, | tdl you, | ran. | ran! | don't careif | was offered a hundred fifty milacredits—I
wouldn't of stayed there, not for any price, nor would my men. | ran, and they ran, and only one of us
that didn't—and he stayed not because he was brave but because he was so scared he couldn't move.

He came whimperin' in an hour later tellin' atale that made no senseat dl. | didn't want to ligten to it,
because | wasfrettin' over what | was goin' to tell Citizen Tayn Kdlyr, and the two hundred decacredits
I'd lost. But he would have me hear it—nothing would do butlshould listen to hisdrivel—and so | gavein
and let him talk, but | made up my mind to berid of him. A man without even the gutsto runisno damn
good at dl, | say.

It seemsthat after wel€eft, hetold me, Drussa Silver became hersdf again. And she was angry, he said.
He said shefairly glowed in the dark, she was that angry, and it was the offworlder she wasangry . |
forget her exact words as he quoted 'em—all of ‘em worth a credit apiece and not part of my speech nor
likely ever to be—but the heart of it wasthat the offworlder had ahdll of alot of nerveinterferin' in her
business, and sheld thank him not to do it again.

Which iswhat makes no sense. He didn't do anything, you see. | wasthere. | wasthere thewholetime,
and he never moved so much as afingertip to help the woman, just stood there like atwig, starin' a us
and frownin' alittle like something smdled bad to him. But my man tellsme Drussa Silver fussed & hima
good ten minutes, and then said gentle but firm that she wanted hisword held never more do whatever it
was she claimed he'd done. But the Student said no, my man says. Shook his head, and said no. Said she
might do whatever she liked, but held promise her no such thing. Now make sense of that, will you?

Widll, | went back to Tayn Kellyr, and abad time | had of it. She was angry. Shefair took my head off
my body, just laid me back with that tongue of hersthat like to cuts aman into little whimpering pieces.
Cdled me acoward, she did, and said I'd been taken in by baby tricks and how she should have had
better sense than to send such alily-liver asme, and alot of other things equally nasty to listen to. There
wasn't much | could say back, seein” ashow | had run, so | bit my lip and | took it. | didn't think it was
fair, and | thought Tayn Kelyr might have run from afifteen-foot winged snake her own sdf. But |
couldn't be sure of it, seeing asit was her ... and | hate to admit it, but she might not of run. | stood and
took it, and | told her | was sorry, and she quieted down some.



Shel's abeautiful woman, is Tayn Kellyr, and asorry life she must have had with that man she'stied to,
and acold bed at night, though they say the nobles do no loving except what gets their babies—aboveit,
they are, s0 I've heard dl my life, though | don't know as| believeit. Butlbdieveit of that Kellyr woman.
She stood up and looked me in the eye and she said to me, "That's dl right, Citizen Clary," bitter and
bitin' off every word between those fine white teeth. "It's not your fault,” she said, which wasonly fair.

"And | don't know whosefaultitis, Citizen," | said respectfully.

"Mine," she said, and that surprised me agood ded. "Mine," she said, "because | thought it could be
donethiseaslly. | should have known that thiswas work for an expert, and an expert | shal have, next
time"

She gave me alook—such alook | can't tell you, it fair froze my blood in my veins. But she spoke civil
enough, and she seemed to have stopped holdin' it against me. She added another fifty decacreditsto my
pay, though I'd failed the job, instead of takin' back every credit but the ones I'd paid for the posters
with, like I'd thought she would do.

"You'll betrying again, then, Citizen Kdllyr?" | asked, speskin' high-class and easy, aslong aswe were
on that kind of basisfor afew minutes, but she only waved me out of the room like she couldn't stand the
sght of meany longer, and | took my money and went without botherin' her more. A man doesn't cross
Tayn Kélyr, not if he doesn't fancy bein' shipped out to the central Sector to work in the fertilizer plants.

| don't know what kind of expert the woman intends on calin' into help in the next try. A snake expert, |
would say, and a scorpion expert—phaw, I'll see those big bugs with their tailswhippin’ round in my
deep for therest of my days.

Wonder how sheplansto go at it?
Chapter Fourteen

It isone of the great unsolved mysteries of history that Drussa Silver was declared unfit for ps-serviceto
the Federation and discharged to her home planet. We can only surmise that her abilities were so beyond
those of human beings that she was able to tamper telekinetically even with the psych-computers, causing
them to present false data to the examiners at the Communipath Creche. Thisisdifficult to believe, and
impossible to prove, but no other even remotely plausible explanation has yet been proposed.

—Encyclopedia Gaactica, Fifth Edition, Vol. V, p. 2937

Coyote was a stubborn man. That had been pointed out to him often, and it was true. There weretimes
when that stubbornness was an advantage to him, and timeswhen it was a drawback, and times—like
thistime—when it didn't matter one way or another. The days |eft to him here on Freeway were so few,
and his abandonment of his cover so complete, that he no longer had to concern himsalf about the
consequences of his pigheadedness. He had only afew days, and he was going to spend every one of
them dogging Drussa Silver's footsteps, and he was going to spend his nightsrolled up in a Shavvy cloth
at her feet, and no one—no one—was going to get near her to harm her so long as he was on this planet.
Not without going through afew experiences that would cause them alot more harm than they did her.

When he woke up every morning, he watched the patterns the trees made moving in the wind high



above his head, and the way the mist and fog trailed the tops of the ferns and wreathed around the
nishia-bella branches, and he listened to the pattering of moisture falling on the thick leaves covering the
forest floor. And his heart hurt him. He was going to find it hard to go back to Mars-Centra and dl the
hulking office buildings, and the flyer-jams as each of the day's four workshifts changed, and every tree
registered and numbered and fenced away to protect it from touchers. He might even have trouble
recognizing those trees as trees, after the nishia-bellas, just as people here on Freeway referred to dl the
other trees as "bushes." Could he go back to a planet that bore only bushes?

But that wasthetrivia part of his problem. There were quite afew good planets | eft around the
Tri-Galactic Federation where he could have gone and made a home, away from the various kinds of
urban blight. He knew of half a dozen that were as beautiful in their own way as Freeway was, where his
talents and his knowledge would have made him awelcome colonist. Nothing locked him to
Mars-Centra, not even hisjob, because—as he had learned to his sorrow long ago—The Fish could
aways reach him, no matter where or how he decided to spend histime.

It was leaving the Shavviesthat wasthe worst of it, and leaving Drussa Silver. It was going to belike
leaving his heart behind, however trite that might be, and he wasn't sure he was going to be able to bear
it. Hefdt the way held felt on the day Tham O'Kent had findly taken him into the ashram and told him
that, much asthey loved him, he was never going to make aMaklunite, and held have to leave. He felt
the way he'd felt when he went back to Furthest and found Ratha's mother forever beyond hisreach. He
felt like both of those times combined, and then some, and it was a pain maddeningly beyond his
reach—Ilike an itch on the tender under-arch of your foot when you can't take off your shoes.

It was worse because this time he would not have been afailure.

He would have made agood Shavvy. Wherever he went he would made agood Shavvy, for solong as
he lived, even though he lacked the one thing that would have drawn him to the others most tightly.

"Because you are mind-deef," Drussa had said to him the day before, "you are set apart, cut off from so
many things, isolated. Y our handicap isacruel one, my friend, because your deafness stands between
you and so many things for which you have a powerful need.”

"It can't be helped,” held told her, shrugging it off. But she shook her head and told him to be serious,

"l cantakeit away,” shesad flatly.

He was s0 startled that he spilled histea on histhigh, and it hurt; a pseudo-tattoo might do very well its
job of emitting heat and cold to protect its wearer from the weather, but it was no protection against
boiling weter.

Drussahad waited through avirtuoso performance of swearing, gleaned from many corners of the Three
Gaaxies, and shed waited through atale of how many experts had tried how many timesto cure him and
how they'd dl given it up. And then sheld reached out one finger and touched the livid burn on histhigh,
and it had disappeared, leaving no mark and no pain behind.

"Well, | thank you," he muttered, "and that's very handy.”

"You'rewdcome."

"But mind-deafnessis adifferent matter. It's not just alot of body fluids rushing up to protect the top
layer or two of your cells, you know. It'sinsde the brain somewhere, and it's not a matter of taking



something away, it'samatter of putting something new in. It can't be done.”
"Nonsense" said Drussa. "Maitter is matter.”
"l do not like thinking of my brain, or anyone's brain, as matter,” Coyote said iffly.

She laughed at him, and he turned red, but he was not to be swayed by laughter aone, even divine
laughter.

"Leavememy illusons, Drussa," he said doggedly. "They aredl | haveto susan mein my old age."

"Coyote, | assureyou | candoit," she answered. "Keep your image of the mind and assume | do what |
do by magic—it doesn't matter—but let me help you. Let me show you the real shape of this
universe—the shapethat is carefully hidden from you by the intricate twists of the perceptud filtersyou
aretrained to wear."

Because he loved her, because she was holy to him, he spoke gently and with regret, but he was very
firm. "Absolutely not," hesaid. "No."

"You prefer to say asyou are? Think what you are saying!”

She had taken hishandsin hersin theritua Shavvy gesture, the clasp that meant "trust me," and he had
had to look at her, but hed stuck to hisguns.

"Look at the Freeway-ites," he scoffed. "They live dl their lives without mindspeech, asmen did
everywhere for countless thousands of years."

"That isn't accurate," she said. "Not at al. All humans had mindspeech, and then they logt it, and ever
after they yearned after it, as do the people of Freeway now. The long years when mindspeech had been
lost by dmogt dl of humankind were the darkest epochin dl of history, with each soul locked initsown
loneliness and aching to be released. Y ou refuse the community of humankind, Coyote; are you sure you
know what you are giving up?'

"Just once," he had admitted, looking carefully down at hisfest, "just once, | knew what mindspeech
waslike."

"Tdlme"

"I shared akind of mindspeech once ... with Ratha's mother. She was amindwife of the planet Furthest.
And then shewaslost to me forever.” He looked up at her, fegling her eyeson him likeawind. "Do you
understand?"

"I understand that you wish no experience ever to compete with that one,” she said, "even if it meansthat
you must live your life sealed away from most of human companionship. And | understand that what lies
behind your decision is your ignorance—for which you are not responsible—and your stubborn folly, for
which you are. But | will not push you further. The choiceisyoursto make.”

And she had brought his hands close to her and said, ™Y ou asked me for amiracle once, Coyote Jones,
and | did what you asked of me. That was easy. But the true miracle is that even though you do not share
mindspeech with me, you believe in me with your whole heart. That, now, isamiracleto shakethe
gdaxies”



Hisvoice had sumbled, protesting that the belief had overtaken him and he could take no credit for it.

"Will it continue, | wonder, when you go away?" she asked him. "Mindspeech would link us, across no
matter how many miles of space; but done, and willfully cut off from me and from the community of
Shavvies, will your faith one sustain you? Beloved friend, you ask agreet ded of yourself. Morethan |
would ask."

He had turned her probing aside with ajoke, because he could not bear it. "At last,” he had said, sighing
elaboratdy, "agod who makes only reasonable demands!”

Remembering, he smiled in the darkness, and opened his eyesto be certain that shelay safe near him.
Fifty timesanight he did that; since the attempt on her life, he must keep touching her to be sure that she
was till bregthing, that no one had come in the darkness and dipped a nervedart into her throat.

Sherefused to degp insde. Shewould not let him set guards around the deeping-platform. And she
would not stop her free movement through the Sector, in spite of the posters demanding her degth. She
laughed a it dl, and she laughed at him because he would not laugh with her.

"Think how few these people are,” she said, when hetried to convince her to restrict her movement at
least to the city streets, where the lawrobots made it difficult to commit acrime. "They are ahandful!" she
scoffed. "The old noble families, and their mercenaries, and a pitiful group of loydists so frozen inthe old
patterns that they cannot turn away from them. Am | to hide from this rabble?"

"They'reavery powerful rabble" he reminded her. "The noble families till command here.”

She only smiled a him, theway you smile at a child who persstsin whining for the same forbidden toy.
"You bdievein me, Citizen," she chided him. "Y ou must dso trust me.”

That was dl very well. It might even be accurate. But he didn't like the Situation. True, more than half the
population of Freeway was Shavvy now, and more coming in every day. Even those who could not leave
the cities were corning out to the twice-weekly worship servicesin the groves, were leaving the
deeping-dots with the piped-in drugged air and deeping out in the open. But it would not take an army to
put an end to her life. Only one person was needed, only one paid killer with aneedle hidden in his

robes.

Once helé&ft, there would be nothing he could do to protect her; he would have to rely on the efforts of
the peaceful Shavvies. He didn't intend even to think about that.

He saw that she was stirring, Sitting up on one elbow to look at him in the graying light of dawn, and she
was laughing again.

"What is so funny now?" he asked.
"You."

"How 07"



"Hovering over me like that, the way you've done al thisweek. Think how embarrassing it's going to be
for you, Citizen, when | am found dead of your protection.”

"That'sridiculous!" he protested.

"Not at dl! Aren't you afraid I'll die from lack of deep, Coyote Jones? Have you even considered that
possibility?"

"I don't know what you mean.”

"Y ou don't?It's not you that's been poking a me every haf an hour al the night long, and
haf-smothering mein between?!

"Segp now, Drussa," he said gruffly. "It'slight now, and | can watch over you without disturbing you.”

"Too late," she said, and sat up to begin braiding her hair. "Today isthe Festiva of Mar; it'stimeto
begin. We must go to the Thirteenth Park and eat and drink until we're stuffed. And therell be music and
dancing and joy enough to go round, Citizen Coyote Jones."

"What's the Festival of Mar? One Mar, two Mars?"

"Not arelated word," she said. "Mar was one of the first settlers of Freeway, and he brought about a
tradition that there should always be afedtivad at thistime of the year. The people would be distressed if
just being Shavvies meant they could not keep the Festiva of Mar—it's part of their childhood.”

"Fireworks, maybe?' asked Coyote.

"Fireworks. Always. And speeches, and the young people racing between two trees, marked with
garlands of roses. And all the best trappings found at the best festivals. We are dl going, Citizen. Do you
want to go with us?'

Coyote refused to dignify the foolish question with an answer, but folded up his cloth without aword,
combed his beard and hair and cleaned his teeth, joined the othersin a breakfast of teaand bread and
cheese, and then followed Drussa doggedly with the rest of the crowd, through the city and on to the
Thirteenth Park. Trust the Old Faithersto give romantic namesto things. First Park. Second Park. And
so on through the Twenty-seventh Park. He supposed it was better than naming them for dead generals
and living hypocrites.

Thirteenth Park turned out to be in the heart of the city, in anatura clearing the size of acity block. A
stream flowed through it, its banks heavily planted in the glorious roses that thrived in the planet's
drenching air. The water purled over rocks and legped down low falls, and formed round poolscircled
by the deep-green giant ferns and banks of striped grasses. It was beautiful, and he could see why it
would be chosen as aplace to go on holiday.

They found a place a the head of the clearing, in aspot where the stream bank rose above the leve of
the grass and made anatural platform from which Drussa could spesk. Not that such athing was
necessary with mindspeech, but because she liked to be able to see them all around her as she talked.
They sat down and ate and drank, as she had promised, and listened to the flutes, and watched the
running women and the dancers. Coyote had rarely seen such ahappy crowd of people. They radiated
happiness as the sun did light. They were supremely at easein their skins.



And he was supremely miserable. His nerves jangled like bowstrings drawn too taut; he saw ns
behind every bush, vipersin the ferns, and submarinesin the shallow stream. He was so tense that his
teeth and bones ached.

When it did come, however, it came from a source he never would have suspected. He had been leaning
againg alow tree, watching the crowd in front of him for asign of the flicker of aknife or anerve-dart,
and he saw amurmur start and run through the people, saw them stop and stare at apoint behind him.
He whipped round like a spring too tightly wound—and saw what they were looking at.

It was Analyn the Singer, coming down through the trees on the far Side of the stream, dressed in her
church vestments of cloth-of-gold, her long hair flowing loose down her back and her face pae asthe
massed white roses in among the waves of grass. He had seen men look as Analyn the Singer did, when
they went into battles they knew they could not win; and histeeth bit deeply into hislower lip because he
could not decide whether her presence meant trouble or not. Her eyes held agony, and her hands held
the Holy Sword—but perhaps her presence was only part of the Festiva, aritua attendance, and no
threat to anyone ... perhaps her obvious anguish was a private matter?

He looked around him, uneasy, seeking a clue, the sillence so thick that he hesitated to break it with a
question. What could he say—like alittle child at a parade demanding what the elephants were for and
why the bands made so much noise ...

Analyn came on steadily, wading barefoot through the water, and was beside Drussa before he became
sure enough of her purpose to move. She reached out from the water, and her left arm went round the
other woman tender asalover, and cradled her close. Then her right arm lifted the heavy sword.

Some part of Coyote—some separate, observing part—could not help admiring the cleverness of
whoever had planned this. There stood the Singer, holy woman of the Old Faith, who was above the law
and beyond all judgment. There flashed the sacred sword, afit instrument in its jeweled splendor to
avenge the Old Faith's archenemy. It was superb strategy, and it would look to the wavering like sacred
justice, and he, Coyote Jones, was not going to let it happen. He would drive the Singer back through the
treeslike wind driving atorn brown leaf, and perhaps he would not hurt her. Perhaps. He gathered his
strength for protection.

And alightning bolt struck him just above hisright eye.

It was he who was beaten back, staggering againgt the impact of the blow, his mind stunned and regling
as badly as his poor body. He didn't have to wonder about the source of that blow. There was only one
possible sourcein the universe.

DRUSSA SILVER, he projected, YOU WILL CEASE THISFOLLY AND ALLOW METO
PROTECT YOU FROM THAT WOMAN!

She smiled and struck at him again, more powerfully thistime than before, and time seemed to siretch
each second out into hours of miserable hel pless frustration as she lay eadly in Anayn'sarms.

STOPIT! he screamed desperately, bringing al the strength he had into the projecting, and some he had
not dreamed he had. STOP IT AND STAND ASIDE SO THAT | CANHELPYOU ... OR IF YOU
WILL NOT LET ME, HELP YOUR OWN SELF

She heard him—that was clear—becalise she was shaking her head sadly at him, and he heard her
speak as clearly asif she had spoken at his ear instead of across a distance of more than hisbody's



length.

"Thereisan old saying, Coyote Jones," she said. "For every thing thereis aseason, and atime for every
purpose under heaven. Thisisathing whose time has come.”

Hewent mad then, with frustration and the agony in his battered mind, clenched in fury ingde his skull. If
shewould not alow him to help by telepathic projection, then he would kill the Old Faith woman with his
bare hands as she stood there—legp on her and strangle her if need be!

It could not have taken more than seconds, for al the days that seemed to trail by him, mocking. He
managed one lunge toward the stream's edge where the two women stood; and then, asif he had been
struck by astunner, he was frozen to the spot. It was Drussawho parayzed him; before the strength of
her mind he was helpless as an infant. He struggled, fegling his own mind batter againgt the barrier she
had thrown up, but it was usaless; she held him fast, in agrip he could not bresk. He stood helplesswhile
the Singer leaned to place akiss on Drussas forehead, while shelifted the flashing blade and drew it
across Drussals throat, and while she stepped back to let her victim Sump to the ground, the ruby blood
pouring down over both their bodies, through the grass and into the water, turning the stream scarlet.
Only when the life left Drussa's body was he able to break the paralysis she had imposed upon him.

He went to the terrible corpse upon the bank; he had never seen so much blood before. He gathered her
up inhisarms and held her desperately againgt him, screaming aoud in torment and making no attempt to
calm the chaos of weeping, running people dl around him.

There were merciful people there, and skillful ones. They had adrug in hisarm almost a once, and he
knew nothing more. By the time they dared let him waken again, her body had been made ashes and
scattered over the forest floor.

Chapter Fifteen

One would think that after all these thousands of years people would have become more sophisticated;
onewould think that propagandawould fail with them. But it doesn't. Y ou heed only find the proper
symbol—the Snake, the Scorpion, the Spider, the Flame, the Bat, the Rose—all coded in the deepest
subconscious recesses of humankind, al ready to release emotions as predictable to the linguist asthe
weather. It isan absurd waste of time to bother with argument and discussion and attempts to make
people seethe logic of things. If you want to reach them, ask the symbolist for advice and go directly to
the source.

—from Manud for Politicians,

Government Publication 23.4.X 76031, Fourth Revised Edition, p. 37

The sign was unambiguous. It was six inches square, set in abroad frame of crimson plasmic, and in
green-and-gold letters on aground of slver it read:

ANALYN THE SINGER, MIND-PROSTITUTE
It was clear that she either did not fear arrest or was actively seeking it; her place of business was square

between amicrofiche gallery and arespectable-looking restaurant run by an equally respectable-looking
family of androids, the whole complex sitting on amagjor cross-street of the city. Coyote stood and



looked at the sign for awhile, long enough to get thoroughly soaked by the mist curling around the
sreets. His problem was that he was not at al sure what the protocol was for gpproaching a
mind-prostitute during business hours, especidly if you weren't acustomer. He could walk right in,
maybe, tossing off acasua "Morning, Citizen, how's business?' But how did you know if she was busy
with adient?

When the door opened, its dmost soundless hiss betraying the costliness of itslocking mechanism, and
Anadyn stood before him, he stepped back, startled.

"You're nervous, Citizen," shesad. "Y ou have not yet recovered from your illness, perhaps.”
"] was expecting someone else to open the door,” he said. "Not you."

Sheraised her eyebrows, now dyed scarlet in the fashion of progtitutes and flecked with tiny winking
jewels, and set her hands on her hips. "Who, then?" she asked him. "My daughter is now award of the
date until sheleavesfor the Multiversity. I'm aone here.”

"No servant?'

"Don't be absurd,” she said scornfully. " At my age one does not start taking servants—not when | have
been asarvant dl my lifelong. | cherish my solitude, Citizen."

They stared at each other, her eyes almost on aleved with his, she was so tal, and he fought the urgeto
gtrike her to the floor where she stood. Shewas dressed al in scarlet, in aflicker-dress whose constant
shifting fields of trangparency showed now abreast, now athigh, now the pubic cleft, and her feet were
bare except for the heavy rings on her toes. Thiswoman, who had severed Drussa Slver'sthroat with the
sword of her barbaric faith, had become theicon of his hatred in these past weeks; and it pleased him to
see her, dressed as she was in the worst possible taste, dmost a parody of progtitutes. It made her even
more suitable for his hatred, which the gentle counsel of the Shavvieswho had tended him through the
worgt of hisgrief had not even dented. Looking &t her, hisfists clenched at his sdes and his bresth caught
in histhroat so that he couldn't speak.

She broke the silence, findly, saying, "Wéll, Citizen? If you have cometo kill me, be donewithit. If you
have not, please stop wasting my time."

"l want to talk to you," he said huskily. "I have no intention of doing you harm.”

"Youlie" shesad. "Look at your arms, Citizen Jones, and your hands! Y ou are fighting to keep your
hands off my throat."

"My thoughts are as transparent as your dress, gpparently,” he said. "My gpologies ... but | give you my
word | won't lay afinger on you. May | seeyou, Citizen?"

She stepped back from the door and bowed her head in the traditional prostitute's gesture.
"Won't you comein, Citizen?" she said, mock-humble. "My house and my mind are at your disposd.”

"I have no interest in your mind," he said contemptuoudly. "I'd as soon move about in aGaoraon
breeding-bog. But | will comein, because | have thingsto say, and thingsto ask."

He crossed the threshold of the room, the door diding shut behind him. Inside, the room was a domed



half-sphere, itsfloor deep in scarlet rugs, itslight the soft glow of suspensored star-shaped lamps, the
rugs piled with cushions of green and slver and gold and royd blue. The air wasfilled with the mingled
scents of cinnamon and lemon and with the delicate sound of asolar harpsichord. The effect was aluxury
amog repulsivein its cloying richness.

"Y our rates must be high to afford dl this," he noted.

"Ohyesl | am the highest-paid whore on this planet, and if there is one who charges more, it isbecause |
have not yet heard about him or her. It ismy firm intention that no one shal earn morefor trafficking in
filth than mysdf.”

Trefficking infilth?

"An odd way for aprogtitute to talk," he said, and amusement flickered over her face.

"Be seated, Citizen Jones, and make yourself comfortable. I've hung out the star-light that means | am
not at liberty at thistime; no onewill disturb us.”

"Star-light? What, exactly, isastar-light?"

"Likethese" she said, pointing to the lamps suspended in the room, "except that it's scarlet. The meaning
is'l am with acustomer; do not knock." "

"These garsfloat in the back aleys of the city, where your lessfortunate sisterslive? | should think
they'd attract agreat deal of dangerous attention.”

Anayn smiled. "Inthe back aleys, asyou put it, the star is very smal and flat and unobtrusive, and it lies
underneath the door knocker. My colleagues are not interested in advertising their presence to the
lawrobots.”

Coyote thumped apile of three pillowsinto submission and sat down on them, his back againgt the wall,
hisarms folded across his chest, and hoped he wouldn't get Sick at his stomach. It smelled like abakery
in here, and he hadn't eaten yet.

"You," he said, answering her, "do not share their concern, so far as| can observe. You arelisted in the
city directory ... Analyn the Singer, Mind-Progtitute. Under the A's. At the comsets on the corners one
asksfor Analyn the Singer and is given your address by the central computers.”

"Certainly," she chuckled. "Some of my best clients are computer programmers.”

"Citizen," he said dbruptly, "enough of this."

"One does not address a prostitute as 'Citizen." "

"All human beings are addressed as 'Citizen,' " he said coldly. "I do so address prostitutes, and will
continueto do s0."

"An affectation, Citizen. We have given up our rights to be human beings.”

Coyote shrugged. "Asyou like. But you are only posturing, Analyn—you are no better at being awhore
than | was at being a Student.”



Her featurestook on alook of eegant studied disdain, and an obscene mind-gesture moved in her eyes,
he recognized the look of it athough the content escaped him.

"On the contrary,” shesaid, "I am an excellent whore. The men who come here go away talking of
exquisite pleasure, and | have seen many powerful maeswrithing at my feet asheplessasinfants, on
these very rugs where you now sit. Please do not insult a product you have not sampled, Citizen."

"Whores," said Coyote, biting off hiswords asif they hurt him, "do not talk of their own degradation. It's
that that betrays you for afake, however skilled you may be. And | don't doubt your skill, you know.
You are dtill aSinger. Even in those clothes, even in this place, you have learned no skill at setting that
asde. It's no wonder the men flock to you—a holy whore must proveirresstible.”

"Apparently,” she answered. "And | lose agreat deal of money asthis conversation progresses, Citizen!
Tl mewhat you want, and let me get this over with. | have many appointments this day."

"Y ou find my presence so distasteful 7'
"| find your presence atorment.”

Coyote looked at her. The disdain, the banter, the practiced elegance, were gone. Whatever she meant
by the statement she had just made, she wastelling him the truth.

"Good enough,” he said. "'l want to know what you're doing here. | want to know why Anayn the
Singer, holy woman of Castle Fra, mother of the Student-to-be Star Fox, now lives as amind-prostitute
a Halling Street sx twentyone. Tdl me!™

"Y ou left out one of my titles."
"l don't think s0."

"Yes! | am dso amurderer, Citizen. Analyn the Singer, Murderer of the Divine. No one ese on this
planet, no one esein the Three Galaxies, bearsthat title, except me; it ismy persona digtinction.”

"Andyn—"
"And," she spat, "itisan unusud distinction! Judas, at least, did not drive the nails himself."

She leaned back againgt the wall across from him, hugging her armstight about her, and closed her eyes,
saying, "And yet another one. | am called Analyn, Savior of the Old Faith. Have you not heard that yet?'

Coyote sad nothing, watching her and listening to more than just her words. There was something here
he didn't understand. He was having trouble hating her, for one thing; she had ceased to seem abarbaric
incarnation of evil and begun to look more and more like atired and bitter woman of middle years, no
longer at the peak of her beauty, wrapped in an aura of power that dmost hissed about her but within
which she seemed to struggle like something small caught in amber. The dress, with itsfoolish
peek-a-boo mechanism, had stopped being obscene and had become grotesque.

"Just explainto me, Citizen," he said softly. "Thisrole suitsyou very badly. Therole of killer suited you
worse. Tell me, in plain words, why you did the one and why you now do the other, and | will go away
and leaveyou done.”



"Wdl ..." Shedghed heavily and opened her eyes. "Areyou hungry?' she asked him. "Thirsty?"
He shook hishead. "Only for the truth,” he said.

"Well, then, | will give you what you want. One answer at atime. | killed Drussa Silver becauseit was
my duty to do so, because | was charged with that obligation by Tayn Kellyr of Castle Fra. | serve as
mind-prostitute now becauise, once again, that ismy duty, but | have placed the obligation on mysdif.
This, a least, was not Tayn Kdlyr'sidea."

"] don't understand,” he said.

"Y ou cannot understand,” she snapped. "Y ou are not one of my people. Y ou cannot understand what it
waslike, to be Analyn the Singer, of Castle Fra. Seven hundred years my family had served in fedlty to
the noble family of that Castle. It was Tayn Kdlyr's mother who came when my own mother lay dying in
our house next the Castle wall, bringing the desth-drugs hersdlf, with her own hands. She would not leave
it to amedrobot. It was Tayn Kelyr who came, many and many atime, to attend in some way to me or
to my daughter, as she would have done her own children. | wasraised in the Old Faith, aswere my
family generations out of mind before me, and my loyalty to Castle Frawas as my loyaty to my own
heart. | ... | could no more question the ingtructions of Tayn Kellyr—wicked asthey seemed to
me—than | could cease, of my own freewill, to breathe the air. | don't expect you to understand.”

"Goon."

"It was Tayn Kdlyr who dressed mein the holy robes, Tayn Kellyr who put the sword in my hands. |
went grieving, | went bleeding in my own depths, but | could not refuse the lady of Castle Fra. | had my
own plan, you see. Firg, there was my duty to discharge, the sword to lay across the throat of the Silver.
Then | would go home and bury that same sword in my heart. If only it had been that easy!"

Coyote shook his head, bewildered.
"That would have been better than this" he said dowly.

"Yes Far better, immeasurably better! But it turned out not to be quite that smple. | loved Drussa
Siver, Citizen Jones, shewas my beloved friend. We walked, many and many anight, down by theriver
where no one would see us, high in the nishia-bellawhen the mists were thick, for the sake of my
reputation and my daughter's. When | had killed her, and my duty to the family was gone, desth would
have been very welcome.”

There was a soft knock at the door. Analyn made anoise of disgust and went to answer it, saying to
whoever stood there, "Are you completely ignorant? Were you raised by acomputer? Don't you see my
light there—can't you see I'm busy?' It'shard to dam adoor that dides shut, but she managed it, and
then she turned, her back to the door, and faced him.

"You see" shesaid wearily, "Tayn Kelyr was using mefor apurpose of her own, and murder was only
thefirst small step. | was not to be just acourier of death, putting an end to a nuisance that threstened
those | owed my loydty to. That wasnot it at al.”

"What, then?" he demanded.

Her voicetightened, and her fists clenched againgt her chest.



"It was aclever plan she had, the lady Kélyr," shetold him bitterly. "The Slver's death was only the
beginning. It was to be Messiah against Messiah, and | was to be the Champion Messiah, don't you see?
Drussarepresenting her faith, in her plain tunic and her braids, barehanded and barefooted on the grass,
her blood pouring out into the water—and me, Messiah of the Old Faith, splendrousin my sacred robes
and headdress, bearing the avenging jeweled sword! Faith againgt Faith, and the Old Faith
Triumphant—that was her ideal There wereto be holy days celebrated in my honor, icons prepared and
distributed to the people, she had struck medals of silver with my image upon them ... When | came back
to my house, Citizen, shewaswaiting for me, with asurgica kit. There wasto be alight-source
implanted, just above the point between my brows, to provide methe traditiona halo and offer the last
touch of convincing detail for the doubters. | would have glowed like—" She reached out and smashed
one of the fragile lamps between her two pams, the vicious shards dropping al about her like arain of
murderousice.

"—likethat lamp," she said smply, and her handsfell to her sides.

Coyote was heartsick, dl his hatred gone. Somewhere in the back of his mind he could hear TzanaKai
and his daughter pointing out that thiswas yet another evidence of his absurd romanticism, but he could
not help himsdf. The woman was pathetic, pitiful—how could he hate her?

"Theresjust onething," he said gently.
"Why this?' she asked, and laughed.

Her voice had gone dl crisp competence, and the disdain was back. "Easily explained, Citizen,” she said
briskly. "1 am not to be used in that way. What | did voluntarily, out of the duty | owed Castle Fra, that
was onething. But | am no one's puppet, and no one'sliar. When Tayn Kdlyr betrayed me for her own
purposes, she set mefree of obligation to her—my only obligation then wasto ruin her plansfor the evil
they were. My death would not have doneit.”

"Why not?'

"Shewould havewon if I'd died. The Old Faith would have managed an ascension to heaven or some
such claptrap for meif I'd turned that sword on myself; their technology isingenious and impressive. I'd
have gone floating up out of sSight through the trees, accompanied no doubt by showers of roses and
flights of doves and the music of the spheres, and served their legend comfortably. But it's very difficult
indeed for them to clam me astheir Messiah, asthe Holy Champion of the Old Faith, when | spend my
days as public whore."

She paused and then said, " Citizen Jones, have | made mysdlf clear?'

Coyote was indifferent to the tearsin his eyes, but the trembling in histhroat would not let him speak. He
could only stare at her.

"Waste no pity on me, Citizen," shehissed & him. "1 an maintained in luxury here. | have everything that
| could want. | repay Drussa, in some small measure, each day that | spend in this place; | have the
comfort of knowing that each morning Tayn Kellyr must get up to face the fact of her own failure. They
dare not arrest me, they dare not kill me, in the Chapelsthey tell the people that in my excessof zed |
have gone mad, but who will worship amad goddess?"

She sat down and wrapped her arms around her knees, rocking hersalf softly back and forth, laughing,



while Coyote watched. All hiswits seemed to have deserted him, and later he would be ashamed that he
had had not asingle word of consolation to offer her. He watched like something carved of wood and
listened to the clear notes of the music over their heads.

When at |last shelooked at him again, her eyes were ice-honed like the music, bitter-clear.

"She would have had to do the same thing, you know," she said.

"Who?'

It was a croak, and he cleared histhroat, and tried again. "Who, Citizen?"

"DrussaSilver."

"Drussa? Analyn, they are perhapsright to call you mad.”

"No!" She shook her head firmly. "Drussawould have had no other choice—how else could she have
weaned the people from their dependence on her? How e se could she have overcome her failure?”

"l cannot see where shefailed,” said Coyote. Y ou will haveto tell me."

"Every religion since the beginning of time has donethis" Andyn raised her hands, oneleve with her
shoulders, the other high above her head, as high as she could reach. "Every one of them has had this
separation, this split, this division between Leader and led, the Shepherd and the sheep, the Master and
the servant, the King and the subject. And every one of them hasfailed. No true faith can come of such
divison, shetold us; no salvation can come of such ranking. Women have dways known that.
Transcendence must come of union, not of separation. She had thought she would just go away, you see,
once she had taught the peopl e the skills she thought were necessary to their spirits. She meant just to go
away and live somewhere done, so that the dependence of the Shavvies upon her as Divine Being would
come to an end and be forgotten. But it wouldn't have worked.”

Coyote nodded, agreeing.

"No," he said. "Shewould only have made hersdlf alegend, and they would have worshiped that."
"And now I've made her alegend,” said the woman, mourning. "I've given her amartyr's death, and she
will never befree of that. Coyote Jones, will you answer one question for me? I've answered al of
yours."

"If I can,” hesaid. "l don't know till you ask me."

"Why did she permit it?"

The question hung in the air, and Coyote spread his hands, helpless. He didn't even know if therewas an
answer; if it existed, he didn't have it handy.

"l don't know, Analyn," hesaid. "I have no idea. None."

"Perhgpsit wasthat ... that amiracle—amiracle that would have stopped me—would have made things
even worse?"



"Perhaps,”" Coyote said dubioudy. "Who can know?"
Coyote stood up, ready to leave her. He had just one question | eft.
"Andyn," he asked, "what will happen to the Shavvies now?"

"Oh ... some of them will go on asthey dways have, | suppose. There have been Shavvies, afew faithful
ones, for aslong as anyone can remember. Most of them will go back to the Old Faith, now that Drussa
isnot hereto hold them. | understand that Tayn Kellyr has set her daughter Deliven the task of bringing
al the grays back into the fold, where their new skillswill be very useful, and their tithes will once again
maintain the Castles”

"You redly think that'swhat will happen?’
"Don't you?'

There was no comfort he could offer her, and nothing left for him to say. In decency, heleft her, but he
did not touch the red star glowing outside her door. It was aimost hidden by the mists, in any case.

Hefdt itsmuted light behind him as he hurried away down Hailing Street, headed for the rocketport,
trying not to think of anything & dl.

Chapter Sixteen

Teacher (tiy.char), n.: aperson whose words are so important that to listen to them spoken isaprivilege;
a person whose actions are so admirable that to see them carried out is an honor.

—Tang-Webgter-Mbaru Third Gaactic Dictionary, Second Edition

The Dean fdlt acertain obligation to Coyote Jones. After all, hewas acripple, cut off from much of
normal communiceation. If her sources of information were reliable—and they would not have dared not
to be—the man had done everything humanly possible to protect Drussa Silver; and if he had failed it
was not for want of trying. Hisgrief a her death had been terrible, she wastold, if somewhat excessivein
its manifestations; and it had not been easy to restore his emotiona balance,

And then, there was the undeniable fact that she had personally caused him to suffer that unpleasant
episode on Galoraon ... All things considered, she felt that he was entitled to an explanation, and when
she sat down to writeit, she gaveit her full attention.

Dear Citizen Jones:

| am pleased to hear that you are once more ableto travel and in full control of your faculties, and |
understand and share your grief at Drussa Silver's death. It isamisfortune that you fal into that group of
humans unable to accept desth as no more than ajoyful transition; perhaps it has something to do with
your mind-deafness. At any rate, | am told that you are your normal saf again, except for your very
understandable regret at leaving Freeway. | would be the same way, Citizen—no one leaves Eden

willingjy.



The purpose of this|etter isto explain afew thingsto you, very briefly. I'm reasonably certain that | can't
count on your Bureau Chief to do thisfor me.

Therewas, firgt of dl, the question posed for your "dissertation topic." That is, why isit that the
Shawvies, who are otherwise so like the Maklunites, are able to drastically affect the culturein which they
live, while the Maklunites have dmost no effect at dl? | could havetold you the answer to that question
thefirst day you cameto seeme, Citizen; itistrivialy obvious.

Remember the Maklunite Choosing Ceremony, at which the Cluster must decide if you are even worthy
totry tojoin them?You, as| understand it, had grest difficulty satisfying the group at your own
Choosing. Then, once the Choosing has been completed, there is still one hurdle after another to be
leaped. Thefirst review by the Cluster community at three weeks, another at three months, still another at
one year, while you wonder if you will be alowed to remain. And the stringent standards that are set by
these people ... with dl the goodwill in the world, and with dl the support your Cluster could give you,
Citizen, you yourself did not make it even through the three-month review.

Contrast thiswith the Shavvies, Citizen, and you will see a once where the difference lies. True, both
use aconcept of "choosing,” though it means quite different things. True, both are commund religions,
dedicated to the devel opment of aunited awareness built by mindspeech. True, both aretotally
nonmateridigtic, with al things held in common: both dl labor and dl itsfruits. True, both are committed
to an ethic of service and afirm conviction that it istheir obligation to devote their livesto others. But the
sandards set are radically different ... if a Shavvy man becomes so fond of aparticular tunic or a
particular book or woman that he doesn't want to share with anyone e se, the otherslaugh at him, but
they indulge his weakness. The Maklunites, on the other hand, would expel him from the Cluster as unfit.

Do you see, Citizen Jones? The Maklunitereligion isareligion of saints. Its Sandards are set so high that
for most human beingstheir atainment isimpossible, beyond al hope. The Shavvy reigionisareigion of

the people. All people.

Santsarefew. They arerare. A religion composed entirdly of saintswill aways have aminima impact
upon society because sainthood takes alot of time and effort, service takesthe rest, and people at large
are miserably uncomfortable in the presence of saints. SAINTS ARE NO FUN TO BE WITH: they
make you too conscious of your own shortcomings.

The Shavvies, now, are like you and me. It is expected that we will fall short of the standards set us, and
often. We are loved none the less, we are not rejected for our failings, our community rallies round to
help us do better the next time and to assure usthat if we are weak, so is every one of them. Some of us
are weaker than others, but the weakest isheld as dear as the strongest.

The second question that has not been answered for you isthis one—why all the fuss?'Y ou undoubtedly
know by now that the origina intention was that Drussa should diein mid-flight, as you brought her back
for trial, and that TGIS was to bear the blame for the hidden nerve-dart that caused her death. Thisisthe
sort of thing that The Fish would tell you. I'm sure he has dso told you that TGIS was well aware of the
plans of the Council of Eight and had no intention of interfering. The question is, why?

The answer issmply stated, Citizen—the economic well-being of the Three Galaxies, as defined by our
governments, depends upon disunity. Do you understand? Oh, | know we have a Tri-Gaactic Council,
and much carrying-on about galactic community and the personhood of al humankind, blah, blah, blah.
But the Council is nothing more than the United Nations was on Old Earth: a powerless figurehead going
through ritua rhetorica motions. In redlity, the governments of al member planetsare wdl avare that if



there were real unity, the whole thrust of our economy—based on hard-driving, aggressive colonists
charging fiercely out into space to open up planet after planet and makeits wedth available to the
Federation—that whole thrust would come grinding to a hdt. If people are content in themsalves, you
cannot motivate them to worship the Almighty MORE, they fed no compulsion to chase off into the
unknown to face they know not what; they prefer to concentrate their energies upon their own spiritsand
the community in which they live.

Thiswas the fearsome danger represented by the Shavvies, Citizen Jones. If Drussa Silver could unitea
whole planet in so short atime, our governments hypothesized, she might well head a movement that
would unite whole galaxies, and thiswas arisk that could not be endured. The fact that she was holy, that
she was divine—and make no mistake, Coyote Jones, they knew quite well that she was, whatever they
may have told you—made no difference. The divine must dways die; they cause far too much trouble
dive

It will perhaps be some smal comfort to you to know that the experts are wrong, however, in their
assumption that with Drussa Siver gone, the Shavvieswill revert to the status of asmal fringe cult on one
backward planet. It will be awhile before their miscal culation becomes apparent. But in afew years, to
their utter astonishment, they will discover that the new judges and officials are Shavvies, that the
incoming administrators and scientists and doctors and futurists and artists and writers—all the Students
coming out of the Multivergties, in other words—are Shavvies.

A little patience, dear Citizen Jones. and we shall see anew world, you and I.

With al my best wishes,

Dean Shanddynne O'Hdloran.

Shefolded the letter, marked it TOP SECRET—BY DIPLOMATIC POUCH ONLY, and sent it
aong. Then, her task finished, she went with a clear conscience to the Multiversity Chapel, where the
evening service was just beginning, in ample time to add her own mindvoice to the chanting of the Creed.

| anaChild of Light.

Therefore,

| have the power to Search.

Trees of probability make up my life...



