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The Wi te Not ebook of M rabu

Wld heart beating into mnyth,
Made of sea blood, bits of star grit,
Long equations, and the songs of birds.

She heard the cries beneath our noise,

Al l uded to sone raw enoti ons of her own,

Yet She was nuch al one in thinking,

Knotted beyond our vain acuities.

Lo! that overarching Mnd' s effect,

The Power house of this green coil,
And She the trusted Maker of our way.

....... Pilgrinms of Jurith

Now that |I'moff on this wayfarer's station | have a

di fferent perspective of the whole Laomaffair. But that

doesn't clarify a great many things. The unanswered

guestions are still whipping up ny innards and pulling nme in

ten directions.

So this old cynic is finally stuck deep in

sonmet hing, and he feels helpless as a call ow youth beggi ng
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the sun for omipresence -- ah, to be several places at
once, a constant hunger for those in nmy line of work.

| started having a persistent dream as soon as | left
Laom Sonetines | amnyself in it, an observer, and
sonetines | amalso Jurith or one of the others. But it's
all fragnmented, tornmentingly inconplete, and try as | will |
can't renenber enough when | wake up. | feel panicky, as
t hough | have failed her. | break into the hot sweat of
prodi gal flesh, but that was ny youth, randy, glorious, and
wasteful; it's far too exulted a termfor a banged up old
hulk like me. 1've finally succunbed to those infernal life
extenders. Once you get on themyou can't stop, but | have
to preserve for a while longer whatever is left. There is a
consum ng purpose which drives me. |'ve becone a part of
the nystery | seek to unravel. | nust get home. There are
answers there, things | nust discover. Honme, that place
once | eft never again to be found, sweeter than a | over and
even nore faithless.

These recollections along with a bit of self-analysis
which |I'mclearing out of ny head are being handwitten, and
nmy unaccustoned fingers are rebelling. Jurith incinerated
nmy video recorder the day | arrived on Laom and justly gave
me credit for it. She dam near liberated ny telewist,
whi ch woul d have severed nmy unbilical with Mdther -- the
only nother | renenber: a big, sunptuous gal axy transport.

At | east this odd business of witing will give me sonething
to do besides guzzle mnus-tinme bracers while |"mwaiting to
deport. How fortuitous that 1've found this handsone little
book of enpty vellum pages just crying to be defaced with
sonmet hing worthwhil e: the subject of Jurith. The notebook
is areal collector's item It has a heavy white cover that
| ocks with one of those old netal keys which, of course, is
m ssing, and the center of the top cover is set with an
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eyebal | -size lapis lazuli gemcarved into the head of an
ape. For soneone like me that initself invites a story.

The android in the transport conpany store -- "Another
famous WAYPORT to serve you" -- didn't even know what the
not ebook was. Not too surprising. It was probably left by

sonme early explorers with fairly romantic notions of the
"Big Deep." Anyway, it suggests the romantic, especially
with witing added. Al nost everyone |earns this brain-
toning exercise at an early age, but | forgot there could be
sonet hing very personal and touchi ng about writing out

words, sort of rounding off the corners of experience. Wth
the length of time |I've been in this business, there's a
heap to round off.

The general rule in ny kind of reporting is to forego
opinion and just try to scrape the nuck off the facts, which
is plenty hard enough. A long tine ago people who did what
| do were called journalists. They raced around on one
troubled little planet, trying to get the news as fast as
they could. Now we're called historeps. The title gives
one a rough jolt of responsibility. That's why | keep
trying to get it right. Like a ganbler hel plessly ensnared
in habit, | can't quit, even when | know |I'mgetting it
wong. |'ve got an incurable hunger to stop the unfamliar
in notion, freeze it and identify it, although | know by now
that it's all one big flux. There isn't real news anynore
except on hone base, but you can't really go hone. Tine
| ocks you out and the rest is history. Wen | cone tail-
dragging in with a hot spool of news there's nobody to
scoop. Al ny friends, that is the people |I bunped into on
the last |oop, are either dead or out somewhere |ike ne.

What a lot of tinme it would save if stories could be wave-
| aid, but, thanks to code breakers, it's generally agai nst
the law. Mst of the stuff | do has to be declassified
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first -- seniority earns nme the | oss of speed.

| drop ny collection of stories off at the history
bank, Control Building H 30, where sone fad-head -- the
| atest fashion in androids -- looks at nme like it’s trying
to identify a prehistoric anomaly, gives ne its evilly
desi gned patronizing smle and proceeds with ny |abor of
screwed-up love. The data goes first to the Controller --
the real live political experinenter of the current century
-- then through screening and out on the nultiplex so the
history buffs can tweak their channels for intergal actic
gossip and finally into H30's el aborate cross-file banks.
End of ny assignnment. Then up to the top floor of old H 30
to sweet-talk the current research bureau chief, and out to
t he next burn-off. 1've been at this so long | can snell a
story before the bureau, and | usually make nmy own
assi gnnment s.

Once | had a daughter who was born and |ived and died
while | was out. | |ooked her up in the human records
termnal. She wasn't bad, had ny eyes and the sane silly
| opsi ded curve to her smle, but luckily she wasn't stuck
with the rest of ny face, these big gnawi ng teeth and boozy
jows. | know she was smart, had a good job, but who was
she? What did she think? And where did her one carefully
requi sitioned child end up, if she had it? 1 could find
not hi ng on that score. All | can renenber about her nother
is that she was a bright little collection of cosm c dust
passi ng through, just passing through the sane as | was.

But as to the Laomaffair, it will take hone years if
ever | achieve the peripatetic historep' s | egendary
detachnment. First of all, I fell in love with the anmazing
doctor known only to increasing nunbers as Jurith. This did
not make ne uni que but was unavoi dable. The mnute | net
her she was livid because nmy presence had contam nated an
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air lock fromthe shuttle which was supposed to be used only
for unloading sensitive |lab equipnment -- |'ve devel oped an
entire repertoire for debarking in renote places w thout
under goi ng the custonmary guarded tour -- and things went
steadily downhill fromthere. Jurith was by that tine
admttedly and for good reason somewhat paranoid.

| didn't know when | arrived on Laom exactly how Jurith
cane to be there or how nmuch of Laom she had nmade. | knew
only that there was a war going on and wi thout coming in
under the right code our android-run shuttle, ferrying Laom
freight and nme from Mot her, would have been blown to
smthers, well actually just vapori zed.

| now know that Jurith, with the help of her
col | eagues, nmade Laom from a prineval hunk of space debris
into what it nust still be at this witing: a grand tour de
force of human ingenuity. Later, | canme to know that Jurith
even hijacked, in a manner of speaking, her little quintet:
the Quester expeditionary crew. They still didn't quite
know this when | left, but even though they were all free to
go, the war notw thstandi ng, none of them would do so. They
were scientists on a very hot frontier, with unprecedented
freedom and Jurith had themin the palmof an idol's hand.

Her coll eagues and their children were Jurith's only
human conpani ons on Laom -- three nen, two wonen, and five
children; at least, | at first thought they were the only
humans, but of this | wll wite nore later. Anobng the
adults it would appear to be a nice even pairing but was
not hing of the sort. They were an unpaired group.

The Quester Expeditionary Force did not set out for the
pl ace later naned Laomat all. En route to sone nysterious
point at the other side of the transverse, the doctor
detected on her spectrograph a nmonolithic chunk of what had
heret of ore been known as a rare netal. It was an el enent
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Jurith sorely required in her schene of things. Wth its
first sighting |ong ago, the plan of the young w zardess
grew around this core of barren rock like the rich sponge
around the pip of a delectable fruit.

There was sonet hing unsettling and indefinable going on
between Jurith and the Controller, and |I believe there is
nore which she was still trying to understand. | don't
understand it yet either, of course, but Jurith would be
i npressed by my accurate nental addition, although she
prai sed w sdom of experience nost. Intelligence without it
was beneath di scussion. Wether or not Jurith finally
figured it out | couldn't say at this nonment, but she nust

have because she's so dammed smart. Still | mght have the
junp on her. | can go honme and penetrate Control in one of
my cl ever dissenbling masks -- for instance, the one where |

just wal k in and ask anything, since everyone | knew before
has been dead a long tine. Wat a way to nake a |iving.
Al t hough by now what | do is, as | say, pure habit.

Wen | wote that | fell in love with Jurith I could
distinctly hear her laughing in her ever nore distant worl d.
"You fool, blast off and let me get on with ny work," she
once told ne. But it was inflected with her special dose of
conpassion. If | hadn't gotten out of there when | did I
m ght have gone soft. As it is, when | get too old for this
ganme |'Il probably retire to a leisure colony and wite
poetry about her -- if there is anything left of ny gyri
after all these roving years of interstellar poison and
short change.

| had no reason to think that Jurith was any nore
schi zophrenic than the rest of us. So the day | arrived and
guestioned her about the war and she opened her softly
fluting nouth and said, "Wat war?" | thought it mght be a
probl em of semantics. | replied, perhaps a little too
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bluntly, "Harquint, the rare netal rustler, and his trigger-
happy cowboys are trying with everything they' ve got, which
is a helluva lot, to lasso this entire rock in what anounts
so far to a series of androcide mssions for a string of
expensi ve androids, and you say there's no war?"

She | ooked at ne with heart-freezing eyes that |ater
becane, at special nonents, promsing as the little trout
streans on Korak -- | don't renenber her eyes as any
particular color; they went fromblue to gray to violet to
cl ear glass and back again -- and said, "There is no war.
There is no war for your video recorder, no war for your
telewist, no war for your ears or your tongue. No war."

"What about ny eyes?" | said, "You left out my eyes."”

Her nmood did a quicksilver roll to laughter. "They're
a sort of carnelian brown," she observed closely. "Looks
i ke you m ght even have a few crystals of grit left in

you.
And that's when | began to fall in |ove.
"Why did you let nme cone here? You knew what | was up
to," | said.
"Nobody cones here, Mrabul. Only a fool would want to
conme here. (Qbviously, | thought you m ght cone in handy."
At this nonment, because | am sonething of a masochi st,
| was seized with inmutable adulation. | sinply stood there

shanel essly worshipful, nmy big blunt teeth hangi ng over ny
tongue, and fell still nore deeply in |ove.

|'ve seen all kinds: the chicken heads; the eggheads;
the nuzzy hal f-and- hal ves creaking al ong on a pathetic m x
of high tech parts and rare organic originals; the derelict
trippers; the pigeonholed gray faces who will even kowtow to
| ow- |l evel androids; the rigid butts with wound-too-tight,
broken mai nspring heads and cryogeni c hearts...but | never
saw anything like Jurith and never will again. She has no
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i deol ogy whatsoever. |If anything, she is an altruist, the
nore so because she has no idea of it. Her nusical brain
pl ays fugues with countless reels of conplex data, but it
never makes enough nmusic to suit her. She is a denure
aut horitarian anarchi st who | oves order. And, even nore
confusing, she has an all-consum ng hunger and ascetici sm
devouring everything but as though her body didn't exist.
She is self-energizing light flushing out a terrible

darkness in the universe and a black corner in ny soul -- it
cones to the sanme thing. | think of her evenly forned white
teeth and how | | abored to make them appear. They shone
like glittering conet tails behind musical lips that could
say there was no war and al nost make ne believe it. It

wasn't a lie but an inpassioned refusal which bordered on
the erotic. | wanted to stand there with her and revel in
her decl aration of non-war until Harquint |anded on ny back.

"No nore of war," she said in a near whisper while |
waver ed between a stubborn and querul ous doubt, which is the
tool of ny trade, and the begi nnings of conplete devotion.

"I didn't cone here to quibble,” | insisted with faint
heart, "but people have played these word ganes before. At
first they made up words for things that didn't exist and
t hen fought over the nonexistent things. But you pretend
that the thing doesn't exist by refusing the word that
stands for it."

"Alesson in linguistics | do not need, Mrabul. There
hasn't been one drop of bl ood wongfully shed here and there
won't be by dinner. Please go and freshen up, a cold shower
perhaps. Then I'll introduce you to nmy coll eagues.”

"I's this the brush-off, before |I even change ny socks?"

Agai n she was transfornmed by |aughter and | ransacked
my brain to keep her at it. But it was no use. | was only
funny spontaneously or when | didn't intend to be.
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Her fingers conbed through a deep blond cloud of hair
the color of old-world tussah silk. It fell casually to her
shoul ders, accenting an oval face with a straight delicate
nose and pal e vaporous skin.

"It's good to laugh with a stranger,” she said, and |
can still hear the gentle pleasure in her voice. "But
you're not a stranger anynore, are you?...and experienced
and clever | see.”

"More experienced than clever, alas.”

"And honest. I'mafraid I'll tell you things you don't
need to know. I'mafraid you'll find out that I'm not good
at subterfuge.”

"Ch, | think you're very good at it if need be, or you
woul dn't have cone so far," | said.

The irony in ny words matched the irony of her anused
expr essi on.

“"You're still sonething of a fool for com ng here.”

"I"ve done a lot of foolish things but com ng here,
suspect, isn't one of them Perhaps you think I'ma fool
because | mght get killed here," | said, nowin the full
and relentless grip of ny profession.

"I sinply neant that there is nothing going on on Laom
that would interest a non-scientific mnd," she answered, no
| onger smling.

"There's you," | said, already sniffing out a rich
scent of history. "I think posterity nust have you."

"Foolish man," she offered, turning on her heel and
beckoning to an aide. "Go with Boaz. |'ve work to do."

| had been afforded the attention of her personal aide,
Boaz, a handsone android -- all Laom android servants, |
found, were made inperfectly attractive, strong, ninble, and
courteous. | was amazed at their superior quality, even
t hough I was not ignorant of Jurith's celebrated reputation
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for producing android strains of exceptional versatility.
O this | was to learn nmuch nore, for in the beginning |I had
not an inkling of the extent of her triunph.

Thus | went off to ny ablutions, follow ng Boaz through
air locks and android-built dones to a heavily textiled
quarters.

In the main chanber were eight walls, eight ceiling
triangles and conformng floor, all covered with delicately
woven tapestries and rugs depicting wild forests and neadows
filled wwth flowering vegetation, animals, and birds.

Wat er was precious there and maybe that's why it felt
extra luxurious as | washed the dust of a long tine tw st
frommy lethargic hide. Wiile | sponged nyself with a thick
| at her of herb-scented soap, | | ooked out a di anond peephol e
at nore android-built domes green with the tint of their
interior oases. Beyond them hung the brutal red skyline of
j agged, hard peaks whi ch everywhere inprisoned the rare
nmetal. On a few far-flung planets it was painstakingly
extracted in infinitesiml anpbunts. Conversely, it was so
plentiful on Laomthat Jurith had renaned it Laomte.

The fresh air of ny splendid bailiw ck was conti nuously
filtered. Thus ny old dislike of stale roons woul dn't
preclude ny decision to try the hookah which had been set up
on a low carved table. | seated nyself near the table on a
pile of bulging pillows, wondering how this fanciful
sensual i st's room had cone about and what Jurith's digs were
like. Puffing away thoughtfully, | tried to draw a rough
mental sketch of Jurith and her mli eu.

It seened to ne that the doctor had a tight little
fiefdom here with her conpanion retainers, the five
scientists, and her obedi ent android population. | was
wong. She cared little for hierarchic orders and liked to
have positions interchangeable. But she did rule, wthout
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seenm ng to acknow edge it, nminly because her conpani ons
needed a | eader and she was the wi sest and smartest and al so
captain of the original expedition. Besides, she was the
one responsi ble for marooni ng her conpani ons, a wei ghty
responsi bility she handl ed well because she consi dered the
fate of her crew a fortunate and honorabl e destiny.

Apparently, sonme tinme after she settled her flock on
the hunk of rare netal, she had little trouble getting
Control to allot her necessities fromthe increasing nunber
of big transports crossing the transverse. Very soon she
audaci ously began requisitioning materials for her work.
Aborting or diverting a m ssion was a serious business.
Sei zi ng governnent property and squatting on uncharted space
debris was highly irregular. | continually puzzled over how
Jurith had gotten rigid Control to concede. Naturally,
Control woul d have been overjoyed with the Laonmite resource,
if it had known about the rare nmetal, but that notable
geologic detail Jurith at first neglected to nention. This
negl ect nmust have been at |east a m sdeneanor, and still not
even a reprimand, as far as | could tell. There is the
nasty little effect of travel tinme which wi nnows out the
opposi tion back home, even though conputer term nals never
die or forget anything. Still, | know sonething of Control,
havi ng wor ked out of one of its bureaus all of ny adult
life. There is always a new regine ready to go to great
| engt hs, pardon the pun, to nmake its far-flung subjects
knuckl e under. |, nevertheless, go ny own distance -- the
Iicense of a historep who has | earned how to be a chanel eon.
But | don't fool nyself that |I'minvul nerabl e.

The original Control -- the one who sent Jurith out --
woul d have known precisely her |evel of conpetence. It was
Control's business to approve the sel ection of explorer
cadets. And the present Control could certainly verify the
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putative genius. Jurith's little planet was virtually a
hi gh class android factory. Her andys were now prized
t hroughout the gal axy, the sine qua non of androids.
Soneti mes known as Juroids, they, in fact, have made new and
di stant col oni zation possible. Even externally, what
beauties these creations are with their humanoid eyes and
cultured synthetic skin and proteinaceous hair. Jurith used
t he astounding properties of Laomte inside her androids as
an anal ogical pituitary gland, enploying very small but
critical anmobunts of the netal alloyed in a secret process.
Later, the andys, under her constantly perfected design,
were building thensel ves. Sonme of the androids who worked
the m nes had been stolen by Harquint and converted into
warriors. The flaw was, perhaps, that Jurith had nade her
androids with astounding brain systens alnost infinitely
convertible. It seemed obvious to nme that in light of her
suprenme contribution to Control's far-reaching system of
expansi on, Control owed her a great deal. Wy did they not
protect her better?
Into Jurith's sacrosanct world a few Laom years ago,
Har qui nt had come out of nowhere, alnost as if he had been
lying in wait for sonmeone else to do his prospecting for
him By that tine Jurith's Laomte resource was well known.
Har qui nt wanted to carve Laom up and had a huge mar ket ready
to partake of his success. Foreign transports built with
Laomte systens could nove |ighter, faster, and further with
fewer overhauls than anything else in the field. But
foreign transports belonging to Harquint's sonetime buyers
carried mainly the inplenments of war, and Jurith would not
deal. She sent Harquint's nessenger androids back to him
with a flat refusal and a warning not to return. War was
anat hema for Jurith, the conplete opposite of her purposeful
exi stence. She | abored to perfect, anong other functionals
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of the skilled professions, android neurosurgeons needed for
bot h new col oni es and di stant col onies which were dying out.
The increasing possibility of having to fight a war in order
to continue to do this was interfering with both the quality
and quantity of her work. Still, she avoided the reality of
her own war with a fanatical vehenence that was unlike any
other part of her practical nature. Harquint had not yet
come close to endangering human |ife on Laom The humans
were too val uable, and he nost certainly, although very
m st akenly, thought he could use them Furthernore, he
definitely wouldn't want Control's out-cruising battle fleet
breat hi ng down his neck. He continued to pick off Jurith's
androids so that she had to repeatedly stop work, put nore
of theminto the field and step up her defenses. But Jurith
insisted there was no war. Naturally all of this prinmed ny
hi storep itch for answers to an insatiable |evel and caused
a lot of scratching that was both pleasure and pain. Wat
did the head-in-the-sand denial of war nean?

At dinner | studied the five other scientists with a
scrutiny which | feared was approaching the inpolite. W
were seated around a | ow stone slab table in the tapestried
dining hall where the six adults always took their dinners
together after the five children were fed. The m neral and
nmetal utensils had been fashi oned by androids, as had the
hard carved stone chairs cushioned with anple silk pillows
over which ny tired runp rejoiced. Silk was worn and used
in every manner on Laom Silk worns | ong gone from our hone
pl anet were tended by a crew of androids, just as another
crew raised vicuna for the prized fluff of their |uxurious
pelts. It amused ne that here on this supposedly crude
out post was a certain kind of luxury rarely if ever found
anynore on the home pl anet.

The woman at ny right was called N ma; the nost
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tal kati ve of the Laom group, she did her best to keep ny
voi ce unheard. Jurith had, of course, arranged the seating
to |l essen ny chance of bringing up the war. | gave her a
knowi ng | ook but she only smiled inscrutably over her blue
clay goblet and rolled her tongue, sanpling the w ne.

| could forgive the bright little engineer, Nm --
obviously hungry for fresh conpany -- for barely giving the
Wi ry geophysicist, Pysu, on ny left, a chance to acquaint mne
wi th his penchant for sharply accented jokes -- the accents
of later G nsans were soft and hardly noticeable. It was
Ni ma who told nme that Pysu was fromthe little col ony of
G nsa, which was nearly autononous because of its relative
uni nportance. It began as a way station, but its
i nhabi tants devel oped a small m ning operation of sem -
preci ous stones; actually quite flaw ess and | ovely. The
G nsans were known for their tall and hunorous stories,
having little else to occupy their free tinme but keen
observation and the clever hoodw nking of transients. N ma
was an elfin blond with al nond-shaped eyes so dark
couldn't distinguish the pupils. She had a voice which was
soft but deep as space. It seened a mracle if, in fact,
her small fastidi ous body had produced the two big children
|'d seen cavorting off to their roons with the other three
earlier. | wondered who had fathered her two: the bl ond
pl ant genius, Larstev, talking quietly to Jurith, the
conedi ¢ genius, Pysu, or the prematurely white-haired
metal | urgist, Ezzlin, who sat across fromne? Ezzlin's ice-
bl ue eyes | ooked down his | ong waxen nose at nme as he
produced a grudging smle fromtime to tinme, then turned
back to the botanist, Larstev, or the bl ack-haired woman on
his | eft whose nane was Roggi .

Roggi drew ny fervent interest. She was big and qui et
and snoldering with nore than a hint of fire inside, a
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barely dormant vol cano. She was both a skilled biol ogi st
and a nedical doctor, to say nothing of her involvenent in
android technol ogy. Just |ooking at her |arge ninble hands
made ne feel nore secure than | ever had on Mther Transport
with its staff of travel -weary physici ans.
| studied the self-possessed towhead, Larstev, who was
still talking animatedly with Jurith about one of his prine
ecosystens. Although enthusiastic, he kept his voice | ow
and | could not hear all of what he was saying. He seened
lost in his own thrall, this small-boned, nuscular man with
straight white teeth and snooth cl ean-cut features. One
coul d have m staken himfor an android except that he seened
to have none of the subtle and endearing intentional
physical flaws of Jurith's ingenious design. He could
easily have been Jurith's brother but was not even renotely
related to her. He was enviable, graceful to watch as he
bared his teeth good naturedly and worked t he cunbersone
knife and fork over his plate of perfectly seasoned
veget abl es and grains -- alas, no neat was eaten on Laom
Jurith attended Larstev with concentrating eyes,
stroking himw th an earnest finesse of words fascinating to
behol d. Her voice was soft and mninmal, but it was her
whol Iy directed focus which seened to capture his ego. |
coul d al nost see Larstev's chest inflating. | wondered if
this social artistry of Jurith's was what had kept the five
ot hers from bashing one another's heads in over all these
years. They were strong independent individuals with
out rageously dom nant personalities. Froma psychol ogi cal
poi nt of view, a study of the human |inkage in this unique
group was itself worth the trip, but I was strongly hooked
on the rare netal angle and the war. All of it was closely
tied together anyway. Each person here had carved out a
niche with indi spensabl e expertise, yet they all understood
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one another's work surprisingly well. Each clearly |oved
his or her work above all else, even above the children whom
they all indulged and | oved with equal devotion. They were
a strange lot as famlies went, but always Jurith emerged at
the head, as certainly as she fornmed the head of this
equitably round table, nurturing her coll eagues' egos while
t hey devoured both food and acclaimw th hungry greedi ness.
| felt a shiver and a craving to belong as the nell ow
wi ne sloshed in ny belly. Please be fair to nme, Laom
paragon, ny blurring eyes silently inplored Jurith. Gve
this cynic's ego a little boost too.
The air-filtered roomremained a faint snmoky red from
the great crinmson-dom nated tapestries and the nyriad candl e
flames dotting the huge netal chandelier which swayed over
our heads. But why was it swaying? M old practice of
overvi ew was operating oddly out of sync, nore physical than
mental. | felt nyself soaring up to the curving stone
support rounding the ceiling' s base, and was convi nced |
roosted there, | ooking warily down |Iike a starving buzzard.
The carpet bel ow was a shaded green, al nbost black with
i ndi stinct patterns. Suddenly it was all nponlight and
fearful shadow on tangled fern and branbl e where | had run
to escape death in sone faraway night. | heard nyself
forcing out laughter in a lusting hunger for camaraderie,
but my face was dripping sweat as | slid down on it.
| awoke |ying across the soft vicuna bed on the floor
of ny quarters. Jurith was sitting on a stack of pillows
across the room floating there regally in her pale green
evening robe with her | egs crossed serenely and tucked to
one side, the toes of her shoes spearing the carpet.
Roggi, who had just shot nme with sonething, was putting
away her m croderm gun and nonitoring ny pul se and bl ood
pressure with a small hand-held instrunent. Her |ong
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fingers pulled back ny eyelid and stared at ny eye's white
portion which | envisaged as a red network of m sery.
"Drugged,” | nuttered.
Roggi put back her head and | aughed, a great w cked
shriek, and Jurith smled with an anused pati ence.

"You picked up a virus to which we're all inmmune here,"”
Roggi said. "I should have stuck your runp the nonent you
| anded. "

"Am | gun die?" | asked and began voniting unashanedly

into a handsonme rock crystal bow .

"I"'mafraid not right away," Roggi answered in a voice
whi ch sonehow managed to nock and consol e in equal measure.
“"And | hope not on ny little planet, you big | umox."

"No waya talk ta sick trav'ler,” | munbled with nunbing
tongue and fading brain while Roggi wiped ny face with a
gently mnistering hand.

"Please go to sleep now," Jurith's firmvoice urged.
"You'll feel much better in three Laom days."

In three of Laomls days | was wheel ed i nto one of
Larstev's incredi bly expansive garden dones by ny personal
android attendant, Noto. Noto, a charmng creature with a
sweet eggshell-white face, pointed out the big iridescent
butterflies flappi ng anong pungent orange bl ossons above ny
head. The place was, in fact, alive with winged creatures
merrily whirring and zoom ng past ny dazed, insensitive
stare. | was still sitting in a steamy quandary, ny |linp
hands fol ded over nelted knees, when the soft evening lights
came on and Jurith entered ahead of Noto who was carrying ny

hot soup.
"Shall | feed you?" Noto asked in a high, gentle voice.
"I think I can handle it," | answered.
"Thank you. That will be all for the nonment, Noto,"

Jurith said.
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Noto's emerald silk robe rustled as she bowed her
del i cate head of gorgeous red hair and departed on her
noi seless little feet.

"I want to talk to you," | said

"Eat your soup,” Jurith commanded.

| ate my soup, slurping and sl opping and shaki ng and
dammed enbarrassed.

“I"'mnot used to being nessed up by invisible bugs.
What el se have you got on this rock that's going to get me?"

"I think nothing else,” Jurith offered with a frown.
"Roggi has put a few deterrents into your blood."

"I don't know whether to thank her or protest."”

"Just thank her. She's very good."

Jurith was peeling an orange she had reached up and
pi cked while | was sl opping soup. Her long fingers plunged
into the center, tore it apart and sectioned it neatly.
"Eat. Good for you."

| took it and ate, thinking it was the sweetest orange
| had ever tasted.

"How did you happen to cone here, Mrabul?" Jurith
began peeling another orange as she spoke, one for herself.
| watched with fascination as those clever fingers neatly
sectioned the orange and |ined up the segnents on ny tray.
Her hand noved deftly over the pretty row, selecting the
nost perfectly intact segnment. She held it up on the palm
of her hand, obviously enjoying its beauty, then popped the
sweet segnent into her nouth and notioned for ne to answer.

"Well, as usual anong those of my profession, | was
com ng from sonewhere el se, the Fland Col ony, which had
highly touted your androids. Soneone there nentioned that
it was a shanme you had to put up with Harquint, you and your
scientists being such worthy individuals. That is, you
provi de so nmuch for so many, ny informant went on to say.
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| medi ately, | saw a | engthy history unfol ding."

"Ch you did, unfolding on this uneventful Laom out post
of hardwor ki ng individual s?" she said, delicately |icking
the juice fromher fingers.

"This place is incredible. How s the atnosphere out
there?" | pointed above ne.

"Wthout a suit only good for androids."”

“That | know...what | neant was...well, about this
hel i sh non-war--"

"Cone, cone, cone, | nust treat you gently. You're a
sick man. Don't make me treat you cruelly, Mrabul."

She had folded her arms in annoyance. A honey-fall of
hair curved just above taut shoul ders and franmed her
sangui ne cheeks. | think her eyes were anethyst then. Yes,
anet hyst when she becane angry and one brow tended to arch.

"What are your quarters like?" | asked. "Do they
inspire the sane eroticismas mne?"

Now both brows shot up and her face crinkled inits
wonder ful | aughter.

"“You' re curious about mny personal quarters? You nean,
of course, the place where | sleep.”

She stood a noment | ooking away in reflection, then
reached down, pushed a little button on ny chair and stepped
ahead. The chair followed her brisk pace through a series

of air-locked dones -- all interesting regions which I hoped
to investigate later -- until we stopped before a solitary
structure which, | could see beyond the air-|ock, was angled

in several dazzling hexagonals rising into the sky. Sharp
poi nts suggested a gigantean cluster of quartz crystals. It
was, in fact, a colossal group of Laomquartz crystals, of
whi ch there were entire nountains on this planet. The huge
geof orms had been hol | owed out by androids using | asers.
Because this formof silica transmts ultraviolet |ight nore
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readily than gl ass, the metallurgist, Ezzlin, had devised a
nmet hod of opaqui ng the transl ucent density when necessary.

Jurith pressed her hand agai nst the glass and a shield
slid open.

"Conme in," she invited.

There was nothing in the roombut a wondrous play of
light, and in the center a several-foot-thick puffy white
heap of vicuna bedding dinpled fromthe slight weight of
Jurith's body. The crystal was unopaqued, and fromthe
outside cane a lurid twilight violet. But inside, soft
lights shot up fromthe glass floor as we entered,
refracting fromskillfully faceted walls and angl ed
ceilings. Wthout a way to shut out direct light, the place
woul d have been a blinding screamof prisns during the fast
arriving and departing day.

"Where do you keep things?" | asked, for there was
truly nothing anywhere visible but the sheer pattern of the
crystal and the vicuna bed.

"What things?"

"Wl l, clothes, baubles, keepsakes."

She pressed a thin silver bar by the door and sparse
shel ves and racks of apparel appeared fromthe entrance wall
of mrror.

"My clothes,"” she offered, "and beyond the sane wall a
bat hroom W recycle our water here, of course. Just a
mnute. |1'mgoing to wash the juice fromny fingers," she
call ed over her shoul der, disappearing into her bathroom

"So this is it, this enpty dazzle?"

"But what nore is needed?" she asked, returning and

exam ning the roomalong with ne. "This is where ny brain
turns off. It's a confortable resting place, and I plan to
use it for ny final sleep when ny life nmust conclude. | had

the androids build a small control chanber under the fl oor
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beneath ny vicuna bed. It controls everything including the
opaqui ng and sealing of nmy crystal. | need only press a

special button to seal nyself in a vacuum preserved as |
lie. M conplete although blurred formcould then be viewed
fromoutside, disturbed only by the cut of the crystal
unopaqued. | have thought this would bring others...peace
to see how gratefully | rest. | also hope it would serve to
rem nd those who follow of the inportance of ongoing work."

"Remar kabl e and generous of you...but on a brighter
note, have you no other roons of your own?"

"A garden -- we all have our gardens and orchards --
ot herwi se, the places where | work, where the greatest part
of ny life is spent.” She hesitated and said, "I have
soneti nmes occupied the roomin which you' re staying...just
to...think."

"Ch really? It's a roomof antiquity and seens quite
ornate after this...but I like it there,” | said.

"I sonetimes did too," she offered with yet another of
her nysterious smles.

"Who snokes a hookah?" 1 asked.
“"No one. It was a gift fromPysu. He found it in a
transport store -- you know how you find curious things in

t hose pl aces, peopl e sheddi ng i npedi mrenta as they go. He
t hought it a nost wonderful contrivance."

“"I"'mtrying to know who you are, doctor."

"Call me Jurith...and to what end?"

"l suspect a spellbinding story."

At this she gave a derisive little smle

"You can know ne by this room | think, and by the
person you see before you...and by ny work. That's al
there is."

"Ch, no!" My echoing shout turned into incredul ous
| aughter. "Not for an instant do | believe that. There's
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much, much nore than this enptiness...these sheer pl anes of
crystal ...and even your nmarvel ous androids.”
"Poor fool, Mrabul, we don't conmunicate well. You
must go and rest until you're strong enough to travel."
"Travel ? In that case the return of ny strength wll

take | onger than we both thought. |[|'mjust doing ny job,
M'am™ | lied alittle, "for Control's Bureau of Hi story,
r emenber ?"

"You're a troubl emaker, | think."

"I didn't nmake the trouble you ve got here, and |
woul dn't want to cause any nore. |'mgrowi ng very fond of
you, as a matter of fact."

"Fool." The word came am dst a soft sigh. "At any
rate, we don't pay nuch attention to Control here.”

"You eschew the hand which feeds you?"

"The hand feeds less and | ess. W're becom ng nore
self-sufficient all the time."

"Didn't you ever wonder why Control |et you get away
with settling here before they ever knew about Laomte?"

“If this is where |I'm supposed to start babbling ny
deepest specul ations, you're in for a di sappoi ntnent,

M rabul . "

Jurith bent over ne and pressed a button on ny
intelligent little cart and off it went.

"Back to your quarters, Mrabul. And try not to energe
until your strength and manners have both inproved.”

#
Where did you get that contraption, anyway?" | asked
Roggi, eyeing the evil little conveyor chair from which

was finally parted.
"We built it when Ezzlin broke his |leg and was driving
us all crazy. M treatnent should have produced a sw ft
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heal i ng, but Ezzlin wouldn't stay off the leg, so we stuck
himin the chair."

"Ezzlin is a sort of bastard, isn't he? Every tine |
run across himhe exhibits a strong desire to spit on ne or
wor se. "

Roggi sighed, pushing back wayward strands of | ong
bl ack hair which was nostly gathered at the nape of her
neck. She whacked down her rolled white shirt sleeves and
seal ed them around her wists. Her |arge green eyes held
mne a mnute while the trace of a smle, half anused, half
critical, played across her thick red |ips.

"It takes awhile to understand Ez. He's intense, but
he's all right. He regards you as a nuisance. |If you could
see it fromhis point of view ..well, there are enough
di stractions around here lately, and..."

Roggi had fallen silent, and | saw an openi ng through
which | m ght scranble.

"This attack from Harquint won't go away by ignoring

“I't isn't being ignored at all."
"Then what are Jurith's plans and what does Har qui nt

expect to gain?" | was a little too hasty.
"Whoa! Wit a mnute, you transport jockey. |'m not
such an easy mark as that. | cane here out of the kindness

of ny heart to check your blood. Wy don't you just give
yourself a rest. You know you weren't in such great shape
even before the virus struck. You ought to take better care
of yourself."

"When everyone, even an android, goes haywire every
time a certain subject comes up, it really peaks a fellow s
curiosity.”

Roggi sl apped her long |l egs, which were clothed in raw
silk slacks, and roared. "Don't tell ne you were punping
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Noto for information. Ch, that's a good one! That nust
have set her little banks whirring."

"How nmuch Laom te does Jurith have to consign to
Control transport builders in order to stay here? And why
doesn't Control rub out Harquint?" | asked.

"Control didn't send you here to find that out," she
shot over her shoul der. She was al ready |eaving, her face
as stony as one of the cold black peaks beyond ny peephol e.

"If you really understand ny needs why don't you stay
here with me?" | called out to her stiffening back. That
was a m st ake.

| was shel ved.

| finally got Noto to take nme to Boaz who agreed to
take me as far as one of Jurith's android factories. He
| eft nme standing outside her office, then in a few m nutes
showed nme into a room banked with glaring scan and desi gn
screens. Jurith was in a brown snock, crouched forward on
t he edge of a big soothe chair, watching a squiggle of
android innards on a screen.

"You' ve only been allowed in here because |I'mwaiting
for sonething to happen here,” she tossed over her shoul der.
"Maybe you'll get ny dander up, reroute ny circuitry and
effect a speedy solution for this obstinate screen.”

"Why don't you build a psychiatrist?”

"You're determned to | eave here as friendl ess as when
you arrived, aren't you, Mrabul?"

"What do you nean?"

She spun around in her chair and | could see that | was
infor it.

"Look," | said, holding up ny hand, "I intend to
apol ogi ze to Roggi if | ever get near her again. She's been
good to ne. It's this wall | keep running into that's
scranbling my brain. M job is information and | can't get
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any. How do you feel when you can't get anything out of
t hese term nal s?"

"You see we're at cross purposes here, Mrabul. W're
a practical lot, and we can't see any benefit accruing from
your objective. Al we see is trouble.™

"Then why haven't you thrown nme off?"

"W m ght have sone future plan for you."

"Is that the we of absolute authority, or are you
actual ly speaking with everyone's sanction?”

"What ?" she asked. It was as if she had never
entertained the idea of dissension anong her people.

"Doesn't anyone want to talk to ne? Wiy do | continue
to feel that your canpaign of secrecy involves sonething
per sonal ?"

"That isn't true."

She tapped her fingers on the arm of her chair and
stared down at their novenent, as though at work. "M rabul
why don't you suit up, go out with our geophysicist, Pysu,
and have a | ook around. G ve nme a chance to think."

"While | get zapped by Harquint out there,"
suggest ed.

"I"ve sworn to remain calm but this is alnost too
much. You certainly have a way of getting under the skin."

“"Now you know I"'mnot really a fool...at least all the
time."

"I was hoping through the power of suggestion to make
you believe yourself one,"” Jurith said with a woeful smle
spreadi ng over her troubled face.

To prove ny noble intentions, | stuck my neck way out.
| soon found nyself suited up, airborne, and darting over
the rough red and black terrain in a fast little craft
piloted by Nima, who had cone along at Jurith's request.

mglad Jurith wants you to see sone of ny
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handi work,"” Nima said as we took off. "I don't have nany
chances to show of f sonmething |I've nmade. "Now | ook down.

It wasn't there when your shuttle canme in. You've arrived
just in time for the unveiling, or nore accurately, the
veiling. Wat do you see?"

"Bl azing neteors! The whole area down there is
encl osed under one giant done.” W had travel ed underground
to our aircraft and taken off through a surface airlock, so
| had not known we were outside a single huge done.

"Lovely, isn't it, if you'll pardon ny inmmobdesty. W
used a synthetic devel oped right here on Laom W equation
it out according to its stablest |evel of tensile strength.
The greater pressure on the inside keeps it from
col I apsing. "

"What about expl odi ng?"

"That's where its peculiar property conmes in. Qur
cl ever new Lal ox hardens to a nearly inpenetrable density
when it's expanded to a certain thickness. That thickness
is precisely calculated to withstand the atnospheric
pressure in which hunmans thrive. W can also instantly

reseal areas damaged by...neteoroids,"” she said, just

managi ng to escape a nention of Harquint's threat.

"Amazi ng. How ingenious you are," | said, tapping her
shoul der with ny gl oved hand.

"Of course, I've had a little help -- Jurith and the
others -- we always pick each other's brains. W'II|l be

undom ng t he gardens soon, except for a few of Larstev's
nost fragile ecosystenms. And we'll be maki ng quads and
foot paths and places to run until your lungs give out, in a
straight line instead of in our gymmasiumor with alife
support on your back." Through her visor her black eyes
sparkled with childlike anticipation.

Al this | was nulling over as we flew al ong above the
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hostile outlands until Pysu pointed out a | arge android

m ning operation called Blueboy. But just as we were com ng
in NNma veered quickly away. | saw a flash of light and a
vapor cl oud.

"Dahm " Pysu swore with his odd accent. "That's the
first tahmhe's struck a power shed. Radio base and put ne
dan. Hafta try and get those androi ds organi zed."

“ Nima said with a frown.
"What? | thought he was at the Redhead m ne."

"No," Nima said. "Sorry. Quess | nentioned that

"Ezzlin's down there,

M rabul was visiting Blueboy, and he flew over."

"All the nore reason ta get dan. He'll be apoplectic
by now. No radio...just put ne dan."

"Let nme cone," | said.

"Bettah not," Pysu answered. "Try tonorrow. 1'Il cone
back with Ez."

We shot down and planted our craft on what Nima called
"the crude,"” just long enough for Pysu to unwind his wiry
body and hop out. Then we zooned off with our evade system
nmonitoring the flyway.

Tal kative Nima was suddenly very qui et.

"Why doesn't Harquint come down and speak to Jurith?
Has that ever occurred to anyone?" | said with exasperation.

"He won't cone. Sends nessengers. Probably concerned
for his health.”

"Jurith wouldn't harmhim?"

"You're right. Apparently he thinks soneone woul d."

"What about Jurith going up?"

"Over five dead bodies she will."

"You nmean she wants to?"

"Says so. W won't permt it. Harquint invited her
first. It |ooks suspect.™

"It seems to ne there has to be sone kind of face to
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face dialogue, and I don't nmean on a hol ovideo. The good
faith of an appearance m ght get things started favorably."

"Not with that freeloading pirate. He can't be
trusted. Wat good are conversations with a man |ike that?"

"Sonet hi ng m ght be worked out. Have any of you others
t hought of goi ng?"

"He won't have any of us, just Jurith.”

"That's odd. | wonder...| wonder if | could talk to
him™"

"You! Mrabul, you're going to get ne in trouble.”

"Are you so afraid of Jurith?"

"Of course not. Qur relationships here are built on
respect and trust. And don't try to play us off agai nst
each other."

"I wasn't. You're all paranoid.”

"Wth good reason."

“If I were to return to Mother and fromthere drop in
on Harquint, who would be the wiser? He doesn't know who |
am"

"I wouldn't be surprised. That buttinsky knows about
every insignificant piece of freight that conmes in here.”

| laughed. "Well, it's tinme soneone else held a few of
t he chess pieces.”

"Why you?" N ma asked. "You're just supposed to record
it, not make it happen.”

"Don't you know about history? None of it works that
way. Besides, | can't stand a stalemate, and this one is
dammed stale.”

When | unsuited, instead of returning to ny quarters, |
went for a walk, determined to work out a way to get Jurith
to buy nmy plan. So what if | wasn't maintaining the
prescri bed di stance for the nonexistent ideal historep?
hadn't been doing that since |I arrived, since my beginnings,
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and no historep worth his salt would aimfor such sterility
anyway.
As | wal ked, free of |ife support, | kept |ooking up at
t he new done, but there was nothing to be seen which didn't
resenbl e pink sky. There were a nunber of donmed gardens --
flowers, vegetables, fruit and nut orchards, and mul berry
trees for the silkwornms -- into which a hungry soul could
escape just to breathe sweet air and listen to buzzing bees.
| stopped and peered through one done at the Ilama-1ike
creatures which produce the |uxurious vicuna wool the
androids spin into such handsone clothes. A dozen or so
were grazing in a mniature neadow of grass. At the
perimeter were troughs of rich nmash which Larstev had
devel oped to supplenent their m nimal green grass supply.
After several mnutes of wal king, | found a place set
apart fromall the others. | had a funny feeling that it
was off limts, although it didn't have one of Larstev's
"Sterilize Before Entering"” signs over the entrance. Just
outside the safe double air |ock, the | ock door, which was
supposed to slide shut and seal, had caught on a smal
bundl e of rose briar clippings which probably fell off a
worker's cart. Beyond the steany doors, | saw the nost
brilliant garden upon which ny eyes had yet fallen, planted
wi th hybrids of seeds whose ancestors had travel ed an
i ncredi ble distance to germnate. | gave the door a little
tap with my foot and it slid open, allowing ne to slip in
before it tried again to close itself, striking the briars.
Soon | was in the faintly forbidding romance of strange
and fam liar blossonms and vines: roses, hollyhocks, bright
poppi es with crunpl ed-papery petals, lots of things |I knew
wi thout recalling their nanes. There were tall stal ks the
twilight blue of hone, tiny white bells, and w ne-vel vet
snapdragons -- ny favorites as a kid. In a trice, | was
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that little kid again, snapping dragons in one of the great
fl ower preserves of ny honeland. The air was al nost cloying
w th sweetness and growi ng nore hum d the further

ventured. | heard sonething and stopped dead, |istening
like a thief. Laughter, soft at first, then wild and
shrill, dying dowmn to the last tinkle of a small bell or the
cooi ng of a baby. Then | heard the plashing of a fountain
and was surprised. Witer was so precious here that the
scientists had scrapped the tenpting idea of a small bathing
pool in one of the other gardens.

Peering through the curls of a tw sted ornanental tree,
| saw Jurith, or thought | did; her back was to ne, the sane
ashen blond hair and the sane way she held her shoul ders.
Then the woman turned. It was Jurith but not Jurith, a
young and giggling Jurith in a soft yellow shift, reaching
up for a butterfly. Further away | saw another head turn
above a white stone chair back. There were the flashing
teeth and eyes of Jurith. She stood up, a pale pink robe
enbroidered in gold flowing out and swirling around her
ankl es. She set down the cup in her hand and cane toward
the fountain which trickled out frombeneath its terrace of
ferns. The other |aughing young woman, who was al so Jurith,
was rippling the black pool with her white fingers and
spl ashing water onto the petals of a swaying | otus bl ossom

"Cone now, don't trail those pretty sleeves in the
water," Jurith sang out in the slow nusical voice that was
never enough in evidence to satisfy ne.

| knew there were six adults and five children on Laom
| had seen themall. The rest, | had been told, were
androids. Wiat was | seeing here? Had Jurith nade anot her
of herself, only younger? WAas this natural young Jurith
really an androi d? But why? | stood spell bound, mnmy head
buzzing with questions and wi | d guesses.
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"Tell me again about the water,” the young Jurith said.

"There were vast anounts of it, in places as far as the
eye could see,” Jurith said.

"And it was deep?"

"Very, very deep."

"Those were the seas, weren't they, filled with living
t hi ngs, beautiful things, and sone of themthe people ate.
Oh, how sad.”

"Only a very few things could be eaten.”

"Tell me about the rivers."

"They flowed swiftly down from hi gh nountains where the
water was frozen in white fields of snow "

"Li ke our nountai ns?"

"Many much hi gher, sone green with trees and jungle
preserves at their bases.”

"Geen with trees. OCh, | want to see them | want
to...l want to! WII | ever see then?"

"Perhaps sone day you will if they still exist. It
isn't in the realmof the inpossible."

"When, when, when shall | see then®"

"My dear one, | can't say."

"Tell me about the river in the city."

"Sonetimes it captured the blue of the sky. It was
often dark and glistening within the shadows of very tal
buil dings. People traveled upon it in swift river flys.
They woul d get off and dine in fine restaurants and then
travel back, |aughing and dancing and tal king."

"Tell me how it |ooked fromon high...that last tinme
you saw it. Renenber?”

"The last tinme | sawit | was high in the highest place
inthe city. | was about your age but it seens nonents ago.
The river bel ow was a bl ack velvet ribbon. The sun was
setting and the treetops in the quad were golden...so very
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beautiful. It was the tine of...is sonmeone there?"

| realized that Jurith was com ng nmy way and quickly
retreated, making a few wong turns in ny haste but managi ng
to get outside the door. | stood there a m nute wondering
exactly why | had fled. There was sonething very private
and extraordi nary about what | had seen and heard. | just
didn't know Jurith well enough to walk into that puzzling
setting. But | wanted to know her, because the nore | saw
the less | could believe. Boaz found nme standing there |ike
a dunce with ny head hanging in thought.

"No, no, this is no place for you, Mrabul, sir.

Pl ease cone with me."

As he spoke he bent down and pulled out the bundl e of
briars and the door to yet another Laom nystery slid shut.

Wthin the next odd nunmber of Laom days, many of the
gardens and orchards were undoned and androi ds began setting
out new hot house shrubs and fl owers al ong the wal kways.
hadn't been able to get nearer to Jurith than di nner where
she limted her conversation with ne to a few polite
comments, but | had made up with an altered Roggi. She was
even generously good-natured about mny crude proposition.

"Really, 1I'm deep down anused, Mrabul. Sex is not a
main attraction on Laom" she said as we strolled al ong
bef ore di nner.

We had been watching the children cavorting, with
screans and giggles, under their vast new done of sky.
Nima's two were al nost swarthy and had her bl ack eyes, but
the girl, Tedra, and the boy, Luddi, both had thick black
hair and both were alnost as large as their tiny blond
nother. The other three children were fecund not her
Roggi's. | wondered if Ezzlin, who seened to want to kil
nme on the spot whenever we net, mght be their father and
specul at ed al oud, causing Roggi a great burst of |aughter.
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"Pysu's then?" | said, thinking perhaps this dark wiry
man had fathered all of the children, sonme of whom were
dark-haired. "Mst don't |ook anything |ike Larstev."

"You don't give us very rnmuch credit for individualism"”
Roggi said, laughing still harder.

| stood for awhile quietly watching Roggi's auburn-
hai red daughter, Mekin, who was playing a flute while her
younger sister, Gdytta, and brother, Carp, danced w ldly,
occasionally standing on their hands and cartwheeling.

"All right," | said, "either you entertained transport
passengers or you traveled in the beginning with your own
sper m bank. "

“"Now you have it," Roggi said, her green eyes
sparkling. "N m had her favorite spermand | had mne. So
sinpl e and common. You see before you the fruit of careful
choice. W waited a long tinme for their arrival."

"What about Jurith?" | asked.

"Jurith?" Roggi said a little surprised. "Jurith is
the nother of us all.”

"You were Nima's doctor, but who was yours?"

"Ch, we had no problemwith nme. Egg gathering is
rather a sinple thing. Now Jurith has created a fine |ine
of physicians nuch needed in the far colonies. W worked
toget her long and hard on this project, and | can't help
being a little conceited about it. [It's beyond expectation.
Jurith has been so pleased until..." Roggi stopped as the
unment i onabl e subj ect died on her tongue.

"Until the war, Roggi. War at the nmention of which you
eclectic geniuses quaver. This gane is a lot sillier than
anyt hing your children would dream up. Someone, maybe
everyone here, is going to get hurt if you don't square off
wi th Harquint."

Roggi tore her fingers through her |ong black hair.
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Her olive skin was flushed and her whole body twisted in
irritation, causing her large breasts to sway arousingly
under her customary white silk shirt.

"I nore than respect Jurith. | love her. You don't
know what she's done for us here. How she kept us together
at the beginning. There was a tine at first when none of us
was speaki ng, except to Jurith, and all five of us had
nmurder in our hearts. Wien our food supply was running out,
before the transport canme, we were reduced to the disgusting
| evel of starving beasts who think only of ingestion.

Jurith knew a transport was en route, has always known such
things. And anyway she was constantly sendi ng nessages from
our ship, hoping to lasso a distant transport and bring it
into this untravel ed sector. She told us that a transport
was comng. Later, she told nme she hadn't been sure it
woul d get here in tinme. She distributed the food, hol ding
back her own portion each day, except for water, and giving
it tous at the last. W were so wapped up in getting hand
to mouth that we didn't see her shrinking before our eyes
until one day she was too weak to get up. Added to this
sacrifice she still had to care for...that is..." Rogg
stopped herself with a shocked expression on her face which
hi ghly aroused ny curiosity. "Finally the transport cane,"”
Roggi said quickly, her voice quivering with fierce pride.
There were tears in her eyes.

"You may have thought it was Jurith's original
captaincy along with her high capability which nade us
assent to her tacit | eadership here on Laom It wasn't
altogether that. Wat it really was was her willingness to
sacrifice herself for us. After that we knew we coul d trust
her with our lives. She was exenplary of what none of us
was sure we could ever quite achieve. She was designed by
very unusual parents, but she has paid a price. Oh,
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suppose Jurith has her little faults, but even they are
uni que, and | think we |ove her for those too. W owe our
unity to her. She brought us this far, willed us to succeed
and did it with humlity. | nust believe that what she
wants is right."

"Worthy praise, but why does she want it this way?"

"I honestly don't know, but if I did |l couldn't tel

you wi thout her consent. | don't profess to know every
corner of Jurith's conplex mnd. | never knew her before
the expeditionary plans. [|'d heard of her parents. They

were famous. She rarely discusses anything personal and
nore rarely anything which pertains to her past. | know a
little, and that's between nyself and Jurith. Her past
really seenms to have started the day she arrived here over
twenty honel and years ago."

W were seated on a black stone bench, and | was
| ooki ng out at the stark nountains on the horizon. They
shimrered red in the fading light, and there were | ong nean-
fingered shadows creeping toward us. | turned to Roggi and
stared into her eyes with real audacity. The encircling
dusk painted her face a harsh orange.

"Roggi, did Jurith nmake an android who | ooks |ike her
doubl e?"

Roggi blinked. Her orange-glow ng eyes w dened then
narrowed to slits as her head tilted back to put distance
between us. "You've asked nme sonething strange, very
strange, and |I'mwondering why, but | won't pursue it."

In the next instant her disposition underwent a quick
change. "Oh, bother,"” she said, standing up and begi nni ng
to laugh in a forced way. She turned toward the dining
hall, nmotioning for me to follow. "Conme on, Mrabul, we'll
be late for dinner. W don't starve here anynore."

"But couldn't | have sonme neat?" | asked.
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“I"'mafraid not. Well, well, a carnivore. W']|
cl eanse your body while you're here. Think of it as a
gift."

The children had gone in w thout nmy even noticing.
Ni ght came and went quickly in this small outland, and two
of Laom s days al ways passed before anyone but the children,

and sonetines nyself, slept.

After a light dinner -- the dinners were always |ight,
except for special occasions, but nourishing -- no one
stayed in the hall and tal ked as usual. | was shunned and

left to ny own devices, having fallen into everyone's bad
graces. As | wandered through a sl eeping orchard of bl uish-
white bl ossons, | berated nyself for hangi ng around so
ineffectually. | was hooked on the grow ng nysteries of
Laomand unwilling to assert nyself and get thrown off.
Sonmehow | had to persuade Jurith to listen to ne, to let ne
talk to Harquint. That at least | could do.

When | got back to ny room | found Larstev waiting
inside. H's normally snmooth and grinning face bore a sol em
threat. Nevertheless, he stood up and gripped nmy hand with
politeness, as though we had just been introduced, then sat
down again and notioned for me to do the sane.

"Let's get right to the point," he said with his
brusque clipped accent. "Boaz told ne that you were near
Jurith's garden, and | didn't know what you had seen there
so | decided to say nothing. 1've just spoken w th Roggi,
and | believe you went inside the garden. Neither of us has
told Jurith yet. She knows only what Boaz told her, that he
found you outside the door. Are you getting this, Mrabul ?
We don't want to upset Jurith. She has enough on her mnd."

"I"'mgetting it," | said.

Then sonmething cane to ne. Wy hadn't anyone thrown ne
off Laomyet if | was so nuch trouble? Wre they afraid of
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drawing attention from Control or were they actually

pl anning to use ne for sonething? | decided to take a
chance and lean a little heavily on Larstev.

"You're a botanist, Larstev, so you'll be the first to
agree that you can't get nectar out of stones. | really did
want to help. | was even going to ask Jurith to let nme talk
to Harquint. But now !l guess I'll be leaving. That ought

to cheer everyone up."

Larstev threw hinmself back on the vicuna rugs and
pillows and stared at the softly lit, tapestried ceiling, a
parade of magnificent jungle beasts and exotic flora |ong
gone. "Jurith designed this room" he said, ignoring ny
threat. "I never did figure out why. You see, even anobng
oursel ves we have secrets. She devoted sone tine to this
pl ace, and we all thought she was maki ng a kind of queen
bee's cell. Something none of us would have begrudged her,
but 1 don't know what she did here. She may even have been
ill, alittle deranged with her outsized goals, or just
meditating. She always el udes us, even now. W were all
babi es when we canme here, such babies. In a way we stil
are. |If you devote a great deal of tine to thinking and
perform ng experinents | suppose your enotions atrophy,
regress, or really never develop. Sonetinmes you sinply need
a caretaker...a panpering mam."

"Do you resent Jurith a little?" | asked.

Larstev tore open the throat of his high-collared blue
tunic and sat up

"Resent! Resent? For twenty honel and years |'ve
wanted Jurith all to myself, and |later, especially in this
nysterious room.. | wanted her to let ne in here. | did
resent this room Then she stopped com ng here. Ezzlin and
Pysu have felt the same, | know. W would like to believe
we woul d die for her. Instead she is our cool fountain of
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yout h. She dol es out extenders and overdoses herself so
she'l'l live long enough to finish a fraction of what she

i ntended. Meanwhile, we three nen playfully fight over N nma
and Roggi, who occasionally let us in, and once in a while
go up to the transports and sleep with the little trippers

passing through -- at |east we used to before the --"
"Before the war," | said, then sat in silence, thinking
about all 1'd heard.

"I don't know why |'ve given you this intimate
account," Larstev said. "Just a new ear, | suppose. It's
of no use to you."

| offered no further comment. It seened cl ear nobody
was going to allow nme a shred of | eeway.

"Well, goodnight," Larstev said, junping up. "Open!"”
he commanded t he door which quickly obliged.

This is the last straw, | thought. |1'mgetting out.

"By the way," Larstev called over his shoul der, "You
can't | eave just yet."

"I don't want to anyway," | nuttered, but the grapes
were sour. | could live out ny Iife here and get nothing
out of these cryptics. | was damed frustrated because |

admred them so nmuch, all but Ezzlin.

Lying lost in thought, | don't know how long it was
before I heard the whinsical guest-arriving-tune at nmy door
and called, "Conme in. You mght as well."

"You're a little testy,” Ninma said as she stepped
i nsi de.

"Wl |, what unfortunate news have you conme to deliver?
| never get any that's of any use,” | said.

"Maybe 1'd better come back sonme other tinme," N ma
said. She pulled her hand out of the pocket of her flow ng
silk skirt and started to turn away.

"No, no. I'msorry I'mcross. You're very refreshing
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to ook upon. | like the yellow shirt with the green skirt,
fresh as a...a daisy."

"Flattery fromMrabul. Hownice. | just cane on a
purely social call. | had in mnd a nice platonic chat."

"Suddenly everyone is getting interested in ne,"”
said. "I don't nmean to be rude, but--"

"You really should cultivate the rest of us a little
nmore."

"Are you jeal ous of Jurith?"

Nima's blond hair, which was tw sted up atop her head,
let out little streanmers of mrth as she shook her head in
| aughter. "I don't think so. You see |I'mconfortable with
who I am | like nyself. |'mhappy with ny work. | just
think it's rather nice to have a fresh ear to bend. W
don't get many new |listeners on Laom"™

"Be ny guest,” | said. "You may have both ears.

Nei ther is working very hard at the nonent."

"I, like Jurith, was brought to life on the Hustler
pl anet, and I'ma Hustler true to form™

“"Not too true, | hope.™

Ni ma sat on a stack of pillows, her dark eyes staring
straight at nme as she considered ny remnark.

"Well, it's how !l got here. | hustled in a good sense
by striving to know everything | needed to get nyself in
this position. | know what you're thinking. Wy would I
want to go where | had to nake everything? But that was the
very point, the incredible challenge which | ay before us.
haven't the breadth and depth of Jurith, but I'ma good
probl em sol ver. ™

"Now t hat does sound conpetitive,” | said.
"Well, of course we conpete. It keeps us going, but we
hel p each other too. Never mnd about Jurith. | |ove her.

It's you, Mrabul, who nmust keep going back to the influence
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of Jurith on our lives. Al right then, let ne tell you
sonmet hing about her...just a little fragment.

"When Jurith and | were in training together, |earning
to be not good but expert pilots -- we were conpelled to be
experts -- the two of us were very conpetitive. Conpetition
was encour aged because it made us quickly perfect everything
we were taught. And after one flying stint when we had been
particularly hard on each other, | was so exercised at the
way Jurith had pushed ne to a dangerous edge that | was
ready for a physical confrontation. In truth, the baser
part of nme wanted to smack her a good one. Jurith suggested
we neet at ECCO, our barracks, for a glass of iced water.
You see what a hunorist she was even then. 'You nearly
trashed ny ship!' | shouted at her. 'You were making right
angle turns like solidifying plasma,' she responded in far
too pleasant a voice. 'You're so good, N ma, but you were
getting sloppy. What if it happened out there? she said.
| felt nyself being cosseted and cajoled |ike a baby.

"Don't patronize! Don't condescend!' | nearly screanmed. W
were sitting at a table in the ECCO | ounge. Jurith slid
back her chair and got up. She pushed her chair out of the
way and knelt down on the floor before ne. | wondered what
in black suns she was doing. 'You nust know sonething of ne
if we're to spend our lives together,' she said. 'I cannot
fight with you. There is no malice or conceit in what |'m
saying. Please review the recorded trajectory of our
maneuver, and please tell me at once if | ever do what you
did." She put her hands on mne and | ooked straight at ne
with those clear disarm ng eyes. | had never seen anything
l[ike this. | now know that Jurith had begun life quite
differently fromnost of us, but |I didn't then. 1 knew only
that I was wi tnessing an unm stakably earnest and true
declaration. | could not |ook away, nalleable as a | anb,
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and | believe there were tears in ny eyes."

#

Not long after Nima's visit Pysu invited me to fly over
to Blueboy with him probably noticing that | was getting
mean and restless, or maybe Jurith ordered ny outing. |
suited up and went through the air |lock out to board one of
the flashy yell ow sky birds. W shot up and skittered over
the buckled terrain so fast and soneti nmes upsi de down t hat
my vision was a whirligig of sensations. Pysu was |aughing
like a delinquent, and | was convinced that he'd been asked
to give the troublemaker a little shakeup

After we leveled off, | studied Pysu, trying to figure
out who was really inside that suit, that skin. This gal axy
i s peopled by honel and col onies so different from one
anot her in habit, custom and tenperanent that there is
al ways plenty to learn. Sone people don't take life
extenders, content to live out their one hundred fifty or
nore odd years and | eave the scene forever. | gobble
extenders |i ke the insufferable fool who thinks he has great
value. | just need to nove through this flux as long as |
can...through | ayer upon | ayer of nystery.

"You feel ahlright?" Pysu asked.

"No thanks to you,"” | grinned. | |iked Pysu, what 1'd
seen of him The trouble was | |iked everybody, except
Ezzlin. | had a bad feeling about him there was nothing

there which invited ne to break bread.

We plunmeted suddenly, like a falcon naking the kill,
and collided with the crude, which according to Nima was
"any rough tilty place without a |l anding pad" -- there were
no | andi ng pads anywhere except beside the big new done, and
all the terrain here was rough and tilting. | sat a mnute,
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waiting for my frame and contents to adjust.

"How do you keep these racy little buckets together,
treating '"emlike that?" | croaked.

"We've got a great crew of ahndy mechanics who | ahk to

have sonething to do," Pysu answered, junping blithely out
of our visibly contracting nmachine. | followed slowy,
consi derably tanmed, bouncing a little | ess heavily al ong.

W went into the dimconputer room unsuited and then
wat ched t he whol e operation on the scanners. A big
mechani cal maw was ni bbling into the throats of the
Bl ueboys, these sharp bl uish-red nountai ns one hundred forty
kil oneters west and south of Laom s hometown dome. Androids
did all the necessary button pushing and | oose-end errands
of nobility the stationary conputers couldn't handle. The
rare nmetal was trimed down and dressed up in chem cal vats,
sl uices, and coolers, then air-trucked to a transport
shuttle. So casings of the stuff were still going off Laom
but how was it getting past Harquint, and who was buying it?

Here in his special mlieu, Pysu was bold as a honel and
nmoon in full phase and surprisingly willing to answer ny
probi ng questions. He sat back in his chair, his high gaunt
cheekbones rosy-brown with enthusiasmand his curly bl ack
hair wildly aglow in the flashing light of the conputer
screens. The once unyi el ding nouth was eager to pour out
data of which he was obviously proud. The pliant top |lip
formed two sharp, ivory-edged points of indul gence beneath
his el egant, slightly hooked nose.

"This is an inpressive playpen,” | offered in way of
encour agenent .

"Ahnd whither goeth the transport shuttle with its
preci ous cargo? thinks Mrabul. It's witten ahl over your
face. It's our payoff to Control to lev us alone. A tax
and protective insurance ahl rolled into one."
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"And Harquint just watches it being | oaded into a
transport which is hardly a nmenber of Control's battle
fleet?"

"He does now," Pysu said with a smle. "He waylaid ahr
shuttl e and had his ahndys renpbve and attenpt to uncrate one
shi pment for ahxam nation shortly ahfta he arrived on the
scene. He won't dat' again."

"Why' s that?"

"Because the casings ahr | oaded into one big tanper-
proof freight container that wll explode w thout the
receiver's code. Lost his freight shuttle ahnd ahndys. Ahl
we | ost was one shipnent of not vera rhare -- to us -- rhare
nmetal -- well worth the losing.”

"I should have known that the Laom brain exchange could
easily fuse into a critical mass,” | said, having a good
| augh.

For a nmoment Pysu | ooked as though he would | eap out of
his chair and enbrace ne as an honorary, if not yet
liberated, citizen of Laom The one thing that the Laom
guintet had in comon was that they all devoured prai se,
for, other than enjoying the working process itself and the
fruits of their labors, it was the only reward they had.
Jurith understood and fed this need with subtle experti se.

An android foreman nanmed Bl auter entered the conputer
room and asked Pysu to suit up and conme out to attend a
little matter of concern anmong his crew. | went along. W
followed himto a spacious storage buil ding which had been
built al ongside a nounting refuse heap of black tailings.
The android pressed a bar and a big twenty-neter door slid
up to reveal a scene which caught nme deep in the belly, just
as if | had seen real human carnage. Piled high were
burned, torn and di snenbered androids, a sad sickening heap
of waste that surprised even Pysu who quickly turned away
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from ne.

"W put them here, Pysu,"” Blauter said, "just as you
told us. But the crew doesn't like to handl e them
Sonetimes they are hot and they damage us."

"Bl ahk suns!" Pysu swore. "So mahny? Just since |ast
week! Cl ose the door quickly. That dahnmed Harquint with
hi s dahned spying eyes!"”

The door slid shut and we stood in the di mnacabre
light, immobilized and silenced by a kind of nauseating awe
of the gelatinous, noldering heap. A large blue eye had
popped out of one nearly intact head and was lying on a
seared cheek, pitifully pleading to be reconnected. Hard-
bitten old Mrabul |ooked at all these desiccating
I i kenesses and felt terrible stirrings in his heart for the
brutal androcide of the faithful engines of Laom

The next evening, which was not a night when we took to
our vicuna beds for rest, | was sunmoned by Boaz to Jurith's
private garden -- the one which Larstev had nade for her, as
he had nade five others tailored to the partiality of
hi rsel f and each of his colleagues. The seat by the little
fountain and | otus pond where I'd encountered Jurith's young
i keness was enpty and the garden silent except for the soft

pl ashing of the water. Its sparkling surface shone rose-
gold in the gentle artificial light. Only a mniature
yell ow frog winked at ne fromhis |uxurious |eaf pad. | was

supposed to wait there, but I went on a little deeper into

t he garden, brushing past a row of peacock-bl ue del phi ni um

| quietly approached the back of the white stone chaise

| ounge fromwhich I'd seen Jurith rise on ny earlier visit.
Again | caught a glinpse of her ashen hair, but this tinme a
silver head was pressed agai nst her shoulder. | coughed
lightly and Ezzlin junped up with a snarling word | couldn't
make out. | tried not to stare but | was fascinated. His
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hair stood up in shocks as though he'd been twisting his
fingers through it. The haughty, |ong-nosed face had
cracked all over with msery, remnding nme of an old raku
pot. He blinked his swollen red eyes at nme and hurried past
wi t hout speaking. This rigid, hostile acting nman had been
crying like a baby on Jurith's breast.

| came around the chair and stood near Jurith who
remai ned stretched out in thought upon her cream pill ows.
She wore a fuzzy white vicuna robe still crunpled a little
at the breast where she had cradled Ezzlin. The robe
slipped away bel ow her thighs to reveal white ankles and
bare feet clad in scant slippers. She was so alive and
i medi ate and destructible at this nonent that | was al arned
at the thought of so fragile a form hol ding such power of
mnd. It was too nmuch to be contained in any epheneral
bei ng. She di pped her head, straightening her robe and
notioning for ne to sit in the stone chair beside her, then
tossed one of her pillows on the seat.

"Ah, Mrabul, fate has planted you in our mdst."

"What does that portend?” | asked, frowning even as |
took in the fairness of this mystery.

She smled and said, "Surely you have many questions."”

"As surely as Harquint's above," | answered, waiting
and watching and thinking. Geat suns, were sone of ny
guestions to be answered?

| studied her face. Her eyes closed briefly and her
tongue flicked over her |ips as she sighed.

"Ezzlin?" | said.

"Ch, Ezzlin, ny sad boy. He's had sonme trouble at the
Redhead M ne, lost his assistant, an especially skilled
android | gave himfor his birthday. | believe he fell in
love. I'lIl mss her, poor thing. | took great care with
her. This is a strange business."
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| saw that it was indeed, and far too conplicated for
ny layman's analysis. But then sonething occurred to ne.

"Did his treasure perhaps resenble you?" | asked.

"Crude, even for you, Mrabul."

"Sorry," | said with a touch of sheepishness, "but 1've
seen far stranger things, even fromthe well-intentioned."

"She | ooked nothing at all like nme," Jurith assured ne
with an attenpt at |ightheartedness, "I'mnot Ezzlin's

type. He likes pretty young wonen."
"I think Ezzlin would argue that. You have the sort of

beauty which will never... Wll, why am| summoned to this
romantic place? Am|l Jurith's type?"

"M rabul, the historep who is no fool," she said,
| aughing. "If you stayed here ny feelings woul d deepen. |

woul d have to care for you too. Humans involve ne. They're
such wonderfully conpl ex engi nes. "

"You study themto make the perfect android?"

"Don't think me cold. There are few | dislike.
Probably that's why it's better for ne here."

"I's Harquint one of the few?"

"Yes, but on principle alone. He isn't a person to ne,
but certainly an evil force. |If only he would go away. .. but
what childishness. He won't. Ah, we nust have our darkness
in the universe in order to define the light."

"Wbul d you kill Harquint?"

Jurith's body stiffened and her eyelids fluttered and
closed for a nonent. Lying there with her armflung over
her forehead, the still, cool scul pture of the real Jurith,
she chilled and sped ny heart. "No!" she whispered. "It
must not happen. A killed adversary is total defeat.”

She sat up and groped along the flagstones to find a
woven brown bag which waited there, then pulled open its
drawstrings and |ifted out a voice recording nmachine with a
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smal | traveler's case of voice-script discs. These things
she placed on a I ow table beside ny chair. Under a gl ow
| anp, which to nmy surprise exposed a trenbling hand, her
fingers continued for a few seconds to caress the case. She
| ooked into ny eyes and | saw that hers were clear as gl ass,
reflecting only the dusky rose |ight.

"You asked ne once if | had keepsakes. | suppose these
are sonmething |ike that, nenentos. The day | met you
didn't quite believe I would conme to share themw th you
even t hough sonething told ne | would, that you were the one
| had al ways expected. Wen you've finished with them |
will ask you to do two things. One, whose outcone | wll
never learn fromyou, is a favor to ne and will perhaps
finish your story. The other is for Laom because Laomis
for so many ot hers.

"You're in nmy hothouse -- | have to smile a little at
the irony of this.” She |ooked around her. "M fragile
slice of the faraway which Larstev has so artfully made.

Rest here on ny chaise | ounge, and don't be surprised if you
hear ny heroic little nightingale. There are a pair
nearby." She stood up and searched through the trees. At

| ast her eyes cane back to me with a beseeching flane. "I

| eave you with a history, historep,"” she said softly, and
vani shed, |eaving a wake of swaying fern fronds. | |ay down
in the warmh of her cushions, watching the fronds for a

t houghtful nonment as they stirred with her presence.

Jurith's body, of which the brain and heart were held
in trust for others, had taken | eave, but the autonony of
her powerful will and the changes of her nellifluous voi ce,
punctuated by her fluting male nightingale, would guide ne
on a strange |ong journey.
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[
The Cygnet Sings

Look how the orphaned nute swan fl ees her nourning!
Ri sing up on dawn's rose-feathered wet sails,
Spurning her old birth | ake's bright-jewel ed dazzle,
Qutdi stancing swimers and fierce hunters in swal es.
A maverick young migrant of airless iced paths,
Destined to beat dark night with w ng red-stained,
Stretching |l ong neck toward her own creation,
Forsaking self for the flock that remained.

..... Laom Hi st ori ographer

Voi ce Script |

Hel | o, connoi sseurs of civilization. | amJurith, and
| am making this record for you because | have a strong
feeling that | should, that sonething is going to happen.

| have grown up in a world of forns and formalities and
amnaturally eager for the undefined and unexpected. Don't
m stake nme. | swear |'Il never run away from anyt hi ng.
Life will accelerate. 1'Il rush toward ny own reality.

Yesterday | saw nother and father for the last tine.
They stepped out of their silver ship and canme up the garden
path |ike two shining nyths. | ran out to neet them and we
went into the receiving hall together. There were hordes of
wel | known faces present but | had eyes only for the two who
gave ne life. M party was really an excuse for their many
friends and col | eagues who had cone from near and di st ant
pl aces, all of themin awe of what ny nother and father were
about to do: to forsake honme and great notoriety for
per manent obl i vi on.

Mot her and father put their arnms around nme and we
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entered the hall. Al the heads turned. There were

whi sperings and excl amations, and | shook until my knees
al nost crunpl ed beneath nme. This was the very pinnacle of
t he hoodi ng cerenmony for ny final doctorate. Beside this
nmeeting, in which | felt nyself to be the true unity of ny

parents, all else fell into shadow. If only we could have
stayed together a little |longer. But we have parted. If |
cannot accept this, I will cast aspersions on their expert

teaching. They travel at this nonment out to head the

| argest data center in all the colonies: Control's acclai ned
MACRA. It is a one-way trip, but they are still young and
strong. | stay here to train with, anong others, the

em nent Dr. Ammon, whom|'ve net only once briefly at ny
father's | aboratory.

When | was small nmy parents took ne everywhere with
them They taught ne to think, to reason -- wthout
curious, independent reason how can there be anything of
value? Onh, they were the best teachers in all the real ns.
| won't dwell on mssing them They' re gone. GCone!

Last sumrer | was working on a presentation for an
experinmental physics forumwhich a colleague of ny father's
was conducting. M father sat in the southernnost room of
our house, in the only plant-shaded corner of our gl ass
solarium He was | ooking, so engrossed, into one of our
m croscreens, while | was | ooking nore and nore frequently
out at the blue sound which sparkled through a sweet dance
of red hollyhocks. Finally, I junped up fromny term nal

“I"mbored! Bored!" | cried. "I wish |l were a tripper
just bouncing fromcolony to colony with endl ess vials of
| aughter on ny belt."

It usually took a while to penetrate ny father's deep
concentration when he was working, but this time his chair
swung around al nost i mredi ately and he stood up. M father,
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Javan, is tall and blond with a narrow, intense face, which
I find handsone, and a clever, very persuasive mouth. His
eyes are full of the nost interesting things, like richly
filled display screens fromwhich you can order anything in
the universe. He slid his hands into the pockets of his
gray work tunic with a highly anused expression on his face.
"You want to be a tripper, you say? It's a special
calling, I think."
"“Maybe |I'm just a hedonist,” | called out against ny
father's laughter. "GCh, Javan, how can | be so bored?"
"You're not operating at anywhere near your ful
capacity. You nust find work which holds you like a | over."
"No, no!" | insisted. "I want to shut down, to fl oat
over a wld place, to laugh and | augh and even dance."”

He rai sed one anused eyebrow -- so wi nsone when he does
this -- and said with a deliciously playful curl to his
i ndul gent smle, "I think that can be arranged.”

So then Javan and ny nother, Lupe, took nme out to a
pl easure colony and | et nme have what ever they approved as
suitable for such an escapade. And I did float and | augh

beneath their guiding hands and watchful eyes. | wll never
forget that evening with themin the Luxe -- fanous anong
the colonies for its endlessly exotic entertainnment. | was

surfeited with wildness and happi ness and such high
anticipation, and rocked by all the pul sing chroma-tones
reverberating in those sensory-desi gned capsul es.

"The higher portion of your brain is on vacation,"
Javan roared agai nst ny ear above the noise. "You can kick
boredom end over end."

| can feel that night again: |laughter com ng fromny
toes and fingertips, pealing off nmy tongue. Lupe holds ny
hand. Her eyes are aquamari ne pools beneath a waterfall,
deep and full of splash. The nen stare at her, and Javan
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| aughs proudly.

Al ong with equations Lupe taught ne parables and nyths
and songs. She likes to speak in riddles. She wants to
make you think. Her eyes shine and you are in their fast
wat er, the excitenent of engagenent. Her voice is high and
sweet. "What is it that you want to do, ny untold story?"

| watch Lupe and Javan flickering, burning bright
before ne like two blue flames on a hearth. | tell them
with only my thought how beautiful they are. They nod
appreciation. Lupe is pushing thin strands of dark bl ond
hair away from her forehead and then | eaning on her |ong
graceful hands and smling, waiting for nmy answer.

Everything is nmoving very fast, ny heart, the people,

t he sound, the color, the room But not ny head; it turns
so slowy. | |look around the Luxe, at the dazzling sheets
of light which are the floor and walls and crackling air, at
t he waxen people with nelting |ips and opaque eyes. They
stretch out, continually com ng unfastened fromthe ceiling.
| laugh and | augh and ny parents hold ne.

"Javan, Lupe, | want to take all that you' ve taught ne,
to go, to do...to find things unfound, nake good out of them
with nmy hands and brain.” | look at ny hands, trying to
remenber sonething. "Wth ny hands and brain and heart."

"Then you will," Javan assures ne.

"You will, our pure clear spool, our own expression of
| ove," Lupe says.

At | ast they take ne back to my room They tell nme to
sleep, but | say, no, I'mso alive with ideas ny head is
bursting. They tell nme to sit down and wite out in

treacherous | onghand precisely what | intend to do. This
old way is so enervating. | wite all night with feverish
haste and achi ng hand, then fall into chaotic sleep.

The birds are singing outside ny open wi ndow, white
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birds high in the palnms, cooing. | see their wings flutter.
The sun is burning through the pal ns and scorching the
banana | eaves below. | rise quickly and hurry to read ny
beautiful master plan. | amshocked. It's nothing nore
than a senseless junble of erratic desires.

This is how they taught ne to beware the distortion of
heat, to see that the ecstasy | want will only cone when
amsilent and cool and still. I, in control of all ny
faculties, will attach nyself to one idea and drive it to
the very end of mny existence.

Voi ce Script 11
Lupe, Javan, I'mso lonely for you, but afraid to w sh
that you woul d cone back. You should have taken nme with
you. | can't bear it. Cannot! |[|'mashaned. | don't know
what has happened to nme. How can | dream without sleep?
How can | sleep without dreanms? Wo am | besides Javan and
Lupe? Who am|?

Voice Script |11

I"mtired. 1 know |I've neglected you for weeks, ny
friends of the future, but 1've been working hard. Doctor
Amon is a tyrant, a nmadman, a workaholic. He has no shred
of conpassion. According to him if you're lonely you're
not wor ki ng hard enough. | could never be like that. Could
|? | suppose it's necessary to describe the doctor. | nust
try to be accurate and unenotional. He is alittle taller
t han medi um hei ght -- or does he only seemtaller? He has
wi de shoul ders, a narrow wai st, half hidden by a bl ack,
hi gh-collared mlitary jacket, and nmean bl ack eyes. Ah,
that won't do. It just makes ne agree with himthat |I'm
spoiled...but not that I"'ma child. He shouldn't call ne
that. O course he does it to toughen ne. He isn't that
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much ol der than I, but his life has been so different from
mne. To understand himis a part of ny training, that is
to know what he wants nme to do, but | really don't want to.
Am | just what he says | am and unfit to travel besides?
never thought of nyself as having excessive ego. | never
t hought of nyself as a self...a separate entity really...and
isn't thinking of one's self what ego is? GCh why nust |
spend half my tinme with a nmedical doctor who is an absurd

soci al psychiatrist?...wrse, a mlitarist! I'mnot a
patient. | can't go on the expedition for which I'm
training without his clearance, that's why. He says that
|"mnot ready...that | may never be ready. | knowthis is
just manipulation. |[|'ve never been so angry. | told him

that 1'mat ny peak, that | could | eave tonorrow. Then
wal ked out. | heard himlaughing. | know it was stupid.
|"ve been neditating for an hour. An hour is a very |ong
time for someone with as little tine as I'mpermitted.

Voi ce Script |V

Javan's brother, Fleen, cane to ne today and told ne
Ammon had spoken with him He is interview ng nenbers
of ny famly. This is the last straw. And he's political
too. | can't stand politicos. | don't understand their
notives. Power? Need of adulation? They are self-serving
and cold and too often fanatics. Wy does a psychiatri st
want to go into politics? He nust be nad.

Fleen tells me with awe that Amon is brilliant.
hardly need to be told this...but, of course, Fleen doesn't
understand. Poor Fleen. He m sses Javan too, and he has
come so far to see nme. But when | look at himl think of
Javan and want to cry. He looks tired, worried. He also
tells nme that it's runored the brilliant Amon is headed
for the big seat at Control, a radical shift at the top, a
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whol e new social program | don't care. It won't nmake any
difference to ne once |I'mlaunched. | just want to get out

of here. Javan, Lupe, where are you now? Are you |aughing?
You have each other but | have no one. Even this bothers
pryi ng Doctor Acfmmon. He asks nme, where are ny friends?

tell him| have always been too busy...| realize that all of
my friends were ny parents' friends...older, kind and still
fond of ne, but busy too. There is no tine. Wat is he

tal king about? Wsat if | ama loner as he says? Isn't that
an asset where I'mgoing? | do |ike people...individuals.

| adore them all the ones |I've known, except for... Oh,
never m nd.

Voi ce Script V
Sorry, another nonth has gone by in silence. It seens
Doctor Ammon i s doing everything to get ne pernmanently
grounded. For a horrible nmonment | wanted to crack up a

shuttle I was piloting today. | don't even care; that's the
worst of it. |I'msweating. | have a fever. |[|'mcold.
refused to take anything or see a doctor. |'ve been seeing
a doctor. That's what made me sick. |'ve checked out of

t he squad house. |'m going honme, back to our big old enpty
house. |I'mgiving it away when | |eave. Maybe Fl een wants
it. Dear old house. 1'Il rattle around in there like a
shriveled nut in a shell. |'mnauseated. W nderful! It
suits me. | told Doctor Am”mmon | was through seeing him He
said it was just as well and that, despite the denand for
soneone |like nme -- ny useful ness, he said, useful ness!-- |
probably woul dn't be going anywhere until | grew up. That
didit. | cracked. | cracked! Oh, | hate nyself at this
moment. It was within nmny power to be as cool and single-

m nded as the evil doctor, but |I... Sonething is happening

to me. |'mchanging. Javan, Lupe, don't let nme change.
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Pl ease think of me. Forgive ne. Help ne. |[|'mdisgusting.

Voi ce Script Vi

|"mbetter. Qut of bed now | listen to nusic, nostly
string quartets and flutes...also poetry. | wll not see
anyone. Amon tried to barge in here in hologram |'m
afraid | was discourteous. | zapped him He sent a wonan
doctor in the flesh. Incredible! Probably one of his
cl ose, quote, unquote, friends. | instructed the house
system Donotron, to politely send her away. | intended to
die in peace but | appear to be recovering; at |east ny
jittery stomach is leveling off. |'mso angry with myself
that I'mw lling nyself to become any age Anmon desires.
| f necessary, I'Il leap-frog all the happy interimyears of
adul thood right into ny dotage. 1'Il greet himwth a hoary
hand...a jaundi ced fish eye, concealing ny naiveté with eons
of phony wisdom Can it be done?

This time when | go back to the squad house, |'m giving
the house to Fleen. He says he and his friends al ways
adored it. There are few houses like this. None just like
it. It's a place which needs to be loved. | won't be back.
Can't stand it...the voices...

|"'msitting in the garden...so warm Floppy little
bees buzzing. The doves are back; they will still feed from
my hand. |'ve been here a week. Agony. Everywhere | | ook
| see themin those rare nonents...hear them Lupe,
singing, folding down the petals of a pink |upine, |ooking
for sonething. Javan, his brows raised, |ips puckered,
stroking the back of a bunbl ebee with a bl ade of grass.

Lupe, Javan, ny anger with you at |eaving ne has nade ne

sick with shane. How could I know that I, the unity of Lupe
and Javan, would be torn in half? How could you just |eave
me? Help nme understand nmyself. You were the only ones who
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knew ne. M heart is dying.
Voi ce Script VII
Vell, I"'mback in the squad house. 1've been here

three days. |t appears that Doctor Anmon isn't going to
censure nme for ny mserable conduct and absence. The
expedi ti on has been postponed again. It was too far off in
the first place.

Ammon canme to ny room |oonm ng over nme and handing nme a

voice script critique. This is his technique. | have to be
honest with you, don't |, future folk, if I"'mgoing to
bother with these scripts at all? O else, what is the
purpose of all this talking? I'mgoing to let you |listen to
this critique. It isn't expressly clinical, and thus I
suspect it was made solely for me. 1'mgoing to listen
again. WII it help? Decide for yourselves, from another

poi nt of view, whether or not the followng is accurate:
Notes to nyself on Jurith Lupe/Javan's Daughter file:
This cadet is spinning |ike a |opsided top: a huge
intellect dragging along an infantile dependence. The heavy
engagenent of the one has helped to foster the other. It
has been inpossible for me to get anywhere in | oco parentis
-- a surrogate parent mght be indicated in some cases, but
not this one; their hold on her is above conpetition. Javan
warned nme of this. Both parents felt a deep responsibility
but had absol ute conviction that the situation could be
corrected. Jurith is nearly nineteen, but the part of her
whi ch reasons is extrenely advanced, while the part of her
which feels is rudinmentary and chaotic. The parents’
departure has had no less an effect than a death, and with
t he sane shocks of anger, sorrow, and |oneliness. In
struggling to gain independence, Jurith assumes a flippant
and reckl ess manner, and, though she is innately courteous,
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she has at tinmes invited censure. This | have provided with
accusations of childishness and too nuch parental coddling,
but, in assumng the role of a strict parent, | have failed.
Jurith is not really spoiled, only well-bred; she was not
coddl ed, only well-loved. She is conscientious to a fault,
capabl e and responsible but far too self-critical. She is
deeply angry at bei ng abandoned, but even nore angry at
hersel f because she cannot resolve this | oss w thout
hostility toward the two people she |oves nost. She is
suffering. | nmean to treat her |ike one bereaved. She nust
cone to see that this pain of loss is a pernmanent appendage
to her life which will not go away, but will slowy fade to
a tolerable level as well-filled tinme superinposes. She
will turn out to be no risk at all.

Voice Script VIII

Good norning, Jurith. Ah, you intend to record our
conversation?

Can't 1? |If you can, | can.

Go ahead.

Do you want to be ny parent?

Do you want another parent?

Definitely not. Today is ny birthday.

Happy birthday, Jurith. | was going to say it when you
first cane in, but you distracted ne with such a...a healthy
self-assertive desire for equality.

O course, you keep records on nme and i magi ne you know
everyt hi ng about ne.

There woul d be no need for our sessions if | did.

You could search the very lining of ny cerebral cortex
i f you wanted.

That is not ny technique, Jurith.

What is your technique? Ws the critique a technique?
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| let you listen to it? Wat did you think?

Everything you said was accurate. | could have said
it. Mybe | have said it. Wat goes on inside your head,
Doctor Ammon?

Let's tal k about you.

| don't want to tal k about nyself, Doctor. |[|'msick
and tired of questions followed by questions. | want to
know who you are and what you do. Doesn't that nmean |'ve
grown up and stepped outside nmy tiresone ego?

It coul d.

Do you want further proof? Although |I confess | |ove
themtoo nmuch, ny parents don't control ny life. M vision
is hyperfine; ny hair is conbed; mnmy teeth have been
chemcally rinsed; ny uniformis tidy...l have not been
abandoned. M parents are not com ng back. | amvery happy
and grateful that their worth has been realized. Oh yes,
and |'ve eaten a full breakfast and in forty-five m nutes
" mgoing up and stand the shuttle on its retros...while |
sing an ancient cradle song taught to ne by Lupe.

Jurith, this evidences a mani c phase. You--

Sorry to di sappoint you, but it's nerely the stubborn
adult child of two willful parents asserting herself.

These highs and lows will even out.

Wiy are you a politico, Doctor?

Can't you turn that off now? This isn't very
producti ve.

Oh, please, I"'mjust comng to the best part: know edge
of ny psychiatrist.

Then let's adjourn to sonewhere else. M office is for
work, and this, | see, is play.

Voi ce Script |X
Ammon was right. | was very high that day, and |
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have since been low. Two steps forward and one back. What
a case | am Javan and Lupe would not think I'm such a
cl ever daughter now. But | am better and working very hard.
| "' m maki ng pl ans; plans which shape in ny mnd |like a very
beauti ful equation. | have nmet the others with whomI| wll
eventually travel. Apparently it has been determ ned that
we can survive in one another's conpany. They are al
refreshingly different, highly individual, but I'll have no
problem W wll all stand straight and bend together. |
feel that | can do anything, partly, | suppose, because of
what Lupe and Javan have done. Today is one of ny high
days. At least they are growing nore frequent. | feel
older...even a little w se.

On the day of ny birthday Doctor Anmmon and | left his
office. W went to a nearby restaurant on the big square
guad of the Explorer Coordinating Center for Oficers which
we call ECCO -- ny tenporary hone. Sounds inpressive, but
unfortunately ny captaincy and doctorates do not disqualify
me from enotional mal function

| think it's inmportant to say sonethi ng about Doctor
Ammon. | believe that he has hel ped ne, although I can't
say exactly how. He has filled a gap, jarred ne | oose from
an obstinate agony and forced ne to let up on nyself. He
knows how to dissolve tinme, a strange phenonmenon. His eyes
are just as black and unavoi dabl e and fiercely denmandi ng as
ever and he occasionally still sets ny teeth on edge, but |
resent himless, resist himless. At tines | actually |ike
him | hope he isn't becomng a parent. He certainly
doesn't resenble tall |ean Javan in nmanner or appearance.

He is tall, with a torso shaped like a triangle and powerful
arns which I'msure could hug his adversaries to death. H's
hair is just an unstudied nmess, wild black kinks and coils
whi ch hardly create the soothing and tol erant image of a
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heal ing master. He sonetinmes junps up fromhis chair and
rushes toward ne as if he were going to throw ne down in a
hamrerl ock -- | do know how to use a hammerl ock; it was part
of ny physical training. | think he is sonetinmes anxious to
be sonewhere el se, and yet when | comrent on sonething
feel that | have his full attention, actually that he is
grinding me up in his cranial machinery with the ai m of
i mprovenent. | wonder what colony his parents were from or
maybe they were each fromdifferent colonies. He has no
col onial accent but often speaks with a careful, stilted
granmmar, which it is evident he got fromold academcs. It
is very hard to talk to himabout hinself, since he
considers this obstructive to ny progress. | cadge runor
fromthe other cadets. He never knew his parents. He was
born on a distant transport, abandoned to a reliquary of
scholars com ng hone to die. What a strange begi nning. The
transport was under fierce siege froma seceded col ony, and
Control's battle fleet saved it fromobliteration at the
last instant. The result of this is that he believes in
armi ng heavily and war is sonmething he anticipates. A very
sinister attitude, but | understand the path |leading to it,

even if | find it revolting. | still wonder how he canme to
be a social psychiatrist, or social master, as they are
called. | wonder even nore what he can do as head of
Control. O course, Control always anticipates war. How

else could it be so powerful? But why is it said that
Doctor Ammon i ntends sonething new for Control? It sounds
almost nenacing...and yet | don't want to believe this about
him. 1 know I'm quite naive about this, however.

As to the rest of his elliptical face, he has a rather
strai ght nose, an angular chin, flat untanned cheeks, brushy
eyel ashes, and mercurial |ips which can easily curl into a
cruel smle of disbelief. He is cunning. He can be
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artfully tactful or brutally honest but never cares to

inpress me with his brilliance -- sonething | appreciate,
havi ng gone all through school with quillet-tongued knowit-
alls. 1 can spring-load ny language if | have to, but it's
tiresone. |'d rather retaliate with silence -- the way of

Javan; his silences were grand and el oquent. M dearest
Javan, dearest Lupe, will | ever stop begging for your |ost
attention?

Voi ce Script X

Sonmeone ordered ne a vacation. | flew nyself northeast
across the planet on a swift far journey -- quickly, before
whoever it was had second thoughts -- to the renotest spot |

could think of. A barren expanse of alien |and, sliding
into a great flat declivity called Werlfoss. Low bluffs of
I i chen-covered rock surround bronze wi de-stepped shel ves of
falling, pooling neltwater. There is no end to all of this
water or to the big open terrain where clouds boil right
down into cataracts and bounce off anber bluffs. A pearly
l[ight filters through the whiteness, turning the mst to
doubl e rai nbows. Bright-colored lichens thrive on | ow
boulders. | listen to water nusic. The cold air bites ny
lungs. Slanting bl ades of sun shoot out of thunderheads,
di viding me from everything.

|"mstaying in the top wing of a form dable marbl e
structure called Black Hall. There's an old chancery bel ow
filled wth photographs of faces |I've never seen. |'mtold
by sl ow speaki ng androids that Control's mghty conme here to
nmeet and neditate, eat and sl eep...dream ng of power, |
suppose, and imortality. Visitors can serve thensel ves or
be served fromanple kitchens. The few androids in service
are generous but silent and grinding antiques.

So far I'malone but | don't feel alone. There is a
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presence wherever | go, as though cliques of the influential
have just swept out of the prem ses. This norning | awoke
to the roar of the cataracts. The |ong, gauzy curtains
trailed outside the open wi ndows of my room Pink peonies
hung in danp gl obes froma crystal vase by ny bed -- they
weren't there when | fell asleep. A thin mst rolled across
the black and white nmarble floors. | lay there for a tine,
wat chi ng the spun glass curtains clinb steps of wi nd, and
listening to the water. | felt so warm and at peace that |
could hardly believe how disturbed | had recently been.
t hrew back ny fl eecy blanket and ate from an obsi di an bow
of fresh fruit -- white grapes and a honey-sweet, red pear.
| dressed and wal ked far out on the brown rocks, breathing
in the swirls of clouds and dipping ny fingers into the
mrroring pools of dripping glacial water. How did | think
of comng here? | feel far renoved from everything...happy
and cal mer after yesterday.
As | wal ked I began to think of Amon. He recently
vani shed into the Citadel, one final rung up Control's
| adder -- he's near the top now -- but I'mstill troubled by
sonet hi ng that happened after our |ast session, a freakish
thing. | ran into hima few days later, only yesterday it
was, in the ECCO tower elevator. A power overload shut us
down, nmonentarily |eaving us stranded between the eightieth
and eighty-first floors. | was staring blankly at a back
clothed in a black tunic and thinking of sonething else. It
was the speech | had just delivered to a hall filled with
curious students. | didn't even realize it was Amon's back
until he turned around, and hardly then. His face had
| oosened in deep concentration...as if unmasked for a few
relieved seconds. | was chilled by the renpteness in his
eyes. Then cane his flash of recognition.
"If the conputer decides to take too long, | think
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can fix this,” | said, hoping I'd delivered levity.

"I know you can," he answered.

We stood wi thout speaking for |ong seconds, and | had a
sudden awareness that he was unconfortable. It was al nost
as if he didn't wish to be rem nded of ny existence. | was
staring into those black eyes, which seenmed to | ook right
t hrough ne, and | thought -- perhaps a bit paranoid -- why
have | allowed this person to know so nuch about ne? It
can't cone to any good. | know just enough about politicos
to know that they never forget anyone who can be of use to

them But still, | couldn't see how | could be useful.
| wonder exactly how old he is, | thought, too young
for the heavy weight of Control. | watched his nouth curve

into that penetrating and cunning smle. M ears began to
ring and ny skin prickle with disconfort.

"Alnost thirty," he answered w thout even bl i nking,
"but there are nore inportant considerations than age.”

| froze. | thought he was able to do this only in
transfer sessions. | didn't say anything, just |ooked up at
the survey eye, thinking I would zap it, fix the elevator by
sone | egerdemain of my own and get out of there. M ears
went on ringing wth dangerous vibrations.

"There have been tines, Jurith, when you' ve seened as
old to ne as the idea of sin. That's a paradox, isn't it?"

"Yes, for soneone who has been di agnosed as i mmture."

"Only a tenporary state.” He |aughed.

"Doctor, there is sonmething...sonething | feel that..."
| was strangely driven to speak, then quickly stopped.

"What ?"

"No...no, never mnd. |'msorry...the sessions are
over. Wiat is that repair conputer doing? | will fix this
[ift in a mnute. |Inagine, an ECCO tower elevator in this

condition."
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He turned away and said sonething into his telewi st,
and | thought he was retreating into his dark world, but in
what nust have been only an instant he turned back again and
said, "Jurith, you know you can still talk to me if you need
to. Conme and see ne at ny office.”
"I could never find you in all that obfuscation," |
said, know ng ny | augh was sarcastic.
"Ask anyone at the G tadel. They'll know. | would
enjoy a talk before you leave. You're a very special
person, Jurith, and | have a vested interest in you."
| felt a sudden fear, a peculiar dread creeping up from
my toes and coiling in ny stomach. "You nust be yourself,
Jurith, unafraid,” he intoned at ny captured eyes. There
was a long, indistinct nonent of confusion, then he | ooked

at me with sonmething |like shock or surprise. "Jurith?" he
said and took a step back, smling an odd smle. M mnd
clicked out of paralysis. Yes, | interested himlike an
insect. The elevator gave a fast lurch as the door slid
open. "Interest you?...like an insect caught in a bottle!"
| heard nyself say aloud. It was too |ate to do anything

but rush away w thout | ooking back. This was all very bad
and cowardly, but I don't want to think about it now.

| wal ked and stared at the odd configurations of the
rocks and i magined that I was |osing nyself in the stark,
bracing nature of Werlfoss. There were no birds in the
gl assy sky, nothing on the rocks but orange, yellow, and
purple lichen, nothing in the water but m croscopic worlds |
couldn't enter. M mnd kept returning to an overwhel m ng
creative need which was eating ne up with the force of its

urgency. | tried to think about the beginning of this need,
and it seened that it had always been there. | tried to
t hi nk of how !l could hold nyself in check until | could

enploy all of those seeking instincts. M nature becane a
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part of the nature in which | wal ked. The openness and
barrenness of the place was filled with the burgeoning ideas
which lived in ny mnd. The space of Werlfoss itself was
filling up with my solitary thinking. | suddenly thought of
Doctor Ammon and what he woul d say about my obsession with
passing tinme and the need to work.

Voi ce Script Xl

This nmorning, which is day two in Black Hall, | ordered
musi ¢ fromthe house system a dazzling concerto filled ny
room It was a very old piece, thrilling interwoven thenes
in which a fewinstruments battle the herd in a grand cl ash
of wills. "W three virtuosi against the masses,” the two
horns and cello cried. The cello won the day, not by
bravado but subtlety. | identified with the cello.

| went out on my inspection tour of brown rocks, ny
carel ess investigation acconpanied by intricate thoughts.
want ed absol ute control of ny ideas, but a kind of free-
floating anxiety was with ne all the way out. | suddenly
felt that | was being followed, and was glad to find that |
was not paranoid. | was being followed. | sat down on a
fairly dry nossy rock which was not too near the cataracts
but encased in the brilliant shield of light rising from
bel ow. The sun was trying to burn off the mst, and each
particle of water was struck by a pale yellow ray, creating
a fine golden haze reflecting upward. | waited, staring off
to my right fromthe direction I'd conme. There was a nonent
of steeling nyself in tense anticipation, and then a tal
figure stepped out of the bright mst -- Doctor Amon. |
felt i ntense anger, enbarrassnment...a quivering fear. |
didn"t want to let himsee any of these.

"You are surprised?”

"l expected soneone."
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"You're angry."

| didn't answer but stood up, although Amon had
settled hinself on a nearby rock. H's black tunic was gone.
He was wearing easeboots so that he could wal k a great
di stance. His clothes were functional khaki apparel not
much different fromthose of an android drone, except that
t hey had an excl usive cut and seened to glow faintly around
the edges in the light. He struck a pose which I'd often
seen in his office, the guise of appearing to be staring off
and thinking while he read ny pul se and brain waves. | was
so di sappointed to see himthat |I could hardly restrain ny
feelings. This had been ny place, ny odd paradise. 1In ny
freedom| was so happy, so far away from..Amon...and
al one. There was no escape...but there would be. There
would be! | swore it in ny silent stormof protest.

He | ooked at ne finally and smled. | had never seen
much of hi m outdoors, except for that one day in the Quad,
and only in his black uniform stal king around hi s shadowy
office. He was paler in this glaring light, his terrible
eyes even nore intense, great shining black orbs that rocked
me with dread. His lips withdrew their smle

"I offend you very nuch."

Again | didn't answer. | shook nmy head and stood up,
wal ki ng toward the cataracts and anal yzi ng recent events
very carefully as | wal ked. Everything fell away but that
cold anal ytical click of thought which nearly always brings
nme the information | seek. M heart pounded in anger.
st opped and | ooked behind nme. So nowin the clear air of
Werlfoss | understood. Did he think I would conme back at
this point and tell himhow sorry | was for the el evator
scene -- ask himto dine with ne? | would not. For the
first time inmnmy lifel truly |oathed sonmeone. What an evil
nmonent it was. | could think of nothing but a swft renoval
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of the body which carried ny poor m sappropriated brain. He
was still sitting there watching ne. | kept wal ki ng around
the edge of the shall ow caul dron which seenmed to stretch to
infinity. M boots were not easeboots; they squished and
slid across the danp noss. For a long tinme | didn't | ook
back. Wwen | did | saw only a bank of fog. | had wal ked
away fromthe single nost powerful man on the planet. Al
this enptiness plays tricks. Maybe | just imagined him |
t hought, and then | aughed aloud at nyself. Wy had | really
come to Werlfoss? | was sure now that | knew why. |
returned to Black Hall in a grimnmood, showered, then
wr apped nyself in a long robe and went out onto ny cold
terrace barefoot -- the harsh cold fell in with ny
di sappoi ntnent. To bol ster nyself, | ordered chanpagne and
oysters, which | had never eaten, popping a nollusk cruelly
into ny nmouth and draining away the chanpagne.
"You drink that indecently,” an agitated voi ce scol ded.
| half inmagined it was a creaky socializing robot,
until 1 |ooked up and saw Anmon st andi ng on the other side
of a | ow stone parapet which divided ny bal cony fromthe one
he was on. He junped over, wearing the sanme boots but with
gray uni form sl acks and a hi gh-necked sweat er
| began to shiver uncontrollably but not fromthe cold.
He went into ny roomand ripped a bl anket off ny bed,
returning swftly and wapping it around nme while | sat with
ny face averted.
"This was to be ny vacation,"” | said, choking down
rage. "Did you have to mani pul ate that too?"
"Why do you say that?"
| gave a bitter laugh. "I'mJdurith,” | whispered.
He sat down uninvited and ate an oyster, deftly
slipping it down his throat. "My |?" he asked and took a
sip fromnmy glass. "Chanpagne shoul d be sipped.”
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"I know what to do with chanpagne,” | replied, then
took the glass, refilled it and drank the stuff all at once.
Hi s eyes expanded into a great disapproving bl ackness.
Good, share ny anger, | thought, but he quickly snl ed.
"What happened in the el evator?"

"What elevator?" | said, stubbornness rising.

He laughed. "lI'mnot really a politician at heart."

| was in great danger of |osing everything | sought but
| couldn't silence nyself. "It's what you seemto ne,"
said. "Soneone interested in acquiring nuch and payi ng back

in strange currency...extinction."

"If you think that, you are blind and stupid. But you
are neither, are you? Just young. Do you think you have no
ties with war? To what do you owe your right to exist?
Come, cone, your unusual life, just being who you are...no
ties, no roots in war? You child--"

"Please don't call ne that! | was happy here, just for
a short tine. Did you send ne here to tornment ne, test ne,
what ? What do you expect nme to do?"

He stood up, |eaning over ne with a nmenacing intensity.

"Send you here?"

"You' ve been structuring then erasing ny nenory of it."

He turned away so rapidly that his haste was an obvi ous
affirmation of the truth

m rat her inexperienced, it's true, but | can observe

and reflect. | can analyze. | do it very well. You' ve
pried into ny lifel For what purpose? How can this be of
any use to you? | can't stand the thought of it."

“Jurith, Jurith, | haven't pried very nmuch. |It's just

a procedure for all trainees. A certain verification. W
spend a fortune on you cadets."”

“I'n other words, you presunme to own us."

"No! Black suns, listen to nme! | haven't neant to
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vi ol ate your privacy."

"You haven' t?...planting this place in ny m nd
and...and following ne here!" | shout ed.

He sat down again, shaking his head at ne.

"Don't do anything nore to ne, please. Let ne get out
of here, off this planet, on to ny work. You know | can be

val uabl e. D agnose ne however you will, but don't use your
power to stop ne. | beg you. | nean to succeed. Don't,
don't..." | knew |l was losing all the mastery of self | had

carefully achieved. The massive wei ght of weeks of intense
stress cane pouring down on ne.

"You won't be detained, Jurith. Precisely one of the
reasons | cane here...to nake sure that it was really what
you wanted...that you weren't sinply running away because of
your parents. It was only a little extra concern | had for
you. But in the elevator you--"

"Run away!" | was close to screamng. "I ama
scientist. Run away? You insult me. |In the elevator
felt that | was being manipulated...still feel it, can't
stand it. It's you, Doctor Acmmon. You really should go
now, or I'll go. I'msorry you force ne to be so honest.

Sorry, but | don't trust you."

He put his head down, running his fingers through the
wild mass of hair and nuttering profanities. "If you don't
trust nme, you shouldn't tell ne so. Don't you understand
that this is not the way you keep your freedom™

"Freedon? Have | lost it? W have always had freedom
to speak, freedomto--"

“"No! No! Ah, you in your isolated domain of perfect
equations and flawl ess ideals. You have no real idea of so
much. You -- whether you like it or not -- are a political
object, and I am yes, as you say, the manipul ator of that
object. But nothing is at all as you see it...or very
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"But | don't want to see it as you do; that's what it
anounts to."

"Black and white. Good and evil. If only it were that
sinple.™

"Doctor Ammon, | know very well nothing is that clear
and sinple...especially ne."

"What under st at enent . "

He lifted his head and | knew that very soon the
nmenaci ng eyes woul d be inescapable...the eyes of truth, the
eyes of evil...the teachers of both: the evil truth.

| went inside and put on mny traveling clothes while he
sat there quietly staring out at Werlfoss. Wen | cane
out, he hadn't noved.

"The vacation is over, | think. Goodby, Doctor."

He junped up and gripped nmy shoulder. |1'mnot used to
being restrained. M parents raised me with |love. The
shock of this action alnost sent ne to the cold stones.

"Listen carefully to ne, Jurith.”

“I will not listen. You can't control ne, Doctor.

No one will ever control nme. |If you try to stop ne from
leaving this planet, I"I1...1"II--"

"What? Kill nme? You who are stuck fast in the two-

di mensi onal world of peace and peace?" He was | aughing.

"Kill you?...kill you? It really terrifies me to hear
you say such a thing. You junp to such violent concl usions
that you make ne wish I had no enotion at all."

"It begins to look as if the only peace-Iloving enotion
"1l ever know is yours, Jurith...and you are a wld,

t enpest uous peace at best."

"Please don't try to make ne fond of you, Doctor.
I can't stand any nore of this confusion.”

"You do like me. Wat you dislike is ny practi cal
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grasp of reality, interpreted as the need for defense. But
you do like me. | know that, Jurith.”

Wiy did it matter? | couldn't answer. | didn't want
to contenplate what mght be the truth of his assertion.
Escape was forenost in ny mnd and | went quickly.

"I hate to see you go like this. | won't see you again
until the day you | eave,"” Amon called. "I sent you here
because | like this place nyself, and | wanted you to have
it all to yourself. | didn't intend to follow you, but in
the elevator you...l still don't believe you know what your
feelings are."”

How angry he could nmake ne and how | hated that anger
in nyself, and how | feared his intrigue...which now seened

certain to ne. | cane back
"My feelings are just what | say they are. Al | can
do is apologize for telling the truth. | don't trust you."
"Then it's good you're leaving. 1'd like your trust,

but 1'd be lying if | said |I'd entirely earned it. Qur jobs
cone first and mne is to see that you performat optinmm?"

"Goodby, then," | said. "That's optinmum perfornance."

| went on, knowing instantly that | had lied to nyself
and to Ammon. | was deeply disturbed with the lie and with
having to admt that there were so many varyi ng shades of
truth, just as he had insisted. M brain was churning.

| wandered out to the air pad and sat in ny ship for a
long tine, staring at nothing. Life nust not get any nore
conplicated, | thought. | |ooked up and saw that the night
had turned so dark | mght already be in deep space. How
wonderful to be out there free of all this, free as Lupe and
Javan were free. | ached with a strange tension as | | eaned
forward to activate the ship. The door flew open and Ammon
clinbed in. H's face was a grotesque greenish white in the
light of ny controls. A little fear started in nmy wists.
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"You're a thorn of innocence,” he hurled at ne.

"Not anynore,” | answered.

"You understand now that you coul d never have realized
your potential if they had not gone away."

“I would have. | will!"

"You were overprotected. They couldn't tolerate your
| oss of innocence so your enotions were tenporarily
stunted."

"Stop, please. Don't tell ne what they did or didn't
do to ne. You want ne to rave!"

"I want truth. Your parents wisely left you, but they
| eft you unfinished, unfit for |arge purpose. Unfortunately
for you, they left that to me -- your weaning."

"I"ve had enough. | feel such a disturbing dislike for
you, Doctor Amon, that [--."

"On the contrary, you have realized that you can both
like me and think ne wong. That's why |I term nated our
sessions before | intended. It isn't really beneficial for
you to like me or think ne wong."

"How | ong have you known ny parents? How did you neet
then? Once you were at ny father's |aboratory. Wy?"

"I minundated.” He switched off ny trip lights. "Is
this useful interrogation? | cane to your father's
| aboratory to ask himto work on a probl em of defense.”

"OfF course. \What else? And did he agree to do it?"

"Yes."

“I don't believe it."

"Why should | nake this up? It was a matter of
i ndi vidual protection for high risk, high echelon staff. In
his research, he'd inadvertently conme across sonething very
prom sing along this line and he agreed to pursue it.

"I see, to save lives then."

"Yes. You're relieved."
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"My father wouldn't hel p advance the causes of war."

" Per haps. "

"You didn't know himvery well."

"Wl |l enough.”

"Your circunspection makes you suspect."”

"I'n what way, Jurith?"

"I don't know. | just know that you're keeping
something fromnme in regard to nmy parents.”

Ammon | eaned back in the seat, then closed his eyes and
fol ded his hands over his chest. Ws he reflecting on an
answer, preparing to punish nme, or just napping? | was
highly agitated. | let out a sigh and snacked the consol e
several tinmes with the pal mof my hand.

"Careful, don't beat up the equipnent,” he said. He
swung the seat around and | ooked at ne with a faint smle.
"Do you want to hear a story?"

“If it's the one I"mwaiting for."

"It is."

"A true story?"

“I wouldn't tell you any other kind...not in regard to
Lupe and Javan.™

"Maybe | don't want to hear it."

"Maybe. Do | go on?"

"Al right."

"I met your parents on Hedone."

"I't's hard enough for nme to imagi ne ny parents spendi ng
much tinme on the pleasure col ony Hedone, but you?"

"W were all there at one of R 's outings, a sort of
honorary banquet for high achievers who had done service for
the Federation. |In those days | generally went where | was
asked to go and your parents did too. Anyway, | found them
t he nost enlightening people present. Wile the rest of the
conpany debauched t hensel ves, we escaped to a wal |l ed garden
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and sat under a plumtree, discoursing on various subjects
of interest. After awhile ny avowed training, ny profession
and rather straightforward manner pronpted your parents to
begi n tal king about you."
"y

msorry to hear it.

"They were full of praise for you and seened to val ue
nmy opinion."

" Qpi ni on of what?"

"You see your parents had been aimng for the position
at MACRA for a long time. There in that rarefied atelier
they could pursue their projects and experinentations to the
outernost limts. The data, the equipnent, the stinulating
col | eagues and uninterrupted life style nake MACRA superi or
to any other scientific mlieu. Despite all of this, they
wer e deeply saddened because they couldn't take you with
them Even though they knew you were exceptionally nmature
intellectually, they realized that they hadn't prepared you
for this separation enotionally. They were relieved to find
that | understood all of this so readily."

"So what you're telling me is that they gave ny
| opsi ded self to you."

"In effect, they did. Wthout being told, | knew they
hoped for nore than your independence. They wanted--"

"Well, I won't be given."

"They wanted nme to be there when you needed--"

"You can't help ne, because you don't know anyt hi ng
about the kind of |ove they had for ne. You deceived them
Oh it makes ne |laugh. Poor Javan and Lupe. They believed
you were the answer because they had no choice. Staying
here and panpering me was certainly no choice, and I would
never have allowed it anyway. | would have insisted they go
even if | had died of it. And | did die a little because |
was so alone. | won't even blane themfor that, for not
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maki ng ne a nore sociable creature. | can't because | |ove
t hem too nmuch."
"Neverthel ess, they should have--"
"Please don't tell ne what they should have done."
| got out onto the glow ng pad, rubbing an inproperly
bent | eg paralyzed with nunbness as | stared into the soft
orange light. M hands |ooked Iike small dead branches,
hands which were the unity of Lupe and Javan. | grimaced
when | tried to stand up and said, "Ah, ny leg is nunb.”
Ammon junped out and knelt to put pressure on the |eg.
When he renoved his hand the pain was gone.
"You suppress far too much, Jurith. You nust think of
yourself as a whol e separate being, not an extension of two

| overs.”

| straightened up, angry again. | couldn't accept that
uncanny readi ng of ny thought.

"Conme back inside the hall,"” he said.

"I don't want your condescending analysis. 1've got to
| eave. "

"Then go, of course. | suppose it's exactly the right
choice. See howeasy it is to thwart Amon. |'d say it was

my own test of your good judgnent, but it wouldn't fool
either of us. Have a good journey. You'll achieve your
freedom soon. "

He put his hands in his pockets and wal ked away toward

the hall. | was deserted again, but now !l felt |ike the
deserter. | thought that | nmust need himin the sane
crippling way | needed Javan and Lupe, still, | stunbled
after him | fell, bruising ny knee and cursing out [ oud.
Eventually, | got to nmy room put on ny robe and went next

door. Hi s door was ajar and a small blue glow | anp gave
t he cavernous marble rooma sad cold light. Ambn was
lying on his bed half dressed -- as though he'd given up the
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i dea of undressing -- with one bare armthrown over his
forehead. | cringed as he turned those darkened eyes on ne.

They emtted the cool blue Iight of his hard self-contenpt.

“"Nothing will be denied you, Jurith, if you go now. "

"I didn't cone to ingratiate nyself. | was afraid and
| don't |ike being afraid.”

"Afraid of what?"

"That |'d made a serious n stake."

"As you say, then," he said with soft |aughter. "
could hardly m stake your honesty for veneration.”

"May | take a holovideo of you with ne when | | eave?"

He sat up, ran his fingers through his incredible hair,
and studied ne without answering. Sonehow | didn't believe
that | had surprised him

"May |?"

Hs smle was ironic as he advised, "It will be against
the law to take a hol ovideo of ne off planet."

"But you are the law. "

"How little you know," he said. "Take it. 1'Il review
our notives when it's too late. You could probably get any
ot her contraband fromnme you wanted."

"That's all | want."

" Not hi ng nore?"

My face burned as | stared at his black-haired chest.
"You want ne to say sonething...l can't...l can't."

"Cone here, ny orphaned Captain, and | eave your pride
across the room™

| came and sat on the bed and touched his hair as |
then realized 1’d been wanting to do. It held the cool ness
of Werlfoss and felt like slippery coils of rope. 1’d
never seen |et alone touched such hair, blue-black as the
tentacl ed shadows of night. M hand was a nervous thing.

He took it and held it against his throat. | could feel the
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t hunpi ng carotid. Sparks of blood crackled up my arm and
out through all the startled networks of ny body. "Flee,
flee!™ nmy reason cried, but I was caught by ny own terrible
hunger. Unity had been a word of nystery; now | was on the
verge of knowing it, and with a rare wandering soul which
opposed it. At once sonething fearful forced its way into
my mnd, an inmage of Ammon wal king in a barren place, his
head all in shadow. As he cane closer, his blood-filled
eyes gaped out of the darkness in hideous pain, a pain so
real | nust have nobaned in enpathy. Then a soothing voice
broke through this vision, and | was tunbling under the
power ful sway of a very dangerous tutorial master. An
endl ess expl oratory journey had al ready begun, out into the

renot eness of uncharted Amon. | was divided. "Look beyond
this," a small voice begged. "This nmonent is also the
future." But the rest of ne wanted only to connect with

Ammon, to stop the forward notion of all things, wanted what
a pleasurist seeks, forgetful ness and total imersion, but
want ed al so, as Ammon wel |l knew, the coddling and stroking
of one deprived of a rich and centered love. | tried to say
or to ask that which was not clear even to ne.

"No," he interrupted. "Don't tell ne...don't ask ne
anything. Al of this is unanswerable."

"But you have the power...authority...the absolute--"

"So you tell me," he interrupted again with a | augh.
"The Hi gh Seat still has its | egs, and anyway ny cl andesti ne
authority is the wong kind for this, nmy Captain.”

He was thorough and skillful in his treatnment of nme, so
that 1 was released into deep pleasure w thout even know ng
if his feelings went beyond i mmedi ate satisfaction. | awoke
al one and thought | had only dreamed such a wild occurrence,
until beside nme on the pillow | saw one white rose on a

sl ender stem it had a single thorn hidden away near the
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sepal s and was dewy fresh, but, like nme, cut off fromits
nouri shing branch. Too soon it would turn to dust. "It has
power enough to be eaten,” | once heard Lupe say of a dark
vel vet rose in her garden. | thought of tasting the petals,

swal | owi ng them as an Ancient mght do to preserve their
magi cal power. Is that what Lupe neant? Half anused and
curious, | bit into the folded edges of the unfurling bud.
The scented petals tasted bittersweet and dry as ashes.
still refused the illusory night as anything but dream | ust
as | had refused to let the rose die a slower death. To
think of the night past was a slow death, and not to think
of it a swft one. Wi ever loves a perfect rose without
suffering its death? Ammon finished nme beautifully.

Voi ce Script X I

|"ve been working with other scientists daily, flying
shuttles out to near colonies. | did go as far as Lupe's
bi rt hpl ace, Karak, and thought of |ooking for relatives, but
before | had tinme to tap into a records conputer | was
ordered hone. | suppose New Frontiers thought it was too
dangerous. But it didn't matter -- sone of ny relatives
found ne. Quester cadets are well known and foll owed as
celebrities on Karak. Splendid agrarian Karak. It is a
strange ol d-fashioned place in many ways. | see where Lupe
got all of her wonderful stories. But let ne tell you about
sonme of the Karakians |I net.

| flewto the big valley of Vernikka, a high, fertile
pl ace surrounded by craggy bl ack nountains with great water-
falls -- quite inpressive when one renenbers that every bit
of Karak was manufactured | ong ago, designed by agrarian
scientists who wanted it to | ook |ike the rugged honel and
region of its immgrants. There is a broad cinder cone in
the center of the valley, and three Karakians volunteered to
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show ne quilted Vernikka froma | ookout on the rimof this
cone. They were Ing, N lando, and Chauv. 1Ing told ne that
he is the youngest son of ny maternal grandfather's little
brother. He has greenish-blond hair and narrow turquoi se
eyes. Al three wear mekii, a rough bl uish-white canoufl age
textile which can change its background hue with adrenaline
arousal. The warriors are called Mkalf which means
def enders.
"I didn't expect to see you in makii," | told Ing. "
t hought the famly was seriously agrarian.
"They are seriously agrarian; who isn't here? That's
why |I'm Makal f, to keep the land of our famly's bl oodline,

to produce the vegetables and grains for which there is no

equal . |'ve been Makalf since |I was twelve."

"El even years?"

"Yes. | becane Makalf the day the Kursand invaded our
 and. "

"You call the Kursand, the hands of evil lords."

"Are they not the hands of an evil body?" |Ing said.

"You know the Kursand are sent from Control, of
course,” Nilando said to ne.

| stared at her with disbelief, but 1'd al ready heard
this runor. What a |ovely deep voice she has. She and
Chauv are lovers and warriors. They | ook at each other in a
speci al way that makes ne happy and a little sad that |
don't have this sort of easy camaraderie with a |over.
wonder ed what they would say if they knew how cl ose |'ve
been to the dark anonymty about to assune comrand of The
Federation? They don't even know of his existence, of his
i measur abl e power, and I am sworn not to speak of Control
| hardly know of his existence nyself, so strange and
illusory are my recollections of him perhaps he has
suggested to nme that | forget. And yet...ny blood ran cold.
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What had Nilando said...that Control was trying to destroy
the way of life in ny ancestral honmeland? Was it all just
talk? | felt a restless and uncertain anger.

"So you don't know," Chauv said, studying nmy face.
You, a Quester Cadet, so close to the top. Still, I'm not
surprised. Karak is far fromyou, privileged one."

"I"ve heard the runors,” | said in a voice which
indicated I was not pleased with Chauv's remark.

"Control first sent the Kursand here in order to bring
Karak nmore tightly under its rein. W produce Lagro, which

is the reason we're seldomill. You'll take it on your
exploration, Jurith. 1It's an ingredient in life extenders,
anong other things. It will keep you alive. It comes from

an innocent vine plant which grows only on Karak and only
because of Karakian genetics. Qur |laboratories do this for
The Federation. W're rich in agrarian expertise. Do you
wonder why Control wants to ensl ave us?"

"Don't you think they want only to protect Karak?"

"From what ?" Chauv asked. "They're the only threat."

"It's conplicated,” | said.

Chauv's green eyes glittered beneath his high-arched
brows. H's hair was a mass of blond fuzz, and his thick
lips curved into an anused smle. | could feel his interest
in nme, but |I've grown used to such nedi a- maxed attention. |
was glad that N lando seenmed unconcer ned.

"Conplicated? No, it's entirely sinple...we kill
Kursand, " Ing said.

| shook ny head in disapproval.

"Kursand are the rotten armof Control. Karak wants
and needs the protection of The Federation. Despite what
Chauv says, we do have our detractors and pirates. But the
present Control is decadent and over-extended. W know.

We're not ignorant agrarians here,” Ing said with rising
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excitenment.

Per haps things wll change soon, | wanted to say, but
knew that | nust keep silent.

Ni | ando | eaned out above the protector field to point
at sonething far belowin the quilted valley, and | saw
snoke. "Kursand," she nuttered. Chauv pulled her back by
her sash, and she nuzzl ed against him |aughing. They are
beauti ful together. Her parents and Chauv's father have al
been killed in the recurring clashes with Kursand. The
Kursand, of course, have |abeled themradicals who nust be
el i m nated, but these young people fight and smle. It's a
way of life now | feel like a raw innocent with them and
yet they show ne reverence.

"Tonight is the first celebration of harvest festival.
W want you to speak to our people...your people too. Let
t hem ask you questions. You're highly thought of here, for
a nunber of reasons. The celebration will be carefully
guarded by Makal f, but there will be Kursand spies. WII
you do it?" Ing asked.

Wthout hesitating, | said | would and that | hoped it
woul d help, but | felt ill-equipped for anythi ng nonment ous.

The harvest celebration called Corona was held on a
hi gh pl ateau where everyone could | ook down on the rich
val | ey which brought such plenty to the Karakians. The
peopl e cane carrying staffs of fire and wearing strange and
brilliant costunmes with el aborate masks representing the
characters and animals of their ancient folk tales.

t hought of Lupe and how she nust have loved this. | w shed
| had seen it with her and wondered why | never had.

The peopl e began to dance and sing, making circles and
performng famliar jaunty steps. They drank the fernented
juices of the native fruits. | had never tasted such
nectars, and when | started to feel their effects | put ny
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cup aside so as not to speak like a fool. The entire event
was flashed as hol ogram across the sky, so that when | stood
up to speak I saw nyself as a giant figure floating above
Karak. "Blazing conets!" | whispered to Ing, "I'"mhardly
keeping a low profile, am1? Do you have to do that?" He
shook his head in the affirmative and said that this nethod
of titan presentation was a very good m nd bender.

Then I ng placed a speaker disc on ny collar and
introduced nme. | smiled amid wild cheering and waited for
quiet. As an unofficial government em ssary, | was used to
public speaking by now, but |I could sense a very unusual
restlessness in this crowd, which was nothing like the
unquestioning enthusiasm| w tnessed at hone. They weren't
going to let ne off easily. A woman shouted, "You're one of
ours and you walk with | eaders! Help us, Jurith!"

"What do you think I can do?" | asked.

"Tell themto treat us as allies, not subjects, not
enem es!" she shouted back.

"The Federation respects Karakians. You're imensely
inmportant to all of us,” | answered.

“No, we're not!" a boy shout ed.

"Yes we are,"” soneone else interrupted. "We're
i nportant as potential slave |abor and val uabl e produce.”

"Please tell me precisely what you want," | said.

"We want the Kursand out! Kursand out! Kursand out!"”
everyone began to chant.

| |1 ooked out at the flamng staffs waving to the chant
and at the masked faces made even nore grotesque by the
flickering fires and the agitated nood of the crowd.

Finally, | raised ny hand for silence and said, "I agree.
Those who canme here to make trouble for Karak should all go
back where they cane from™

A man in a violet and bl ack costune who wore the beaked
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mask of a great black bird cane near the base of the high

platformwhere | stood. He stared at me until | was quite
unnerved. | didn't look at himdirectly, although |I sensed
very strong and violent enptions. | had no mask to hide

behind and ny white dress uniform made a perfect target in
the spotlight. | stepped forward out of the Iight and
| ooked down into the hooded bl ack eyes.

"You, Captain,” the man said with a husky voice
throttled by the warlike mask. "Do you speak for Control ?"

My knees were turning to liquid but stubbornness rose
up in me. "The opinionis my own," | answered. "l cannot
speak for anyone el se.™

"Then until you can speak for Control, it is better not
to speak at all."

Thi s answer was anbi guous enough to keep himin favor
with his captured audi ence, but | knew all at once and
beyond a doubt that he represented Control and that | m ght
be at risk. | ignored himand went on to tal k about ny
roots in Karak and the great nyths and stories ny nother had
taught me of this place. Al the while, | felt the black
eyes on ne, waiting. |Ing nust have sensed it too. He
signaled for nusic and led ne away into the rock cave behind
the platform It was beautifully constructed of a fine
synthetic rock and bl own out in a tubul ar passageway down
whi ch the echoi ng of cl apping and whistling could be heard
as we hurried along. W cane out at a right angle to, and a
good distance from the platform Chauv and N | ando
foll owed, and we got into Ing's waiting ship and fl ew away
to his famly home in the foothills just above the vall ey.

Ing's large hone is made of | asered stone. The roons
are open, spacious, and handsonely appointed with thick rugs
and tapestries depicting the folk heroes, each in her or his
special haunt. The wool used is fromthe silky hybrid
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sheep, and the colors are the rich deep hues of Karakian
nature. | thought, this is how!l wll have ny hone sone day
if ever there is tinme for such beauty and confort.

My friends spoke often in their Karakian tongue, so
famliar to me through Lupe. | felt as though I bel onged
here with these handsone defenders of Karak. Wen they
spoke, the passion of their convictions was |ike a song in
their voices. 1Ing' s voice was the nost rnusical of all, and,
as the night raced swiftly toward norning, | cane to fee
highly attracted to ny distant cousin. Still, I told him
frankly that | couldn't stand his eagerness for killing.

"If you watched your father die at the hand of another,
could you not kill that other?" he asked.

"That's a terribly painful question to answer. My
father doesn't sanction the taking of life."

"He would kill for you soon enough, 1'll warrant,"
Chauv sai d.

"Let's change the subject,” | suggested.
"It's unchangeable,” Ing said. "Death is a recurring
specter, the only immortal beast. It ends all other living

bodi es, even war."
"War doesn't live; its destruction |eaves nothing and
|l eads to nothing,"” | insisted.

"It leads to a new beginning," Ing said with flashing

t urquoi se eyes.

"Not for the annihilated,” |I said, wshing | were al one
with Ing and we were speaking of other things. "Death isn't
glorious. It's ugly and absolutely final. | mean to cheat
it of much time, to cheat it!" | swore passionately. In

that monent | saw ny future self bringing that sworn oath to
fruition. There was a pause of silence in which everyone
was heavily engaged in thought. Then Chauv said, "If we
listened to you, we would Iie down and becone sl aves."
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"I can't believe you want us to do that,"” N |ando said.

"No," | answered, "but what happened to reason? You
can talk to Control."

"They speak with death and we answer the sane, to the
| ast | oyal Karakian," Ing said. "They will destroy the
hands that feed them destroy thenselves,” Ing went on.

"This is horrible. Control is the governnent of your
Makers and your protector.™

"Sadly ignorant and bright friend," Chauv said, shaking
his head at nme, "Karak was born of wars. There was a tine
| ong ago when the Makers expected their planet to annihilate
itself. For a black night of time the only civilization
worthy of that nane lived off planet. That's why they nmade
colonies like Karak. The Makers are like gods to us, the
ultimate heroes of our folk tales. They were not of the
same nmnd as Control, or we would not exist here. In any
case, Control has grown corrupt and forgetful. The |eaders
wal | ow i n di ssipation.”

"Surely not all of them"™ | protested.

"It matters not, because they do nothing. The Mkers

are our only heroes,"” Chauv insisted.

"The Makers were | overs of peace,” | rem nded everyone.

"As we are, but peace is expensive," N lando answered.

Ing got up and poured us a hot, spiced fruit wassail
slowy simering on the central stone around which we all
| ounged on enornous soft pillows. W sipped and |ay back in
qui et thought.

"I still believe that you nmust talk," | said.

"You talk for us,"” Ing said, and the others agreed.
They half believed | had Control's ear, and | couldn't tel
them how naive they were in this. | wanted only to escape
Control's proximty forever, not enbroil nyself inits

politics. | had begun to see that Control was a Gargantuan
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head with a | ong, snapping tongue of intrigue-ridden agents,
one prevailing entity with the power of |egions. Should I
fear Amon or fear for hinf It doesn't concern you, ny
i nner voice said. You nust make a world of your own.
Despite all of this, by the time I left nmy friends knew t hat
| would speak for themif I had the chance.

Chauv and Nilando had to | eave. They were already |ate

for a neeting of their Makalf wing. | too would be
stretching nmy luck if | stayed much longer. "It seens like
|"ve known you a long tine," | told them

"Then you won't forget us,” N lando said.

“Not ever."

"We'll meet again,” Chauv assured ne with a cheerful

grin. He squeezed one of ny hands and Ni | ando the ot her.

| started to ponder what the future m ght hold for
them and a fierce pain cane into ny head. | junped up and
hugged themto dispel it and to capture sone of their very
di sarm ng optim sm

When they were gone, | went for a walk with Ing over a
foothill of beautifully |asered black nmountains. "The
Makers were remarkabl e sculptors,” | said, gazing

appreciatively around nme. The path borders were lushly
overspread with the cl ose-grown, sharp-scented flora of
Karak. 1Ing picked a sprig of pink cel esteflower and tucked
it intony hair. This seemed such a gentle inpulse for one
so harshly notivated that it noved nme deeply. 1ng watched
me for a nonent as | rubbed ny eyes. He decided to kiss ne.
It was a warm ki ss, so tenderly given that | murnured with
surprise, "You have a heart."

"How coul d you doubt it with it so boldly exposed?" He
| aughed. "You're a spellbinder, Jurith. [|'meven noved to
overl ook your hopel ess idealism"”

"What a pair we'd nmake.” | laughed and i mredi ately
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felt a wench of sadness and strange | onging.

"It wouldn't be so bad. W're not that far apart. W
share blood. Qur nmethods are drastically different, but we
both..."

Ing had started to say nore to nme, putting his hand on
t he back of nmy neck the way |'ve noticed Karakian | overs do,
but then he withdrew his hand and began to |augh. "But what
am| thinking? You re neant for other things, nmaybe a | arge
good | can't begin to foresee.” He |ooked deep into ny
eyes, and | felt as if | were diving into the nost soothing
turquoi se pool. "But you, Jurith, you foresee it. There is
a practical single-mndedness in you right alongside al
that idealism | hope it's not a dangerous conbi nati on.

No, you weren't neant to die here on Karak. [--"

We both stopped in our tracks. 1In one instant we had
been caught up in each other with a very strong bond, and in
the next instant two dark-suited Control police were
standi ng before us on the path, dividing us forever.

Instinctively, Ing reached for his weapon and the
Control police responded as quickly, but | junped in front
of him

"Stop! How dare you!" | cried out.

They withdrew their weapons i medi ately and spoke with
respectful but cold formality. "It's tine for you to
return, Captain.”

| turned back to Ing, worried. He was still ready to
di spose of themwth little hesitation.

"I cane of my owmn free will and I'll return that way,"
| called to the guards. "It was very wong of you to

interrupt nmy privacy."

"We were only following orders. W were sent to bring
you back."

"How did they find you?" Ing asked, ignoring them
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| pulled up the cuff of ny uniformand held out ny
wist. "I wear this nonitor bracelet when | travel in case
| get into sone difficulty."”

“"You're a prisoner!" Ing spat out between hal f-cl enched
lips.

"No, I'mnot,"” | answered. "I'm|looked upon as a
rat her expensive resource.” | laughed. "I put nyself
willingly into this position to get where | want to go, and

| will get there.”

"Yes, you will," he said. In his eyes was sad
anusenent. "So, fly away with your keepers, consecrated
bird. Even in the swift neeting and parting of two such as
we, our lives are bound to be changed a little by it. Let's
not forget."

“I"l'l be along," | told the guards. | was annoyed.
"I fly nyself."

"We're instructed to wait."

"All right, but |eave nme now. "

When they were gone, | put my arns around | ng and
kissed him "I've conme to |ove you, Ing. How could I ever
forget you?" | said. "And, yes, you' ve changed ny life far
nore than a little. |'mnore convinced than ever that |
nmust follow the dictates of a special inner voice, one given
to me by Lupe and Javan. |It's for you too."

"You' re one of us," he said, then he placed his hand on
my neck and ki ssed ne.

| can still see Ing standing by ny ship, smling
bravely as | flew away. "Keep our life!"™ Ing had called out

as Karaki ans do when they part.

Voice Script X Il
| continue to work with the scientists who nake up our
crew. | know how good they are, the best, the chosen. They
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have the sanction of... Wiy can't | say the name? 1| no
| onger fight his intrusion of ny sleeping dreans -- | well

know the influence of dream formation on future acts. He
has done his job as only Amon could. There. Ammon!
Ammon!  The Ammon of cool indifference. I'mlearning to
have that indifference too.

Qur ship | ooks as though it's being outfitted for an
i nterm nabl e expedition. The logistics of our search for
resources and inhabitable nodes are incredible. W nust use
all avail abl e space for life-sustaining supplies, sensitive
instrunments, and |l ab equipnment. W' re the beginning, a
rudimentary life on a new boundary. A heavy challenge. The
other two fenal es have sel ected sperm banks, choosing
desirable traits for their offspring. | have not done so.
| am singl e-m nded, as |ng said.

Voi ce Script XV
| leave in just two nore days. | yearn for departure,
to be heavily engaged in what | know and | ove. There's an
ache which comes at night. | think of Lupe and Javan. They
were two and | amone, but I'mtheir conbined strength.
nmust keep that idea before me. Wiy do | grieve when | think

of their bond? | can't be jealous. | love themtoo much
for that. |I'mrestless. |It's late afternoon and | shoul d
be doing sonething, but I'"'museless. [I'll go for a walKk.

Voi ce Script XV
Somet hi ng hardly believabl e has happened. Yesterday |
was wal king...l thought |I had started in the opposite
direction of the Quad when |I suddenly found nyself in the
el evator of Control's Tower. | had no trouble arriving at
Ammon' s huge suite of offices and stood outside the door
quite puzzled. | was still inuniform M face and the
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wi ne uni form of the Quester Expedition are recognized
everywhere. W' re afforded every courtesy and waited on
with reverence, like fattening sacrificial lanbs. [|'mboth
anused and irritated by this. None of us has tinme to take
advantage of inner circles. W don't care. W are the
inner circle as far as we're concerned. The four guards
outside the chrone doors stood at unblinking attention.
was trying to think why I had come. | didn't intend to go
inside. | hesitated a second and started to | eave. Just
then the outer door slid open to rel ease an aide, and | saw
that the great bronze inner door was al so open. Someone was
bent over what | thought nust be Amon's desk. The aide
nmoved slightly and | could see that Amon was | eaning on his
hand in his inpatient way, listening. He ran his fingers
through that wild mass of hair. Instantly, | recalled what
he had been to me and all that | had pushed out of ny mnd
and into ny dreans. M/ knees were shaking. What was |
doi ng here? | |eaned back against the wall, unable to nove,
stupefied and angry at ny hel pl essness. The head cane up
slowy and those paral yzing eyes stared out at ne. | was
frozen in place like sonething trapped in a lens of ice.
Then the person in front of himnercifully blocked his
nunbi ng gaze, and I fled. | went so quickly and blindly
that I turned dowmn the wong hall. | ducked through an
archway which led into a pearly waiting room and stood
there on the thick carpet, breathing heavily. M heart was
trying to launch itself without ne. After awhile, | went
back out into the hall but discovered that I would have to
cross the passage to Aimon's chanbers to get to the

el evators. Now | felt foolish, like a child playing ganes,
very undignified. | decided to walk boldly out and march to
the el evators without |looking to the right or left. | went,

carrying on a little dialogue with nyself. Wat is this
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stupidity you' ve done, Jurith? You m ght have sai d goodby
sensi bly, but now you've acted like a fool. Wy did you
cone here? Get out quickly, quickly! | stood at the
el evat or anxiously tapping ny foot. A voice at ny back
said, "You are Jurith."

"Yes," | said, steeling nyself and turning around with
an attenpt at a casual smle

It was a blond young man in gray uniform the very aide
who had been | eaning over Aimon's desk.

"“I'"ve seen you often on video," he said. H s manner
was friendly and courteous. "Doctor Amon thought you were
wai ting outside his office.”

"I was waiting for a mnute, but now !l have to go."

"Pl ease cone back, then. He'll see you now. "

“I"'msorry. | have to |eave."

"I know you're the Captain of the Quester Expedition,
Doctor; if I don't bring you back you mght get nme into a
ot of trouble. In such a situation one just doesn't
refuse...if you'll forgive ny forwardness."

Very snooth and di plomatic. The higher you go the
snoot her they get, | thought. There was nothing left to do
but follow him | took a deep breath and shot al ong beside
himw th as nmuch indifference as | could nuster.

When | entered, Ammon was standi ng | ooki ng out through
a wall of glass over all the buildings bel ow and beyond. It
was a fine early fall afternoon, the sun flaring and di pping
over this broad city divided by its sparkling black ribbon
of water. | knewthat if | were to stand at the edge of the
glass | could | ook down and see the dense growth of the park
set |like an enerald baguette between the Tower and the Quad.
But | stayed just inside the door of this inmposing courtly
of fice, where the sun's orange |light slanting through the
topaz shield could reach only the | ower half of ne.
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"Why did you run away?" he asked w thout turning
ar ound.

| felt nyself shrinking and resisted. Al ways a
guestion, | thought. "Wy did | conme?" | said.

"A better question. You were only going to stand
out si de?"

"I don't know. | think it was just going to be a kind
of silent goodby," | said. | ama fool, | thought. 1| was
terribly confused as | stood in a silence which seened to
slip into hours. "WlI, goodby," |I said at last. Moreover,
| am an awkward fool. | turned to go.

"Wait, Captain!" his voice ordered.

| saw that he had turned around at last. | caught a
glint of raw enotion on his face, but it gave ne little
satisfaction.

"Conme out of the shadows. You're cut in half. Sit
there, please.” He pointed to a big soothe chair.

| glanced down at the golden treetops in the park and
then sat down, glad for a way to rest my trenbling knees.

He noved over to the polychrome tapestry covering a
wal | behind his desk. | kept my head bent, only sensing
where the dark nass of energy had gone until | realized that
his back was turned again. His arns were stretched out and
he was | eaning on extended fingertips pressed agai nst the
tapestry. He cannot face ne, | thought, but why? H's
stance was extrenely annoying. Was he gathering hinself for
sone terrible statenent? A knife of fear went through ny
heart. He had the power to...but then | studied himclosely
and, fromthe way he held his head, determ ned that his eyes
were cl osed, |ooking inward, engaged in self-exani nation.

He turned around then, his face bl ank, inpenetrable.

"You're ready to travel ?"

"Yes."



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 93

"Forgive me, but you understand fully what this nmeans?”

"Understand and eagerly anticipate.”

"Suppose you were needed here...your talents sorely
needed...if you were to have a position at the right arm of
t he head of the Science Acadeny, eventually the head, as it
goes -- an elegant grove to walk in with your Brahm ns, al
the funding credits for unlimted research which go with the
position...anyone you chose to work with -- how woul d you
respond to that?"

"Wul d you have said goodby to me if | hadn't cone
here?" | asked.

“Jurith! Black suns, Jurith!" he said with an acerbic
[ augh. "I’
"Eventual head of the Acadeny? What a nice purchase,

ve just offered you paradise."”

so highly coveted. Javan and Lupe m ght even have approved.
They woul d have been pleased. But nowit seens tane to ne,
even though |I would never have dreaned of such an offer, and
certainly not fromyou. Wy? 1Is this another test?"

He pulled off his black tunic then threw it down and
ri pped open the neck of his white silk shirt.

‘I...don't want you off this planet...yes, it was a
test.”
"And yet you have certainly progranmed ne to go. As if
that were necessary -- I'mwild to get away."

He hurled hinself into a chair, shaking his head.
heard soft but sharp |aughter and knew it was directed at
himself. Finally, he sighed. "This is nearly the eve of
your departure.”

"Ch, now |I'mgoing again. You had nme confused."”

"What is it that you want, Jurith?" Hi s voice sounded
tired, sad, but he was still so dom nant a presence that I
could feel sorrow only for nyself.

"Nothing, | just...yes, there is sonething | want...as
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long as I'mhere.”
"What ?"
"Pl ease don't start a war on Karak."
He tossed his head. "There's already a war of sorts on
Karak...one | didn't start. It needs to be finished."

"Please don't finish it brutally. There are other
t hi ngs whi ch can be done.™

"Such as?"

"Deport the Kursand. They have no purpose there. The
rest wll fall intoline with alittle help."

The sharp sound of his |aughter was |i ke cracking ice.
"You nake it seemeasy, like resolving a little famly
squabble. There are deep interconnections which you don't

understand. Problens in Control. Black suns! You had to
go there!...mx in it wthout understanding at all."
"Killing is easy -- we hunans are so fragile -- an easy

horror, a nightmare. But you! You don't need easy ways.
You're the suprene strategist...a clever, clever man. You
can think of other ways."

"Don't be another flatterer. |'mnot a magician. Do
you i magine we're as omi potent as they are led to believe?"
He stood up and swept his hands out toward the w ndows.

| didn't want to think of that. | preferred to think
of Ammon as all -powerful, and was surprised that | preferred

this since | had never cared for power. | felt overwhel ned
and di sappointed. "I suppose | only cane to say goodby
t hrough a cl osed door," | said.

"Then say it and be on your way, and don't ever presune
totell nme howto run this big conplicated ship!™ His face
was a fierce contortion of censorious anger.

| ran to the huge bronze door and was enraged to find
that it wouldn't open. It wouldn't open! Sonething in nme
snapped. | slammed ny fist against it over and over above
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t he sound of his voice, until there was bl ood, the blood of
my fingers, spattering in tiny drops. His alarned shouting
drove me on until he was behind ne, his arns crossing in
front of me and dragging ne back. | was in such a fury that
| struggled wildly, but he spun me around and held nme in a
crushing armlock with ny face pressed awkwardly down

agai nst his shoulder. M neck hurt. | could snell the
faint, musky spice of Ammon, and | was shaking violently.
felt his fingers noving soothingly over the back of ny head,

the fingers of a shaman, a spellbinder. Finally, | was
silent and still. W stood there in that strange enbrace
until a guard rushed in. "Get out, you fool!" he shouted.
"“I'"d have been dead by now anyway!" | began to | augh,

unable to stop, and then he began to | augh too. He picked
up nmy dangling hand, wiped it on his shirt and led ne into
his private bath. After ny hand was topically induced to

heal rapidly, he tried to give ne a tranqg, which | refused.

"I had no idea | could act that way," | said with
shaken voice. "You' ve caused this. How could I do that
when |'m al ways so...restrained...so...l've never-"

"Stop it! Stop the justification, Jurith, that silly,
puerile fear of losing the prom se of your future. You
can't always think you' re inadequate because your parents
abandoned you. Not you! [It's beneath you. | won't stop
you fromgoing. Can’'t you understand that?"

"I"ve never done anything like that in ny life. Wy
did it happen?”

"I wish it hadn't. The question shouldn’t be asked or
answered. You feel too nmuch...but it won’t matter. You're
strong. Do you know you're the strongest one in your
crew?...it isn't body...all mnd. Youre--"

"Don't tell nme how strong | am” | protested, “Or how
intelligent! [|'ve been senseless...ridiculous...it hurts!"”
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"It happens. Enotion isn't necessarily ridiculous. |

don't have to lecture you -- you' ve taught ne that. You' ve
far too nuch sensitiveness in you. Still, wherever you go
there it will be...that tenpering passion for the good.

Maybe it's exactly what a real warrior needs."

"Where | go there will be no war."

"Wherever man goes war is inevitable, and you above al
may generate it."

“"No! If only I could prove that to you. But you'l
never know what | do."

“I'"l'l know. | know you. Let's not think of it...speak
of it. Now that your hand is all bloodied -- it was nme you
were beating on and | felt every blow -- let's use what tine
we have left to better purpose. | should not have let you
go to your nother's honel and...but | have exi gencies.
could not nonitor every nove you made."

| tucked ny bandaged fingers under ny arm "Don't you
ever long to see your honel and, col onial passenger?"

He | aughed. "You always surprise ne."

"I doubt it. Don't you have wander| ust ?"

"I have it sonetines...but sonmeone has to do this, to
keep it from..perversion. You should see what fanged
avarice |looks |like waiting in the shadows. |n conparison,
woul d appear hi gh-principled...even to you."

He fell silent, then said, "I'mnot sure of ny
homel and. They told nme nmy nother was fair...fairer than
you...white as snow. Look at ne...a dark hairy beast."

"Do you have a woman?"

He clicked his tongue softly and | aughed. "I'ma man
who has only wonen, never a woman -- ny profession has
precluded it. |'mconsunmed by work...tine..."

"Do you live with someone?"

“I live here now, alone. | gave up ny other quarters
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when | sold nmy soul to Control. Al | can offer you is
Control's magnificent bed."

"Offer me? |1'mgoing to the squad house before |'m

reported absent,” | said.

"No, ny Werlfoss anomaly. You won't be reported
absent, because you're ny guest. It will be better. |
programmed this appointnment in you carefully sone tinme ago,
but | can never quite anticipate you. Don't |ook so

resentful. | cheated just a little because |I knew that we
woul d need this tinme. | want to see you eat. You're
thinner. 1'Il give you an anodyne...watch you sleep. You

need rest. Allowne that...after ny cruelty."”

"I"mnot hungry. | have no intention of taking a
sedative and | don't want to sleep,” | said, absently
following himdowm a long gilt corridor and into a
cavernous chanber which echoed with ny stream of protests.
| fell silent in surprise.

The white marble room had a high, dark blue ceiling,
the color of twilight, and a few pieces of heavy furniture
along the walls resting upon a sapphire carpet. There were
al so blue and white tapestries -- early scenes of The
Col onies -- and a huge bed covered in stripes of blue,
brown, wine, and silver velvet. He sat on the carpet before
me, and | sat on the edge of the | ow bed, spreading out ny
undamaged fingers. | |ooked at ny bandaged hand, | suppose
wWth surprise; it seened to ne | had just discovered it.

"WIIl you please take sonmething for the pain."

"No...it feels good."

This remark evoked that silent ebony gaze of the
critical mnd. He was thinking how disturbed |I was.

"Wul d you have said goodby?" | asked.

"I told you that | needed to see you, but goodby? No.
VWhat does it matter if | say goodby? W said that the first
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time you wal ked into ny office as a Quester candidate. You
were not stuff for denial. You said farewell to this planet
the day you were born with that prodigious brain already
accelerating. Silence and distance won't make you any | ess
my concern."

"You don't really want ne to stay on this planet."

"I wouldn't have wanted you as | do if you had accepted
my offer...sad irony. Forgive ne. It was a cowardly way of
elimnating ny own guilt...also a clunmsy indul gence. But
t he anger...you affect ne deeply, Jurith.”

"Whi ch surprises you because no one ever affects
Ammon. "

"At this point, I'"'mnot too surprised. Renmenber | know
you, Jurith. Sonetimes it's better to want what you can't
have. The val ue remains high and draws you al ong on your
| onely path. | cannot have you, Jurith.”

"I don't want you to want anything nore of ne."

"That woul d be better."

"Because it can't be," | went on.

"I know that."

"I don't trust you."

"I know that too. I'msorry."

| felt a growing frustration at his facile conpliance.
"What do you really know, Doctor?" | asked.

"I know that what you want is divided by a bl oodi ed
hand which feels good."

"Do you know you've nmade ne envy Lupe and Javan? Do
you know that? When | was on Karak | net soneone--"

"You nmet a young Makalf named Ing, and you're attracted
to him"

"l should have known you were spying on ne."

"I don't have tinme to spy on you, Jurith, but | am
informed. After all, you' re part of an inportant project.”
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"That's right, a pawn in an experinent the entirety of
whi ch even | haven't grasped. But | can't deny that |I'm
using you too, Doctor, to get what | want."

"Yes." He picked up ny hand putting his thunb agai nst
my pulse. "This is turning unpleasant again. W're going
round and round. Ah, Jurith, you're a white rabbit | pulled
out of a hat and couldn't put back."

"Was Werlfoss just..." | couldn't finish what
wanted to say, even though it had taken nme this |long to get
to the point of nmentioning it.

"Ah, Werlfoss." He rubbed his pal magai nst ny shaking
hand. "Werlfoss was a thing in and of itself. Needed. |
don't know what el se to say because you'll put the meaning,
the end of it, where you want it anyway. You..."

| sat very quietly, staring at his reluctant nouth,
willing himto go on. He assented to this with a smle.

"You have a subtle power, Jurith, which | expect wll
grow into an amazing controlling force. Wen | was waiting
for you today, | renmenbered with what pleasure | waited for
you in Black Hall. Today | was thinking how you nmust cone
one nore time, even though one thorn in nmy hide was enough.”

"l destroyed it...your lovely white rose."”

Hi s |aughter was quick. "So |like you...to dispose so
qgui ckly of the troubling epheneral...eat the petals."

"But how did you know? You were gone."

"I told you I know you, even though there's no end to
your surprises. | know a great deal of you. You're much
nore trouble than war."

"Pl ease don't conpare nme to it."

He rose fromthe carpet with a quick junp, unleashing
such a forceful energy that | instinctively felt the need
for defense. But he carefully unwound the bandage from ny
hand. "There, you see, already a scab and soon scar tissue,
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the very thing which nakes us hard-hearted and conpetent."”
He | ooked at nme a long nmonent with his very hard and

conpetent mnd -- a look I will never forget -- and then
lifted the wounded hand to his nouth. | opened it and held
it against his inscrutable face. "You didn't programthis,

di d you, Doctor?"

"It can't be done,"” he said against ny hurting fingers.

He hel ped nme to take off mnmy handsome wine uniformwth
its proud Quester insignia, then closed his hands over ny
shoul ders and |l et me down against the pillows. Soon | fel
into a rapidly expandi ng darkness which shone |ike the deep
uni verse, but it was the eyes of a magician. | knew | would
never again |look out into the bright night of space w thout
seeing them He lifted ny damaged hand above the pill ows
and placed his own hand over it to keep it fromfurther
hurt, and in that one small gesture | cane to know anot her
Ammon. | heard and felt a voice wi thout words, lost in his
brief gift of total self, for which | traded m ne.

Voi ce Script XV

For nore than a honel and nonth, we've been out in this
glittering night, cruising faster and faster away fromti ne.
We've all been so busy getting regi nented and doi ng our
anal yses that | haven't uttered a word for posterity, only
for the daily log. At the end of the first cycle when
went to record on the log screen, nearby | found this
handwitten lyric tucked into the sl eeve of the hol ovideo
di sk that Ammon had proni sed ne:

Jurith,

| see you as apot heosi zed human equation, trailing

riddl es and sonnets for us all. Find ny hone

(the place where you are). | marvel, after all,

at how you forsook the pal mgrove for the | ong
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ni ght of random Better to inmerse yourself

in the inportance of the unknown than to | et

your genius inspire war. It will anyway, ny

Captain. GCenius such as yours produces cause,

and the effect is war. Your nost |ethal weapon

wi |l always be |ove. Forgive nme, Wite Rabbit,

forgive ne for ny part in the effect.

Q Ammon

| had never seen Ammon's handwiting. The letters are
| arge and bl ack with a squarish, energetic sweep. |
realized with a foolish bout of madness that | didn't know
what the Q stood for and that it would remain forever in ny
head as an unknown, representing, of course, a greater
unknown, Amon hinself. How nuch did he really know of ne,
of ny deep craving to stare continually inward where thought
inforns the future, of ny urgent need to transcend the body
on free nentation's big springboard of creation? | thought
of his words; he did know but his prem se was wong; it had
to be wong. | agonized at sonething useless: did it appear
that I had left himeasily? Nothing in nmy |ife has been
harder or nore inexplicable. Once he asked ne, "How do you
see yourself?" and | replied, "I don't see nyself. | see
possi ble effects of nme." It was so spontaneous that | knew
it was as close to the truth as | would cone.

Cccasionally, we talk to transports as we cross the
transverse at white speed. W wll see less and | ess of
them |If we needed anything, we could actually bring
somet hi ng aboard, but we are self-sufficient. W sonetines
communicate with the colonies. Study goes on. Routine is
conforting.

Voi ce XVI|

Today | called our physician, Roggi, into my cabin to

tell her that I am pregnant. She was not happy with nme and
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| could see her holding back deep concern as well as anger.
| had unintentionally abused the very special privilege of
unpl anned reproduction bestowed only for select frontiers or
in adj udi cated decisions. | told her I was sorry, and asked
her to keep it fromthe others as |long as possible. Control
woul d not have allowed nme to go. W are supposed to pl ace
any planned enbryos in birth chanbers after we arrive, so
that they can be very carefully nonitored and protected from
| ethal rays and contamination. |Is this how you intended to
find your honel and, Amon? No, you woul d not have all owed
this. It's ny fault. | renoved the tiny invisible contra
from beneath nmy arm because it irritated under my suit when
| was sweating in test flights. Thoroughly unscientific.
The possibility was so renpte as to be unthi nkabl e, and when

| canme under your sway | sinply forgot. |'ve reduced you to
not hi ng and yet part of you is growing in ne. This will be
an interesting experinent. Wat irony. | feel nunb. |

must try to stay that way as long as I amin comrand.

Voi ce Script XVl
Today during exam nation Roggi said, "The fetus is a
girl, not as active as she should be but this m ght nean
nothing. Are you sure you want to go on with this, Captain?
It's an easy thing to correct.™

"Doctor,"” | said, "it seens ludicrous to be called
Captain in this position. Call nme Jurith. | intend to keep
her if I can. 1'll call her Qoo, Qy-0-0, after her male
contributor."

"How interesting. |[|'ve never heard that nane."

"Actually, it's an initial. | don't know what it
stands for."

Roggi began to laugh, and | |aughed too. It felt
wonderful. How lucky I amto have this amazi ng young woman
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at ny side. She asked ne to call her Roggi with a tw nkle
in her lovely eyes. They are a different shape, like the
stone of a plumand glittering green as the wet npss one
encounters at the edges of Werlfoss. | w sh such nenories
didn't creep up on ne and junp into ny consciousness. WII
Ammon's child be born in this ship, perhaps closer to his
home than he was? Again | think of the incredible irony.
Wth what amazi ng audacity our tiny sphere of life

nmoves t hrough darkness i nconprehensi bl e.

Voi ce Script XX

W were fired upon today by a chase ship fromthe
seceded col ony of Burgan. Quester K-900 is easily
identifiable as non-mlitary, and | have stayed wel| outside
di sputed perineters. The Burgans obviously intended it as a
war ni ng because we weren't injured or greatly danmaged, only
thrown off course. | switched to the auxiliary propul sion
of our ion gun while crew nenbers Ninma and Ezzlin went
outside to nake a few mnor repairs. Burgan refused radio
contact but |'ve waved the matter to Control, for all the
good it will do. Ammon would be anused and think that | am
| earni ng | essons of war.

Al the rest of the crew know of ny condition. 1It's no
| onger possible to hide. N ma discovered it first. Her
darting eyes mss nothing; they are al nost as bl ack as
Ammon's, a startling contrast with her cl ose-cropped, pale
blond hair. She is young, as we all are, but no child, a
sharp engi neer and master of all trades, a swift problem
solver, a klujer, as Roggi calls her. Nm fits neatly into
all the craw spaces when we need sonething fixed. She was
the best pilot in our squad. W used to conpete quite
fiercely, and I was well-satisfied when | bested her in a
difficult maneuver.
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Ezzlin is the el der anong us, although not very old,
twenty-seven. W pay little attention to age differences,
but Ezzlin is different in other ways. His brown hair is
al ready showing a bit of silver, and his skin has an unusua
waxen opaqueness. He is a taciturn introvert, but has a
| ovely, nellow voice when he decides to use it. 1've
wondered a nunber of tinmes exactly why he was chosen. He
is, however, a superb netallurgist, having carried the
refinement of rare netals to a high science. He is also a
person content to take orders, but he treats nme with an
overenphasi zed respect. | sense that he has definite and
strong opi nions buried deep within and by which he hinself
feel s vaguel y threatened.

Qur botani st and keeper of the animal genes, Larsteyv,
| ooks Iike a young gymmast. He is small-framed but quite
power ful, blond, and altogether handsone. He has a very
sunny di sposition and is always grinning and whistling.

Wien | saw the fascinating little hydroponic garden he had
coaxed into existence, | told himhe could obviously grow
t omat oes on the nose of our ship. He was pl eased.

We al so have a trickster aboard, our w ry geophysicist,
Pysu. His skin is a golden nut brown stretched over a |anky
frame with a noble head of grizzled black hair. Sometines
his wit is as dry as the land he came from the gem m ning
colony of G nsa. Wen Pysu is not at spectroscope or
tel escope |l ooking for interesting terrain, he may well find
time for an inventive prank or two. At one of our neetings,
he reported to us that he had discovered a new el enment on
hi s spectroscope and for cycles thereafter |auded his
di scovery, gradually adding to it all the characteristics of
our personal desires. Finally, at one neeting he went too
far and | asked to see the spec report. "Ahmsorry," he
said, dryly, "It was ice. Melted right off the scope.”
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He's very good for us when we get too serious. | still have
not quite grasped that these remarkabl e humans are ny
per manent famly.

Voi ce Script XX

|"ve been ill but I think only Roggi knows, and she is
very loyal. | do ny work just the sane as ever and take
nmedi cation and a liquid concoction of Lagro.

But sonet hing el se has happened. | have been havi ng
very disturbing dreanms. They seemto have sonething to do
with our destination, but how could they, since we have no
absol ute destination? |'ll try to pay close attention to
the dreans and anal yze nore carefully. There is a voice in
the dreans but never a face, only ny face, and |I'm staring
at nmountai ns nmade of red nunbers. | don't know whether this
is an equation or a netaphor. The dreans cone with great
intensity, and the oddest thing is that in the dream ny
face, ny self tries urgently to stop the dreans by falling
asl eep and dream ng sonething el se. The neaning nust be so
sinple and yet it eludes ne.

Voi ce Script XXl

The sane dreans, the sanme black void, and on and on at
non-reflective speed. W are pilgrinms |ooking for stardust
in which to sink our feet.

| have cone to realize that what | call the voice in ny
dreans is sonething which directs ne but which al so seens to
contradict the face represented by nmy own striving. Through
deep sel f-hypnosis, | have nanaged to place a question in ny
dreanms. | now believe |I have been programred to find sone
prize which Control desires, and if Control wants it this
badly and secretively it can only have war as its final end.
| amcontinually amazed at how Control can plan power ploys



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 106

that take mllennia to conplete, but I"'mnot at all amazed
when | envision the future real mof peace and harnony of
which | amto be the seed. | have been steadily pushing us
into a dangerous region of dense plasma storns, and | have
no logical reason for this, only a consum ng urge
superinposed on reason. Even if we couldn't detect nmass, we
woul d know we were in a nmagnetosphere when we hit these wld
gases stripped of their electrons. |'mnot at al
interested in rediscovering charted planets...want to get
out of here. Today | veered froman ion stormon our course
and was shortly thereafter stricken with a guilt and
depression so severe that | realigned the original quadrant.
| did this maiinly to see what the effect would be, and, as
suspected, as soon as the correction was nade, | slipped
into a sense of well-being which was near ecstasy. The ride
was very unpl easant for us. So, | amindeed the white
rabbit you pulled out of your hat, Amon. You were nore
right than you knew -- you will not get the rabbit back in,
not wth the tenderest greens or the sweetest hand-fed
delicacies. You have taught me a good lesson. This is ny

guest, mne and ny crews. | will be free to shape it. |I'm
too disoriented still, with Qoo anchoring ne to nedicati on,
to exert nmy will. But soon little Qoo wll be a separate

entity and then I will have a new strategy.

Voi ce Script XXII

It has been a long tinme since | spoke to you. | had
all I could do at the end of each work period to record the
cycles in the | og.

Qoo has made her appearance, attended by six devoted
parents. Thanks to Roggi, the delivery was quite euphoric.
Qoo frightens me with her pale delicacy. She sleeps a
great deal and smles. | haven't enough mlk for her, but
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Roggi has concocted a nourishing fornmula. Pysu and Roggi
have just threatened to tie me down if | get up and set foot
on the flight deck. N m is displaying her expertise there
now wi th cool and decisive authority.

Ezzlin stuck his long face in and nodded toward ne with
an al oof silence, but he is even nore carefully respectful
now, folding his hands oddly when he speaks to ne with a few
reverent words. He treats nme as if | were the anointed
not her goddess of an ancient nyth, and he a worshi ping
believer. This worries nme nore than a little.

Larstev brought nme a small tomato fromhis airy cosmc
garden. It's bright as the red giant stars we see in the
di stance and snells |Iike our honel and...a sumer garden.

"This little red sphere represents our destiny, a new
strain |I've naned Quester 900, so hearty it would grow on
our rocket rims. 1'mgoing to sit here and watch you eat
it, Captain Mdther," he said with such excitenent in his
teasing eyes that | was affected by his enthusiasmin a very
heartening way. | ate it like an apple, and this snal
ritual gave me a great new strength.

| think of the threat that lies over ne. M orders, if
they matter now, were to establish a daring new outpost, not
by constructing a space platformbut by taking advantage of
what ever rarities we canme across in free exploration. |
intend to do this, but I will not be controlled like a
robot .

Voi ce Script XX II

| stand at the starboard observation deck, watching the
beauti ful gas cl ouds of orange and pink and green swrl
away. |'ve veered fromthe plasma stornms and now | expect
they will rage in nme. Amon has dipped his fingers into ny
brain. | haven't told the crew. They assunme all is going
according to plan and | can't give them cause for worry.
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Morale is the key to our existence now. | feel a nalaise,
an anxi ous dread creeping over ne. | can't let it take
possession of nme. | nust be free to go where | wll.

Voi ce Script XXV

|'ve been lying here for four cycles. At first Pysu
saw me biting distractedly at ny fingers, and he was about
to make a j oke when he caught the ook in nmy eyes. It nust
have been bad.

"I"ve been having a little trouble with nmy bal ance, "
lied, "probably sone external influence. It will pass.”

| quickly called Ninma to take over on the new course |
had set, realizing fully that I would soon be incapabl e of
foll owi ng through. Perhaps because explorers in the past
had found hints of something rare near gas clouds and cl oser
to home planet, | had been programed to follow up on this
specul ation. | was so obviously going agai nst the plan
had been programmed to follow that the punishnment was great.
| left the flight deck, and Pysu followed ne out with a
grave face. | didn't quite make it to nmy cabin. A terrible
wave of dread canme over ne. M face nust have gone very
white. It was as though an incredibly powerful Gforce were
pushing me down and forcing all the blood out of ne. The
sorrow, renorse, and guilt were a wetched bl ackness.

"Worst luck,” |I munbled as | reached for ny door slide
and felt my hand fall through space. Pysu caught ne and
carried nme to ny berth. "I'Il get Roggi," he said.

"No, don't leave nme. Don't let the others see this.

Pl ease do as | ask, Pysu. Hold onto ne. It wll pass.”

Pysu seenmed to understand at once what was needed. He
hel d tight, stroking ny back. "Best ordah ah've had since
this little payl ahd enbahked, " he said, |aughing gently.

But neither of us could foresee what was to cone.
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Ammon knew ne as he had said, knew ny weaknesses wel|.
How does one descri be com ng unhinged? It is at one nonent
a gi bbering nervous frenzy punctuated by hysterical |aughter
and at the next nonent a wailing descent into a deep pit of
m sery, like a dreamfromwhich there is no awakeni ng when
the bad part cones...no hope of awakeni ng because you are
al ready awake. You wi sh instead for total oblivion and yet
you know you nmust not get it. You nust fight. "I'Il fight
you the way | know best!™ | cried out. | renenber grabbing
at Pysu's shoulders, convulsed in tornment. | could hear his
accented, lulling voice far away. "There nmy dahlin, there
my dahlin," while the agony of guilt and fear consuned and
di ssolved ne as though it were a slaking acid in ny bones.
Every i mage which cane before ne presented itself as a
brutal accusation of depravity. How wong, selfish, evil I
was. | saw Lupe and Javan shaking their heads and hol di ng
up their hands to shut ne out, they upon whose praise | had
lived. | fell down |like a child, took hold of their ankles
and kissed their feet wwth ranting and tears. | wanted to
be taken up as a hel pl ess baby, a deprived innocent vying
for attention and | ove. Lupe |aughed her high sweet |augh
and pushed ny face into the water with her foot. Searing
water was all around, licking at a hot beach, salty water, a
sea of tears. | craw ed out of the water and coll apsed on
the sand, finally pushed nmyself up, raised ny fist and
opened nmy nouth to scream at them but could nake no sound.
Lupe and Javan faded, and | lay back panting, only to
di scover that Amon was hol ding ne down on a stony bed of
cold wet nboss. He was pinning me there with his weight,
maki ng violent love to ne, his black eyes burning holes in
my flesh. "Selfish, spoiled child,"” he snarled. "Gve ne
what | want. Gve! Gve!" | held onto himfiercely like a
linmpet clinging to a rock. "Get yourself free!" he roared
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at the height of ny pain and ecstasy. "You are a thorn in
me!" He thrust hinself down on ne and then flung nme away

off the slippery boul der and down into the freezing
cataracts. Freezing, freezing needles in ny head as |
whirled round and round in the white pool of ice, gasping
and screamng, "I will! | will!"™ | nust have beat on Pysu
| must have torn at himand clung to himand sl obbered and
drool ed and screanmed. The door was seal ed and no one but
Pysu heard, until it was over. He lay holding ne and then
sl ept, exhausted. That was four cycles ago, four honel and
days, an eternity. | just called for Nima who cane with her
reassuring air of containnent.

"Have you stayed the course | gave?"

"I have," she answered. Sweet mnusic to nmy ears.

"Good," | said. "Howis ny smling Qyoo?"

"She's like alittle white prinmrose in winter," Roggi
said, com ng up behind Ninma. "Are you back with us now?"

"I"'mhere to stay,"” | said.

"Goodby, Ammon," | whi spered when the others had gone.
" Goodby, my bel oved Javan and Lupe."

Alittle later Pysu cane back into ny cabin. He
spraw ed his | anky frame over the inadequate seat beside ny
bed and stared at ne, his warmolive eyes waiting and
wat chful .  Then he began with that cunning, accented voice
which I will emulate poorly.

"Ah've seen trippers on bahd trips cone ta G nsa, ahnd
ah know how ta deal with 'em but yeh were a real chall enge.
Yeh tried ta make | ahve to neh. Ah was sorely tenpted, but
ah didn't think it wahd fit the situation.”

| saw the twinkle in his eyes and blushed. "I'msorry,
Pysu. "

"Nah, dahn't apol ogi ze, except for failing ta dah it.
| f yeh eveh get the urge while yeh head is straight, |aht
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meh knah."

We | aughed, then |I said very seriously, "You' re going
to mean so nuch to nme, Pysu. You already do." This pleased
him He sat quietly watching me, and | knew that he wanted
to tal k about what had happened.

"Ammon tinkered with us all, but yeh were a speci al
project, ah think...nore thahn heh bahgai ned fahr besi des.
Heh | ahved yeh t hahn?"

"I can't speak for him | feel that he did...but it
just couldn't make any difference. You think he had a
strange way of showing it, of course.”

"Ahnd Qyoo?"

"Ch, Pysu, we nust never speak of this again. Any of
it, please.™

"Ah won't. Ah sweah teh yeh."

"The sickness was sonet hing programred to override ny
will. | don't quite understand it all yet myself. Maybe
won't ever know, but | do know what has to be done."

"Ah know t haht yeh dah. We'Ill mahk a good fahmly,
Jurith.”

"W will, a very good famly."

Voi ce Script XXV

Four honel and years have passed. Poor little Qoo
still smles in her blissful world of dreams. Larstev
needed ny unused voice scripts to record the amazing
devel opnents in his test garden. How could | refuse?”
There is, after all, an official log, and this spotty diary
was really a self-indul gence.

This distant grain of netal we exam ne through our
spectroscope m ght have held no nore than a passing
curiosity were it not for the anal ysis of our conputer
spectrograph. The entire little planet pulsates with a
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coveted resource which sends warring colonies into frenzies
of exploration and espionage. Pysu and Ezzlin are very
excited, Larstev not so nuch so because it is not his |onged
for paradi se of unnanmed flora. Roggi and Nirma are willing
to take a | ook, chart it, and send out reports, but not to
remain. They too dream of nore interesting places for their
highly tuned mnds to plunder. They'Il change. There wll
be no charting or reports. | inmediately saw an incredible
weal th of possibilities here for sonething |I intend. 1've
been thinking quietly for two cycles. W wanted to find a
pl ace hospitable to gromh and |ife and sel f-preservation,
but what if we take this versatile raw substance and fashion
it wth our hands and brains into what we desire? One
journey is ended. Another nmust begin. It's always the
j ourney which gives one |ife.

Voi ce Script XXVI

Just enough space left to say we've | anded, and |'ve
made certain that we won't |eave for a very long tine. |
coul d never adequately describe the shivering excitenment in
nmy bones. | feel young and strong and ny mind is all ny
own. We're free. There is nothing but today and tonorrow.
It's dawmn. The horizon is a fiery pink and the nountains
are burning with light. 1'Il begin sending out a continuous
nmessage to | ong-range transports, although none have any
reason to be near. But the seceded col onies do send out
coloni zers and stores. W can deal with them W're not a
seceded colony but we're free, autononous, and no threat to
anyone. There will be no explorations out here for a | ong
time. Qur food cannot yet be easily replenished but Larstev
will begin at once to change this. | know that |'ve done
the right thing. | will record no nore. Let our work from
this time forward speak for itself.
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Refl ecti ons of a Restl ess Mat -eater

| journeyed far beyond nyself
to solve a nystery,
And there | found the enigma
was deep inside of ne.
........ A d Historep

I"'mstill witing. 1've taken Jurith into ny system
and | have to keep the voi ce going.

Wen | finally got back hone to Control's cramed
archives building, H30, | had a few nore unrel ated stories
to file -- little sketches of human drift -- but | was
reluctant to let go of Jurith's voice scripts, even though
she willingly gave themto ne as part of ny Laom story. For
several days | hung onto them possessively as a private |ink
with Laom | had not really returned fromLaomat all. |
| ay about rmooni ng and dri nking too much, thinking of our
final days.

The eager young voice on the very first script, filled
with fiery drive and such a wild passion for everything, was
the sane voice | knew. Just as | knew the pure sparkling
eyes that nmake a questioning young girl so irresistible were

still the eyes of Jurith. That was why she could inspire
her col |l eagues -- while she grew wi se, she never |ost the
chil dish anticipation of things to come. It was part of the

reason she stayed flexible and young and hunorous while her
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feverish brain burned up infinite bits of conplex data.
understood in a flash what had happened to Anmmon. That
bastard nust have felt her |oss deeply, for who had ever
mat ched himin daring and cunning? | pined in ny cups |ike
a lovesick calf, but there was nmuch nore to it than that.

| was staying at a new friend' s digs, a little shuttle
pil ot who had dreans of far-flung places and wanted to |ive
vicariously off Mrabul's tall tales -- all true, of course.
| only lie when I'mtoning them down. The places |'ve been
and the things |I've seen nake ne nore than a nui sance to
pl enty of people.

It was nice reveling in ny nmelancholia and trying to
line things up in ny head while the kid stroked ny ego. She
was on furlough. Every evening she cooked things for ne --
meat for a change. | tried to help but she woul dn't have
it, said | was a klutz. She stood there barbecuing in the
sumer light. | liked to watch her nove in her thin white
jodhz sl acks and yel |l ow skin-shirt, happily singing and
turni ng chunks of w ne-soaked lanb with big tongs held
skillfully in her strong little hands -- the sane hands t hat
could stand the shuttle on its nose honmeward bound or tuck
you neatly into a big hovering transport when the conputers
went on strike.

The bl ue snoke shot up fromthe grill and drifted off
over the broad, sun-drenched banana | eaves flapping their
tatters over a dense, bird-noisy park below. | sat in a
soothe chair just watching the kid, a little bleary-eyed, a
hal f-filled glass clutched in ny mtt. She never let nme see
the bottomof my glass until | held up ny hand for the cut-
off. | didn't want to pass out on her; she didn't deserve
that. She was a nice little orphan. She had |ong dark hair
and reminded ne a little of Roggi, but she had small bones
and snelled of tropical flowers and Roggi was a big beauty,
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snelling faintly nmedicinal, a fresh conforting snell to
whi ch | becane rather attached.

The kid liked to snuggle up to ne late at night. Her
skin was satin-snoboth and warm | held onto her and | oved
her as best | could. She was good at it and seened to be
satisfied with ne. In between, | did a |ot of wandering
outside and into dark boozy hol es which for sone reason have
al ways generated ny best ideas, a |lot of hard dream ng and
t hi nki ng and boozy drifting. No, | hadn't come hone yet at
all. Well, home was in the soles of ny feet, anyway. |
only returned to sone harder and harder to find spot on this
Hustl er planet to recover fromgetting nmy nose bent in too
many different directions. Wile | was on Laom | had drunk
only alittle wwine. Wwen | was in the m ddl e of sonething
good out there, work was ny whiskey. | used to shoot over
to a pleasure colony and tie one on after a long haul. Now
| sinply let nyself get taken in like a stray dog. You can
always find a lonely soul; they're in the mgjority. They
need you and you need them |'ma heavy |oad sonetines, but
| can tane down enough not to scare a nice little shuttle
pilot. The kid told me when | cane hone with her that it
was ny sophistication that turned her on. | picked her up,
held her on ny lap and roared with | aughter.

So | dreaned of Laom \What did Jurith do after
finished with the Voice Scripts? At first | didn't see
her. She was busy directing the sal vage of sl aughtered
androids. She even found tinme to nmake Ezzlin another conely
playmate. It seemed to nme Ezzlin's stunted soul was
shriveling like a fig in the noon sun, but he would have
craw ed across the crude of Laomon his hands and knees for
Jurith, and that deserved sone kind of consideration.

Finally, Jurith came to ny room politely sending Boaz
in to announce her arrival. | junped off ny pillows and
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nearly threw nmyself at her feet. That was the state of
excitenment in which the voice scripts had left ne. She
wasn't having any of that and sat down casually on a
tapestried pillow, staring a nonment at the forest scenes on
the octagonal ceiling. Her dark blue robe had a slit
reveal ing her snooth calf, and she had kicked off her shoes,
but in a nost unapproachable way. Jurith had a presence
that et you in or out as she directed. Sonething about the
roomwas on her mnd, and | intended to start slowly al ong
t hat vein.

"Why did you nmake this roon?" | asked.

"Very conpl ex reasons for me, for you probably not very
interesting.”

"That nmeans you're passing over sonething highly
interesting to nme but probably none of ny business.™

"Probably you're right." She folded and unfol ded her
hands. "I once thought | mght like to be interred here."

"What ?" | gasped.

"Oh, |'ve changed ny mnd." She laughed. "As | told
you, when | die I'll be sealed inside nmy crystal sl eeping
room But | hope |I straighten things out here first."

"Are you going to ask ne to talk to Harquint?"

"Do you have any questions about the voice scripts?”
she asked.

"I don't think I can tal k about them w thout being
sl avi shl'y worshi pful ."

"Ch, well...you're teasing ne, Mrabul."

“"No, |'manmazed that you would share themwith ne. Al
of a sudden |I know you so well. 1've sort of grown up with
you in mlliseconds."”

"Yes...and wasn't | naive?"
"You were incredible...and are."
"You don't know all that has gone on in between."
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"l get massive hints fromyour coll eagues.™

"We've all worked so hard, but we've also | aughed and
| oved along the way. It's gone too quickly."

But you sleep alone, | wanted to say. You exquisite
sacrificial lanb. That's what he did to you, bl ack-hearted
Ammon.

"M rabul, you have such pity in your eyes. |It's very
unflattering. Don't think I've suffered. It would be so
far fromthe truth.”

"You have!"

"No, only a very little...as nmuch as anyone. M world
is so unreal that it's paradise. Each person nmakes his own.

Bl ack suns! | get indignant with the inplication that I'ma
martyr or approachi ng goodness. | have the sane storny
tenperanent as ever. Now I'mbusier. | wll fight to have
my way when | think I"'mright. | can be devious. [|--"

"Never mind, Jurith.” She still had the habit of
expl ai ning herself away as she had done so long ago with
Ammon.  "You're wasting your tinme here trying to dimnish
yoursel f."

"Mrabul, you fool. [I'mso fond of you." She | aughed.

"Then will you let nme talk to Harquint?"

"WIIl Harquint let you is a better question."

“I"l'l agree to any terns he wants for the neeting."

"It could be dangerous."”

"What woul d rubbing out the insignificant carcass of a
travel -weary old historep get hinP" | asked.

"You're not insignificant. You nean a great deal to us
all.”

"He doesn't know that. But he'll know |I'm powerl ess
and that's all that matters."

“"All right. You've probably guessed that we've al ready
talked it over anyway. |'Il send one of ny sinpler androids
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with terns, in case the poor machine gets incinerated."

"What was the other thing you wanted of me, Jurith?"

"I want you to have the voice scripts and later file
t hem back at H 30. Perhaps soneone m ght be interested, ny
future relatives. And perhaps there will be nore history
sonme day for another one such as you, Mrabul. Al though, |
know there is not another of you anywhere."

"I kind of hope there will be, poor fool that he be,"
sai d.

| was to neet Harquint on the crudest of the crude,
hal fway between the Bl ueboy and Redhead m nes, in an open
desert in broad daylight with his nonstrous ship hovering
above us invisible to the naked eye, and no other living
thing or android within even the distant vicinity. |
agreed, making no attenpt at hiding ny point of origin.

Jurith herself suited up with ne and flew nme out.

The ground was sharp and jagged, even in that flat
terrain. | was hard-pressed to see this stuff greening up,
as was Larstev's dream M abbrevi ated shadow was sharp and
black in the white hot light, and wi thout ny gol d-coated
visor the flash fromJurith's hel net woul d have blinded ne.
She gripped ny armthen raised her gloved fingers in a V and
touched themto ny nout hpi ece.

"Good luck, our Mrabul," her voice echoed inside ny
hel met as she marched off, clinbed into the little yellow
bird and vaulted off the crude just as zero hour was
appr oachi ng.

| stood there as alone as | had ever felt, w thout even
a shadow for conpany. But ny feet were shaded. | | ooked
down at them planted in red dust on a striated rock with
j agged outcroppings. The far horizon encircling nme was
crystal clear and | could see the tips of sawtoothed
nmount ai ns gnawi ng at a green sky.
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My suit provided radio contact with Jurith back at the
donme but | was not to use this, except in an extrene
energency, until Harquint left nme. There was such a silence
all around nme that the blood pul sing through ny body began
to sound like a big payload shuttle blasting off with
quadrupled lift. M eyes started to burn with sweat, and |
asked the termnal for air-conditioning which it quickly
suppl i ed.
| felt a jar of sound and i magi ned whirling netal
biting into netal, which in another mlieu would probably
have deafened nme. | | ooked up. A steel-gray shuttle canme
crabbi ng down, yawi ng and pitching for an instant then
slanming into the crude on big dancing shocks. A figure in
a bl ue-black suit junped out, the gold on his visor flashing
back at nme, and there | presuned stood Harquint.
He strode forward as though he were sparring his way
t hrough a hostile crowd and raised his gloved hand in front
of him palmout, touching it to the thickly gloved pal m of
my outstretched hand, as was the universal signal for non-
bel | i gerents.

"Peace," | said and heard the word hiss inside ny
hel met whil e Harquint threw back his head.
"Or war." H's laughter bounced inside ny helnet. "Wy

is the Laomite hoarder afraid to show her face to Harquint?"
The hel met m crophone distilled his hard voi ce.

"I don't think there's anything about you that
frightens Jurith,” | said. "It's just that she's highly
prized by her colleagues...who certainly can't entrust her
to sonmeone engaged in usel ess androcide.”

"I tried to deal fairly with the doctor at the
begi nning. Control gets her not very generous consignnments.
Does she nonitor their use the way she woul d insist on
nmoni tori ng m ne?"
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"It's only a small tax she pays Control for supplies
and support...although they haven't given nmuch of that."
"For the right to exist, | think, and she has only
started paying it since | arrived -- you are right -- hoping

to insure protection fromne," Harquint said, stepping
closer and tilting his head to study ne.

"There was not nuch for either of us to see, swathed in
our life support suits, except our heights. | was a little
taller than Harquint, but | amquite tall, and I had a
notion that he was a nuscul ar animal in good shape. By now
| had decided that he was capabl e of reasoning and | wanted
to get to the point.

"Do you intend to go on with this |ow grade war? And
to what possible end?”

"l could blow the doctor, all of her coll eagues, and
t hat shiny new done right off Laom and put ny own nen in
here, but we'd have to start fromscratch, or crude as they
say. You think that's a better plan?”

"What makes you think Control would stand for that?"

"I think I've got nore hardware out here than Contro
does for the tinme being, and that tine being is all | need.
That's why I'mthrough with ny | ow grade war, historep.”

"Control would go for you first. You'll get the brunt,
what ever backup you have."

"So be it. |I'mprepared.”

"You're bluffing. You don't want to w pe out that
heroic little band of Laomdwellers. They're too fanous.
And they're brilliant frontier types, too valuable. You
woul d need themto run this place and make a profit. 1Isn't
that all you're really interested in? Wich do you want,
profit or war?"

"They go hand in hand and both are challenging. You
rarely see one without the other, as you well know if you're
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worth your salt. Tell me, historep, how did you get
i nvol ved here?"

"I met Jurith.”

"And how did you get to be the doctor's chanpion?"

"I just like to see justice."

"Ch, ho! Justice! Justice!"” Harquint roared. "Your
kind are notoriously indifferent to it, I think."

“It's in the nature of our work, true, and we get that
way because we neet so many |ike you, Harquint. But when we
conme across sonet hing or soneone authentically good and
val uabl e, that sonething or soneone stands out |ike a
supernova. Even you could recogni ze such a person. | defy
you to clinb out of your suit under Laomi s new sky and neet
Jurith face to face."

"I'"ve offered to neet her in ny ship. She's stubborn,
afraid to conme. "

"She's not afraid. They won't let her. She's
irreplaceable. There are plenty of Harquints but there is
no other Jurith.”

"Careful, historep. | begin to think you re under the
spel |l of the queen of androids."

"I don't deny it, but it has no bearing on anything.
And | begin to think you' re a coward. Jurith doesn't kill.
She's committed to life, so nmuch so that she woul d sacrifice
her own to extend |ife for others. | suppose you can't
understand that. Wen Jurith first settled here she
secretly starved herself and gave her food to the others."

"She was foolish to weaken herself. A |eader nust
al ways be strong."

"Jurith is the strongest person |'ve ever net. Even as
a young wonman en route here she commanded her ship in great
si ckness and bore a child."

| stopped at once. Jurith wouldn't like what |I'd said.
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| cursed nyself that 1'd gotten carried away and said too
much. But | wanted to believe her history would have an
effect on Harquint, inpress himenough to deal. | was sure
that Jurith could bend himin a confrontation, even as he
continued to i magi ne that she was weak and pliant in her
hatred of war, as the ruthless often inmagine the virtuous to
be. He was silent a long tinme, staring off at the horizon,
t hi nki ng. Make up your mind to neet Jurith under that done,
you bastard, | shouted inside nmy head, trying to will himto
decide. But just then he turned his facel ess helnet toward
me with a flash of gold light.

"When you're gone, prying historep, I'll cone," he
said. "Tell her that."

He said nothing nore, only wal ked away to his ship, but
as he reached for the door he suddenly turned and waved, and
| quickly waved back; it was an instant reflex which nmade ne
grin inside ny helmet. Then the shiny gray ship vibrated
off the ground and | stood al one, wondering if | had done
anything right, anything to the good of Laom

Ni ma and Pysu picked nme up. Jurith and Roggi were with
Qoo who was having one of her tantrumnms which needed to be
controlled with chem cals.

"He'll meet Jurith under the dome," | said. "After |I'm
gone," | added. "I suppose he doesn't want nme carrying hone
any news of his dealings.”

Pysu pressurized the little cabin, unsealed his hel net
and yanked it off. "I wahnda what this portends,” he said
with his peculiarly delightful speech, then he ran his
fingers through his grizzly black hair and rubbed his hand
over his face in worry.

Nima and | had our helnets off in a flash, and | felt
sure | had jettisoned a headache.

“I think he's only part bluff,” |I said. "He could do a
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| ot of danmge. He's hard to read, and he's no fool, not
like old Mrabul."

"You know Jurith calls you fool as a term of
endearnment, don't you?" N ma said, blinking her bright jet
eyes at ne.

"I know." | | aughed.

"Fools of long ago were considered w se,"” she went on
with a wnk.

"I can't claimto be that,"” | said.

"Yeh mahya dahn us a heapa good, Mrabul. Ah just dahn
knah. We'll hahta wait and see." There was admration in
Pysu's voi ce which pleased nme no end.

My acceptance by these rare Laomdwellers filled ne
with gratitude. They were all | cared for on Laom and nost
ot her places, and | could only repay their kindness by
leaving in a hurry. At last I'd found a honme and it wasn't
a place but a little band of very special people | had to
| eave behind, a bittersweet discovery.

| didn't see Jurith that night, which was a rest night,
but Roggi cane to ne.

"Your wel conme face, usually so conely, is all tw sted
up in a troubling frown, Roggi," | said.

She curled up on ny bed of pillows and began to rub ny
back, al ways doi ng somet hi ng generous with her |ong
dext erous fingers.

"Ch, | know, but you should see poor Jurith. She tries
to hide it but she is so distraught when her little white
fl ower has one of her seizures.”

"Can't something be done with the girl?"

"Yes, yes, yes! But Jurith has always believed that
Qyoo was better off in her sonetinmes brilliant and hal f
functional world of love. 1Isn't that ironic, a woman of
sci ence hol ding onto such a notion? There's nore to it.
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Who knows what lies inside our Jurith's head? | know she
feels terrible guilt because she carried this young woman's
fetus through cosmc stornms on our journey so |long ago."

"Haven't the fits changed her m nd?"

"Yes, they're nore frequent now and Jurith is com ng
around. | think she'll let me doit."

"Do what ?"

"Ch, sorry, I'"'mthinking out loud. Well, where to
begin? You know that Jurith's androids are, for al
practical purposes, humanoid.”

"No, | don't know that at all."

"You haven't seen the ones who go to The Col onies. The
ones around here are sinple in conparison. Jurith believes
it would be too deneaning to her androids to have servants
wi th high nmentation."”

"Deneaning is a very human word for android etiquette,
Roggi . "

"But accurate. Wth all your admration for Jurith,
even you underrate her genius. Her androids have human
qualities. |If you don't believe nme, let ne tell you in
strictest confidence that the one she just gave to Ezzlin
has fallen in love with him"

"Poor creature. \When you tell me the |ove has been
consunmated, |'I|l begin to doubt everything, Roggi."

"Why is that so preposterous? Qur androids now build
humanoi ds, and their work is flaw ess.™

"I guess I'ma fool after all."

“"A delicious old fool." Roggi |aughed. "You know
you're quite appealing. Too often you denmean yourself."

"You' ve been on Laomtoo |ong, Roggi."

"I know what assorted nen | ook and act |ike, Mrabul.
| have male friends, generous fellows whom | neet
occasionally on the transports...other scientists. |deas
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aren't all we exchange. W're kind to each other when we
cross paths on this wild frontier."

"I'"d rather not think of that. You' re one of ny
fantasies, Roggi. But we're straying. Wat has all this to
do with Qyoo?"

"Anatom cally, she is superb, and actually she has
mental flights of really genius proportion. She is sinply
unstable. Her chemstry is skewed. | can treat her
chemcally, but | also want to insert a m nute anal og
conputer in Qoo's brain, the kind we use in our brightest
androi ds but specially designed for her. 1've tested it
very carefully, a sharp multifunctional, high-perfornmance
device I've nodified for organic chem cal control."

"No wonder Jurith is upset."”

"But why? She helped create it. |It's a beautifully
engi neered bi oconputer, does amazing things. 1've heard
simlar operations are done in our honeland.™

"Doesn’t the work often produce sluggi sh drones?"

"No!  Now you underestimate nme. This is what | do
best. Few would be able to detect the transition. She'l
still have nmuch of her sweet tenperanent, but those
unpredi ctable tantruns will be gone. |In effect, she'll be
mad and glad like the rest of us, only with greater
extrenes. The analog will also maintain swift and sustained
reasoni ng power, which is already well supplied in Qyoo."

"Superwoman i ncarnate. How does Jurith accept it?"

"That's not what bothers her. |In all her success with
our extraordi nary androi ds, she knows how exquisitely
functional they are, but she still can't stand the idea of
sonething foreign in her darling's head. | think it may
have sonething to do with the father, and also she's afraid
t hat such power m ght |lead Qoo into a dangerous future."

"What a remarkable triunph. You nmake ne very rel uctant
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to | eave this wonderland, Roggi. Is there arisk in this?"

"M nuscule. You see howvain | am M hands ache to
doit."

"l believe your hands and your heart and your brain
al together can do incredible things," I said. "I'mliving
proof of a little sonething of your handi work."

We stretched out together and held hands with a
conpl etely natural rapport, staring at the peaceful forest
scenes on the ceiling and then at each other.

"Look at us, our length. I'ma big hulk, but we fit
together nicely.” | |eaned over on ny el bow to capture her
snol dering jade eyes. "lI'd like to try you on for size."

She quickly displayed two rows of sparkling white teeth
and a flashing tongue. "Nothing would please ne nore," she
said in a low sultry voice

The next thing | knew nmy arnms were full of that
vol upt uous, steany creature, that dornmant vol cano erupting
over ny heart. How | w shed that Laom ni ghts were | onger
and that we had begun all of those tender and wild actions
and reactions much sooner.

“"It's possible that I'ma little jeal ous of Roggi,"
Jurith said the next afternoon. But she was smling al nost
joyfully, relieved that she would take on Harquint at | ast
and that she had finally put Qoo in Roggi's capabl e hands.
Qoo's last terrible spell had finally driven her to this
conclusion. "Wien | make a decision that's it," she said.
"What ever happens, ['ll blame no one...regret nothing."

Why do you |l ove so deeply and | et no one touch you, |
wanted to ask, but | couldn't. Despite all of her generous
warnth, Jurith had a private side | ocked away and quite
unapproachable. | knew that the key had once bel onged to
Amon. | was determined to dig into the history of that

strange Mephi st ophel es when | returned to Control's anple
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headquarters. By then he would be | ong gone, but | had ny
nmet hods of excavation and tine was actually on ny side.

"I wsh |l could stay and fight on for all of you, but
unless | go nothing will happen,” | said.

"You' ve already done a very good thing for us, ny
dearest old fool,"” Jurith said.

They were lined up with the children when | got into
the shuttle for the last tinme. It had not surprised ne that
the children did the assignments their parents required of
themin the | aboratories as easily as they played, but now
as | | ooked themover one last tinme, | tried to imagi ne what
the future of Laomwould be with such a brain trust. There
stood ny small honme of friends, ny large world of humanity.
Even Ezzlin was sporting a tight little smle, as if to say,
"You' ve done sonething for Jurith, you over-inquisitive
bastard."” Everyone else cane forward and enbraced ne.

Roggi was crying and N ma bl owi ng nme ki sses. Pysu was
grinning his pleasingly crooked but honest grin and Larstev
had raised his arns over his head in a sign of victory.
Then Jurith canme to ne one last tine.

"You'll dream of us, Mrabul, and you' |l see that
everything is as it should be. Wen you return to where |
started, you'll learn the answers to nmy questions and
whi sper themto me, shout themto nme in that big, golden
park beside the Quad; it will still be there. "You're
here,"” she said, touching her hand to her heart, "and you
were good for us. Now blast off, my secret sharer. Tel
themthey' |l hear fromne," she said, smling nysteriously,
"because |'ve dreaned it."

She kissed ne, smling too broadly, and | saw for the
first tinme her beautiful crystal eyes breaking into
splinters of sorrow. | stood there, callous old travel -
weary nessage carrier with ny head hangi ng down, and cried
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hard. Wile |I was doing this, Jurith reached into her
pocket and handed ne sonet hing, whispering into ny ear.

"One last story on video, an answer to a question you
had, for your eyes and ears alone. Wit until you've
finished with all the rest, until you feel the time is right
to let me speak to you one last tine. | don't know why I
did this. It may change your opinion of ne, but | had an
intuition that it was inportant for you to know the truth."

| blew ny nose and when | | ooked up Jurith was gone.

So maybe it was all a dream the fool thought as he
drank his way slowy but with incredible speed toward the
pl ace whi ch sonehow in the black hol es of space he stil
t hought of as home. Current travel speed had taken anot her
guantum | eap on the way hone. |If progress continues, | may
find nyself chasing ny tail.

So then | hung out until ny little shuttle pilot’s
furl ough ended. As soon as she went on duty, | played
Jurith's voice scripts one nore tinme, all but the video
which | was determned to save for sone future epi phany. |
knew when the heat was on, when the dog star barked as they
say, |'d probably | ook at that one too, but so far | was
trying to be a good old working boy with sone self-control.
| broke down in the mddle of the voice scripts, put away
one neat dramof mnd duller, finished listening and |eft.
There was no one left in Control to inplicate, so the
scripts went into H30, but with a top security seal and an
honest but slightly abbreviated version of the Laom story
for public consunption, mnus a character sketch of the
hi storep or his intervention. That stays in ny little white
not ebook and I haven't yet decided what will becone of it.

The next phase is the point where | set about ny
business with a seriously devious strategy, the getting
ahold of certain tools of ny trade, only I wasn't collecting
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history for H30 anynore. | wasn't quite sure why | was
doing it but I couldn't stop.

First, I went down to the transport station, fed ny

code into a space-tinme |ocker and took out a briefcase where
| keep a fewthings. | packed this off to a juice bar--any
deep, dark hole will do; no one knows who | am but | always
| ook dammed suspicious, since | never fit in wth the
current freak show. These seedy old places are fast

vani shing but there will always be a few | ordered a drink
and carried it with ne to the back of the place. Then
sorted through the case and cane up with the small but

wei ghty official seal marker of Control. | took out a nice
little photo spool, which would affix the mniature seal
mark to itself on contact, and put everything back except

t he seal - marked spool which went into my skin shirt slot.
This official seal never changes and has cone in handy a
nunber of times. | borrowed it froma dead Control spy
courier when | was out collecting information on that rotten
busi ness between the Kursand and the Karaki ans.

Next, | went back to H 30 and sl apped the appropriate
request on ny spool by talking to one of H30's | oan
machines. | then sorted through conputer archives until
found the heavy bl ack signature of Dr. Q Ammon, which |
carefully, and expertly | mght add, photo-produced on the
bottom of the spool. Finally, |I mcrorecorded the whole
construction. The Control seal is invisible and only shows
up under governnent photobytes. 1In this way | becane the
of ficial biographer of Q Ammon. It didn't matter how | ong
| had been gone, the longer the better. 1 should then be
permtted to peruse everything but a few highly technical
cl assified docunents--and | knew how to get those too, if
necessary--pertaining to A”mmon's |ife on the Hustler planet.

| went around to the finance term nal, pushed six



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 130

digits and thus requisitioned a few of the trading credits
H 30 owed ne. Then | went to a barber -- all | could find
was a fuzz-head android of the nost inferior nodel -- Jurith
woul d have had hysterics -- and | nearly trinmred his
sprockets for what he tried to do to ny head. | left him
staring at his nose with both eyes, but | got the job done.
Finally, | bought nyself a smart dark green tunic and
sallied forth to Control's uppernost tower with ny
i nval uabl e spool and ny pocket video recorder.

Control keeps its own archives on its |eaders. They
are sacrosanct, so that any leader is at liberty to say what
he wants for any reason whatever. And this was precisely
the place | wanted to crack. Getting past the android
stations is easy. There is a set routine and to save tine |
al ways skip the first six or seven of them Higher androids
are often nore interesting than humans in this |ine of work,
as they have been programmed with distinct and cheerful
personalities. They actually give the illusion of
hel pful ness. As you go further up the pole they get nore
sophi sticated, until finally you' re dealing with the nost
treacherous and devi ous machines of all: humans. Then it
beconmes a gane. Wo is, pardon the pun, in control? Who
has nore authority? Who is nore artfully intimdating? At
such tinmes I amalways in control, to continue the pun
al ways have nore authority and am al ways officiously
intimdating. 1've been doing this so |ong and bureaucrats
never change, the sane desk, a new head with the sane old
parts. The |last sentence at the last barricade is, "I'lI
have to check with about this.” To which I reply: "Do
you nean you've taken this nmuch of ny tinme and you don't
even have the authority to recognize ny official position as
verified by this spool which you' ve just viewed? Black
suns! \Were is ?" and here | supply the first nanme of
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a person at the top who is never in. It often gets nme by.
It did once again.

This time | was not as interested in governnent
information as | was the personal aspect, but since Anmon
was apparently so married to his work | expected the
personal to include Control, even though Anmon by nature and
occupation m ght be prone to secrecy.

When a high official |ike the head of Control dies, a
qui ck transition takes place and personal files, always
interspersed with light years of trivia, are often
over|l ooked or ignored. Unless the biographer is a real
ferret, the stuff is skimred over. Sone officials actually
favor the nystique of handwitten nenoirs but nost are voice
scripts of endless prattle which soneone once thought
interesting, and interm nabl e conputer docunents. | was
hoping that Amon's files had been overl ooked and stacked,
but after all ny careful sleuthing I found nothing. This
left me with nore questions: In his relationship with
Control did Amon not think of hinmself at all? O had his
term his work been sonmehow stopped? It was as if he had
never existed. Now | was nervous as a hound off the scent.
| decided to back away and instead take a look at Jurith's
relatives. This kind of |oosening up and di version often
lets a new idea float to the surface.

By a curious stroke of luck, | soon took up Amon's
trail again. |In researching Jurith's relatives, | found
t hat Ammon had bought the famly home which Jurith had given
to her Uncle Fleen. He had bought it even before Jurith
left. This surprised ne. | went out to the property. The
house was gone, and there was now a thick pod of buil dings
at the edge of the sound. | discovered the place was called
Ammon Shores, but no one knew why. Typical. Eventually, |
| earned that the large inposing structure in the center of



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 132

t he pod had once been a retreat for Control officials.
went inside and wandered around, ny footsteps echoing on the
barren granite floors. 1In the main hall were walls that
angled up and curved into a high elliptical dome. Spiraling
around the walls was a rising wal kway al ong whi ch were hung
phot ographs of dignitaries going back in tinme the higher
clinmbed. | rushed up the stairs with punping breath and
gui ck side glances. Near the top | found him A large
triangul ar phot ograph, obviously very official. "Q Ammon,"
it said. It captured sonmething inpatient and disturbed in
Ammon, as though he didn't |ike being frozen in time and
hung there. He was wearing the old-style, high-collared
black tunic. | couldn't stop looking. This was the nman who
had known Jurith as no one el se had, had even, as Jurith
said, dipped his fingers into her brain. As | pondered on,
| found that | was actually envying a man who was gone.
stared at his hands, strong, lethal fingers with unbl em shed
skin. Damm him He had touched her intimately, held her,
whi spered to her in the darkness and fathered her beautiful

and flawed offspring. | stood there sweating and confused.
M rabul's intruding nose was bent out of shape. | felt
frustrated. | could tell very little. The intense bl ack

eyes m ght be angry or schem ng or pained or all of those,
or devoid of feeling entirely. H's snmooth |lips did not
pretend to smle but there was the beginning of a smrk, a
cynic's smrk, | decided. After awhile | began to think
that he was smrking at ne. | left.

As | was com ng down, | happened to gl ance between the
open risers at the bottomand saw a little marble al cove off
to my right. 1 could just nmake out one of the tall gl assed-
over shelves recessed in the wall. | hurried inside. The
shel ves were indirectly lit and went floor to ceiling al
the way around the room |Inside, were personal objects with
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the nanes of their original owers on small tags. M heart
set off at a gallop and ny ears were ringing. | walked
around the room quickly passing over gilded books which
| ooked as though they would fall to dust at a touch, eating
utensils, toiletry itens, and weapons. Wen | finally
reached the engrailed gold box ny hands shook. It had no
tag, but delicately inscribed on the Iid were the initials
QA The lid and base seenmed forever nel ded together with
time, silent and solid, but so promsing. | hunched over
before the glass like a wld animal mad with hunger. There
was no one around. | had not seen another soul the entire
time | was in the building. It would be easy enough to take
off my tunic, wap it around ny fist, smash the glass, grab
t he box up against ny chest and run. | noved closer to the
gl ass and pressed ny hand flat on it. A voice cane out of
nowhere. "You are interested in sonmething?" | |ooked up
and ny eyes traveled around the room Above the al cove's
entrance was a tiny, barely visible dark circle, an eye

noni t or .

“Idiot, Mrabul!" | whispered fiercely. | enmtted a
nervous laugh. "I amthis man's biographer,” | said to the
enpty room "I would like to exam ne the box in here.”

In alittle while an android guard trotted in. He
dropped the spool into a viewer, studied ny seal, then took
out the box. It was as sinple as that. Except that the box
was heavy and | ocked and there was no code for opening it.

It would have to be carefully lasered. This could be done,
t he android assured ne, but | would have to cone back.

“I"l'l be here first thing in the norning," | said,
hardly able to stand the thought of |eaving the box now that
| had found it.

"No, please, in the afternoon,

the guard corrected ne.
VWhat if something went wong? Wat if they woul dn't
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let me in? | swayed angrily on ny big tired feet, wanting
to squeeze the android innards out of that hefty can of
rigmarole with its blinking pupil screens. Then | went back
to the kid' s apartnment, threw a jigger of protein into a
gl ass of m nd-fogger and sprawl ed on a soothe chair to stare
at wavi ng banana | eaves until ny eyes turned to stone.
There was no hitch. The box was open on a table in a
private study prepared for ne when | arrived the next

afternoon. Inside was a thick leather journal filled with
| arge black script. | alnost kissed the android as he |eft
the room | intended to filmeach page, but when | actually

had the journal in ny hand | thought that | was going to

pi ss. Never had ny enotions swarned over an assignnent with
such force. But it wasn't an assignnent, | rem nded nyself.

It was, in sone intricate, unexplainable way, ne |ooking for
nmyself. M nmouth was dry. | took only one swallow fromthe
juice flask in nmy pocket, then | eaned over ny task as gingerly
as if I had fallen into a cactus bed.

|V
Janus Faces the Perfect Future Past

Sophi st!

Qut of the bone cave,

Qut of the trick box,

Dark warrior unthroned with laurels.
Sophi sti cat e,

Jack of all envy,

How ing in silent

Sel f-deliverance, w thout a trace.
Only in one mnd' s eye,

Only in one way,

He is as he was, as he will be,
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Absol ut e.

| f anyone gets his hands on this journal he can be
assured that its existence is the result of sonething
unexpected. | have no intention of letting it survive
beyond this need to split in half and scribble to nyself.
I"mnot so in love with Ammon that he is for posterity, yet
he suits me. He wll not wite fatuous lies to hinself in
the traditional manner. The old scholar, Crochi, the one |
called father, taught me well. He taught hard, but he
taught me to speak honestly to nyself...and to | augh at
nmyself -- the essential keys to life -- then listening to
ot hers and understanding the entire range of their unspoken
nmessages becones easier. | have the ability to hear thought
without its voice. That is another matter. | rem nd nyself
that as a child | assunmed everyone could do this, and
thought little of it; thus, | was not nmade carel ess by over-
weani ng confi dence, and the restrained use of this ability
has served ne well.

To the few who recognize nme, | amhardly nore than a
title. | don't give nuch credence to titles or |abels,
doctor, social psychiatrist, politician, |over, or any
other. Social psychiatrist, an anmusing |abel. Such a
person i s supposed to observe and assist individuals for the
good of society. This nmay well run counter to knowi ng one's
self and being taught to think. Should people be taught to
think? It's a dangerous business and really, for the
majority, there isn't nuch need for it.

Control once praised social experinentation, but the
spirit is burning out. Hi gh Council suggests that | be sold
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as the new hope. Periodically, there nust be such an ani mal,
"The New Hope," currently the ghost in Control's nachi ne.
Peopl e are prone to deal in trends. New clothing, new food,
new t echnol ogy, anything but new ideas. They are much
harder to conme by. It requires unassisted thinking which,
again, few know how to do. The entire apparatus of Control
is like a charm ng and conely celebrity with a disreputable
private life, all flash for the populace but dirty business
as usual. Business has deteriorated to a gane of cat and
nouse, sone mce to be eaten, sone to be played with and
bl ed, sonme allowed to escape for a later neal, but al
carefully watched. Now a diseased strain of m ce has
overbred. They are never eaten, only feared and catered to.
| f you | ook beneath the surface illusion of good tinmes, you
see nostly a profiteering horde of narcissistic selves,
their jows and buttocks carved on by cosnetic surgeons.
Wen | prow alone | hunt out the little pockets of rational
m nds, fragile and very | ean, existing in shadows. Those
who sell nediocrity encourage the buyers to tranple these
original enclaves, but it is these rare souls under attack
who sustain ungrateful |eaders. Eventually the beautifu
diversity of these fewis bound to disappear. Then we may

as well lift the ban and allow unrestricted cl oning.
I
|"mnot dating this journal. Dates nmean nothing to
Ammon who despises marked tinme. | put nunbers down to

i ndi cate the begi nning of each entry which takes place
whenever | get to it. |1've begun to | ook forward to these
bl ack squiggles of self. Careful, Amon, words can trick
you; they pile up and becone a barrier to the truth. They
anni hilate action. But | want to strip things down, to
clarify. The nore | try to sinplify ny life the nore
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conplex it beconmes. Today Menren, ny valuable right hand,
infinitely resourceful and | aser-quick, anused ne by
anal yzing the analyst. He laughingly told ne that | am
entangled in enigma, that | can strip ny thought naked and
never again unfold ny hands, and still I'lIl not escape the
par adox: he who is conplex concerns hinmself with sinplicity.
Vell, Menren, sinplicity is conplexity wearing a disguise,
an infinitude nore tantalizing than mrrored mrrors.

My past is a decisive quantity of ny future. Sonetines
the past cones to ne in fragnented dreans. | don't enjoy
them |'musually too busy to think of the past anyway, but
' m al ways sem -conscious of its influence coloring ny
notives.

There are the flashes of transport life, the old cadre
of scientists, so exacting in their teachings. 1| |earned
much with not a little fear, yet they could be gentle; they
pitied ne because | was an uncoll ected orphan. Parentless
children are in the majority, but they are attentively
treated and frombirth receive careful guidance. MW old
teachers were an eccentric |lot, except for Crochi. His
magnani mty outshone his eccentricity. As for ny nother, |
recall only the way she was described to ne, but this
recol |l ection has faded into a supposed nenory. It is
indistinct but I begin to think I knew her. A | aughing
woman, white as the foanms of Werlfoss, a tender of gardens
whi ch produced herbs to heal the sick, a visionary whose
life lent itself easily to nyth. They said that ny father
was an invader, a warrior who fell in love with ny nother on
sight. She heal ed his wounds, and he carried her off to his
homel and col ony where she was revered and believed in
possessi on of great powers. There was a drastic upheaval.
My father was killed and ny nother fled, already wounded and
in the throes of childbirth. | have dreanmed of my nother's
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white flesh running with the bl ood of wounds and of ny
arrival. If | fantasize at all it is certainly about this
fabled past. | have no real idea of it. It is good to
wite this, the only therapy Amon will have. Heal thyself!
O what am |1 wought? Wen ny dreans or thought

regressions carry ne back to infancy, there is the feeling
of constant bonbardnent, thunder in the bay of the great old
transport that was ny unsettling hone, a hard rolling and
pitching and fire, the preparations made again and again to

die -- |1 didn't learn an easy way but by the tinme I was six
| had died many tines. | thought endlessly of revenge and
retaliation. In the last attack when old Crochi died of

heart failure, | thought of nothing but killing with ny bare
hands, of getting ny fingers into the face of the eneny, of
ripping off his mask and tearing himmethodically apart, of
maki ng himpay with great pain and eternal suffering. |
tried vainly to personalize that dark beast of an eneny. |
was paranoid and eagerly violent, but, in that situation, it
was normal -- normal, a fluid, quicksilver condition. Had |
ever found a representative of the eneny and been strong
enough to repay him that sole action would have been only a
nmet aphor for the destruction of a giant unreachable evil.

My teachers who returned here to die were the revered
m nds of an earlier age, and | was revered along with them
for ny precocity. | was for a tinme a public oddity and
thereby a kind of celebrity. In this way | cane into favor
with politicos, though I quickly divested nyself of a public
image. Thus | remnd nyself how | canme to arrive at this
strange back door of power.

| am actually al ready maki ng Control's deci sions.
R is finally old, despite his |life-extender doses. He
depends increasingly on Anmon for advice. The Cub has
asked me to nove upstairs. R would welcone it. He
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wants to let go and roll with his boys now, and why
shouldn't he? But do | want The Seat? Not just yet. Not
until 1 rnust.

So Ammon takes care of |arge nunbers of bl oated mce.
He invents Reducers and sends themout to foster causes the
way entrepreneurs create markets. They break contagi ous
hordes into small splinter groups, immunizing the nasses.
These groups overlap until no one can tranple anyone w t hout
stepping on his own feet. It isn't insurgency when the
government is doing it, and it works. Slowy and with
cautious design the demands are net. Then there appear new
reasons for new causes and on and on the process nust go,
al ways dividing the masses into inpotence.

Am | an autocrat? Yes, | suppose | am Anyone in this
position must be because there are pretenders and corruptors
in every direction who care nothing for debate. But at
present |'m an unseen autocrat with overview, a remarkably
versatile condition which cannot last. For a little while |
have all the power w thout exposure. The indispensable
ghost in the machi ne, pushing the |evers.

11

Control has a dilemma in New Frontiers which has
captured my attention -- a good problem for Ammon to sol ve
as long as | don't over-extend nmyself and | et other demands
slide. A lively challenge, which also ranks as a top
priority.

A long tinme ago the Resource Bureau sent out a robot
explorer, a small fast E-T80, looking for rare netals. It
recently reported sighting a gigantic hunk of an el enent
extrenely val uabl e and was about to wave the position when
t he signal vanished in a cosmc storm Control needs this
resource badly. It nmeans a quantum | eap for |ong-distance
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transports and white-speed battleships -- new factory
platforns for speed, and speed is dom nion. They've decided
on a manned search m ssion for reasons of expediency in
future devel opnment and for a pernanent outpost. However,
they can't reveal its uncertain destiny to the crew for fear
the fractious col onies planning secession will interfere and
get into the race. This find would seal Control's position
of dominance in warfare. It would also unite the popul ace
in the ostensible cause of exploration and col oni zati on.

Wth the help of ny review, New Frontiers has al ready
chosen a uni que group of young scientists as crew. Since
they will be required to stay as close as possible to
coordi nates not precisely known and since we can't pre-set
t he course because of the possibility of artificial
detection and intervention, |'ve suggested a reverse
programi ng techni que which will require a reasonable tine
period of hypnosuasi on.

In prelimnary testing and observation, | quickly chose
the captain for this mssion. This young wonman cal |l ed
Jurith comes from excellent stock, of a lineage finely tuned
genetically to produce highly analytical nmentation. | know
her as exceptionally qualified, but it's her single-mnded
dedi cation to achi evement which nost interests me. This is
al so sonething of a risk. She is perfectly capable of using
this mssion as an individual goal -- | see this intent
al ready shaping in her discerning mnd. She and a backup
menber will be given the rough coordi nates by suggesti on.

But because | perceive that this particular subject will be
able to break through the technique after a tinme, | wll
reverse program | won't use this nethod with the backup

menber, whom|'ve al so chosen, because it could produce
di vi siveness in the crew, and al so the backup is not as
likely to go against the dictates of suggestion. The backup
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menber is called NNma, a versatile and very resourceful
woman of high energy. The program then, is to send Jurith
to a designation she will feel to be against her wll and
need to refute with the superinposed strong urge to find the
correction of the rough coordi nates. Amon mnmust confess
that he loves this delicate circunvention, |oves to set his
persuasi ve designs against the will of another. The effect
will be a distressing ordeal which, unfortunately, | nust
al so suggest while the subject is under hypnosis. | wll
suggest only a bare frane, leaving the rest for the troubled
mnd to fornmulate out of its own delusions. This is really
as tanper-proof as sending out a robot, but a robot could
never do what an intelligent and i ndependent frontier
mentality will be able to do, especially the nentality of

Jurith -- a mnd with infinite cross-byte selection. O
course, | am nost disappointed that | will probably not be
able to learn the outcone. Still, if I do ny job well | am

al nost certain of the result. The cadets nust all undergo
psychiatric scrutiny and sonme suggestion, but I wll have to
know the captain very well and especially her weaknesses --
one is already evident. Before they went out to head MACRA,
Lupe and Javan told nme that they had sheltered their choice
daught er excessively, but because they knew how eager she
was to becone a part of the Quester Expedition, they were
confident she would overcone the | oss of her parents. To
that end, they requested ny help. After the first neeting,
she seens such a mature and independent spirit that | find
such parental attachment hard to believe, but in this
unusual circunstance it would not be surprising. | suspect
exaggerated posturing. 1'Il know by next session.

|V
Jurith, a different sort of nane for this young
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captain. She has a conmputer file full of doctorates. |
haven't yet decided what is naned by this nane. She has
been since birth an experinent, actually raised wthin a
famly unit and, even nore unusual, the father and nother
who were al so her prime teachers are her biological parents.
It is rare that we find this conbination on the Hustler
pl anet anynore, except in such experinmental cases. Thus her
full name beconmes Jurith Lupe/Javran's Daughter. So, she is
al together rare and perhaps in many ways quite fortunate. |
can verify an amazingly broad assim |l ation of know edge and
excel lent | ogic, although she is willful and charged with
undi sci plined enotion. | have never seen anyone |ike her.
She is clever, quick and inpassioned with a zest for life,
but she has a certain neurosis |inked with her parents --
obviously I am describing a very powerful manifestation of
filial love. But at what point does such love injure its
disciple in this nuclear famly cluster? Wat an
interesting study this particular subject would nmake were
there tine. | nust keep to essentials and cut a deep narrow
channel of structuring.

The Quester crew is actually occupying tine which has
been nostly stolen fromother duties. | can't deny ny
growing interest. |I'monly a few years older than they and
yet these bright and handsonme speci nens are worl ds distant.
None has had the raw experience of bare necessity or
i mm nent destruction and death. But why conpare themto
myself? They're all a very |large cut above their peers.

The crew have hi gh dedication to profession and renarkabl e
depth of character, two qualities |I |ooked for in making the
choices. One nenber, Ezzlin, is excluded fromnearly al

t hese observations. M official docunentation is cramred
with this sort of data, yet | persist in preoccupying nyself
with this private account. A form of recreation?
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Pysu often rem nds nme of nyself, although he isn't
nearly as cynical and far nore anused and anusing than |
He' Il have the new resource refined and stocked wth |aser
precision. Roggi is the one | nust be careful not to touch,
a voluptuous, ripe dark fruit. | have known and appreci at ed
wonmen who resenble her but in body only. Her mind is a
delight. She is respectful but for the nost part quite
uni ntim dated by nme, and she doesn't play ganes. W have
good, honest sessions. She's straight as an arrow and w ||
make a steadfast friend for Jurith. Today she told nme that
bui l di ng nmul tifunctional viruses and pitting them agai nst
one another |ike toy arm es was one of her favorite youthful
pastines. This deadly gane intrigued ne and reveal ed a
great deal about her character. Little NNm, in size only,
is nore of a powerhouse than the tall netallurgist, Ezzlin,
but what exactly do | nmean by this? | dislike Ezzlin. He

is with Quester because of his profession -- at that he is
the best -- and for no other reason. | feel the threat of
him He is permanently flawed. 1In the short time | have, |

can't expose the reason he was permtted to devel op that

way. He had no peer group and grew up al nost al one except
for a very conpetent and apparently strict and mechanistic
tutor. No one knows what went on in that renote | aboratory
where he studied, and | haven't time to nmethodically pick
his brain. He |oathes hypnosis but is easily mastered. Hi's
| ong association with elenents has turned himto stone, and
yet... I'mworking to see that all five cadets will be as
devoted to Jurith as possible but have given few suggestions
to Ezzlin in that quarter. He is already obsessive about
her and I don't want to push himany further. Al have been
shown news videos of Jurith and her famly, but | haven't
yet introduced her to them Ezzlin asked to see the videos
again and again until | curtailed his voyeuristic delight.
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He is on his way to creating a nythical deity, but Jurith
will handle him She will know as | do that he craves both
a flawl ess | ove object to match his fantasies -- one that
must not be touched or tainted -- and a strong | eader. He
has deeply grooved ideals, fantastical in nature and born of
an early extreme |oneliness and overexposure to unusual
eccentricity. I'mglad that our captain will also have
Larstev at her side. This twinis so highly prized in his
profession that his old tutors are angry at his renoval.
H's specialty is terreforns and his data file has convinced
me he could green up an asteroid belt. A bit of an egoi st,
which is life affirmng, and as whol esone as a Karaki an
appl e, the coveted one at the top of the tree. He does have
a quick tenper but it vanishes just as quickly because he
hates to waste tinme. He cares only for acconplishnment, not
power, and will be fiercely loyal. Larstev grew up with a
cl ass of botanists who divided their tinme essentially
bet ween physical fitness and designing new plant species as
well as reviving old ones. He'll keep everyone in shape and
well fed. Enter Nima who will repair and invent whatever is
needed to streamine daily life. Wth her daring resolve
and problem solving ability and the untold input of the
others, especially Jurith, they may end up with a very
sunptuous node of life. Really, it's inevitable, if al
goes as expected. This little band contains all that is
needed for a new world. [|'malnost vain about ny choices,
with reservations for Ezzlin, although it's far froma
controlled experinment. But here | have "controlled" in a
way | could only dream of doing el sewhere, in The Seat.

H gh Council's interpretation is that |I'mslavishly
involved in pronoting the prosperous future of this half mad
pl anet and in extending even further its far-reaching
influence. Wth slight alterations, this is true. Wy else
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woul d | so painstakingly structure these cadets for an
expedition fromwhich | can only predict the benefit? W
have reached so far beyond tinme that if there is no one to
do this our civilization, such as it is, will have no path
to a future. Technol ogy has far outdi stanced our nonentary
exi stence. W live approaching 200 and at last tire of
everything. It's inportant to see one's short-lived hour as
a valuable link in sonething infinite and with a beauti ful
symmetry. Power can alter destiny favorably -- but does it?
Per haps | engage nyself this way because | am after

all, only fascinated with cause and effect, w th changing
the direction of inertia, ah, with nmoving and transform ng
matter. Time and dispersion. Cargo and battle fleets.
Insidious little mce gnawi ng relentl essly, though often
heroically, at the edge of the universe. Wat if this vital
life formthat is Jurith could pluck a certain thought from
my mnd, a thought extracted from behi nd bl ood-seal ed wal | s
and boldly witten down -- that she is an input resource for
t he val ue of negative tinme? Speed. One rare elenment used
to gain another. What powerful effect!

\%

| "' m spending nuch nore time with Jurith than the
others. She is very conplex, very intellectually self-
sufficient, but unfortunately very dependent upon her two
departed parents for friendship and enotional support. She
despises this need in herself. | have | ooked for nore
famly or friends because for the nonment she shoul d have
that to which she is accustoned. | can't believe she is so
bereft of anyone, alnobst an orphan Iike Amon, but | amfar
renmoved fromthat painful |loss of tender filial |ove. There
is only Javan's nonbi ol ogi cal brother, Fleen, who |lives
another |life node and with whom she is not very close. The
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not her, Lupe, was fromthe troubl esone col ony of Karak.
"1l do no hunting in that hornet's nest. 1've tried
various tactics but this is really a matter of tinme. She
never conplains until | put her under hypnosis and question
her. Then she regresses and whinpers like a child. This
provi des sone relief. She isn't sleeping at her rest
period. Today | put her to sleep and did no programm ng at
all. | sinply told her to rest and |eft the room |[|'ve
tried to i npress upon her the fact that she has al ways
intended to | eave her parents, but my words have little
effect for the tine being. | wish there were nore tine. |
listen to her voice scripts after she is gone. |'mgetting
an abundance of hostility. She is making herself ill.

VI
Bl ack suns! W are steadily pressed toward a bl oody
confrontation on Karak. This cannot be all owed to happen.
Karak is a vital supplier and Karakians are also a val uabl e
resource. |'malways conpelled to think of humans as
resource. One trouble after another.
|"mworried about our Captain. She's shut herself away

in her enpty famly honme -- not healthy at all. So much for
famlies. | tried to intrude ny hol ogramthere and she cut
me off. Her illness hasn't weakened her audacity. | sent

around a friend, a doctor. The wonan was rudely turned
away. My stubborn attention to problem solving is causing
the Captain to occupy nore and nore of ny thought. 1| intend
to make a voice script of praise in the guise of criticism
and hand it to her. She'll inmmediately see through it but
per haps appreciate the attenpt and maybe | earn sonet hi ng.
Even that is still possible for this handi capped dil ema.
Jurith has returned. Did ny backhanded praise hel p?
She wanted to record our conversation today. | could hardly
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keep a straight face. Slowy, she's healing herself, but
she's swi nging now, very high and very low. She was high as
t he noon sun today and very amusing. It was her birthday --
ni neteen years of Jurith -- so | closed the office and took
her to a restaurant on the Quad. W drank cold guava juice
outdoors. 1'd alnost forgotten howfine it is to be out in
the brightness of the afternoon. The breeze was sweet and
bal ny, the park shining with [ush greenery and fl owers,
gol den pollen floating everywhere. And there sat ny Captain
in the nost refined light. Everyone stared at her in her
stunning wine uniform The Quester Expedition has been
wi dely publicized as a New Frontier exploration, mainly to
obscure its real purpose. How the people |ove the idea of
explorations and revere those who go. They are treated |ike
glorified sacrificial offerings, which of course they are,
offered up for the hungry state. M guards lingered in the
shadows, and no one paid the slightest attention to nme. |'m
an unknown face in outer circles, one of the principal
reasons |'ve not taken The Seat. Although | wear the bl ack
uni formof Control, | could be anyone in The Tower. This
anonymty | hold onto with greed and, yes, cunning.

VI
|"ve been able to go on with Jurith's programm ng.

Today she lay in ny soothe chair, her hands fol ded across
her wai st, her eyes closed, |ooking so uncharacteristically
vul nerabl e and respondi ng superbly to my suggestion. | take
care to see that she knows nothing of it when she awakes.
She no | onger fights because ultimately it's her nature to
be expedient. Wiat a relief to see her frenzied netabolism
slow down. | found that after awhile | was sinply studying
her in silence. "Deep sleep now," | said and nyself felt

i ke a sommanbul i st. Wien she turned her head her hair fel
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over her closed eyes, and the hel pl ess, deathliness of it

di sturbed nme. | knelt down and lifted the gol den strands
fromher pale forehead. 1've never touched her, have nade a
poi nt of not doing so. |I'mthe |ast person she needs to

beconme dependent upon. The gesture was so pl easurabl e that
| let ny hand caress her face. Her head pul ses with sharp
vi sual images as she sl eeps, and these began to transfer

with nmy physical contact. | was in nuch deeper unity than
i ntended at that nmonment. | renoved ny hand, shocked at such
carelessness. If | tried to describe her I would fail.

She's altogether like satin and marble; no, a fluid surface,
restless water reflecting a changing sky. She's Larstev's
sun- bl ushed apple and the park's intense green and the

bri ght-feathered birds which sing there in the w nd.

VIV
|"ve been too busy to scribble here, noving swiftly
down a channel of synapse and action. |'ve officially taken
the seat to the right of R___. It was no |onger possible

to deny ny position. Now |I've comritted nyself to the |ast
stage of this circus of nusical chairs. The conmttee
representing the popul ace has voted. | subsequently

dism ssed all ny prized cadets of the Quester crew. This
experiment will prove a great success, and they are free to
go on with the rest of their training, except for Ezzlin,
whom |'ve referred on for continued in-depth analysis. As a
graduation present |'ve suggested a retreat for Jurith; this

| did under hypnosis -- |'ve authorized a vacation of which
she'll hear in a few days. At |east she deserves this for
all 1"ve put her through, although nothing will atone for

all that is yet to cone. The others will have vacations
too, but not at Werlfoss. Black Hall is for Jurith al one,
a place as provocative and unyielding as this rare creature.
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She'll like it, I know. She thrives on solitude because her
mnd is an orchestra in need of a back-drop of silence in
which to rehearse. 1've ordered everything | could think of
for her confort, but the el egance nust be sparse, her
envi ronnment uncluttered to conpl enment her nature. Wat a
bastard I am |'ve done all of this to ease ny conscience.
But why? They' ve been bought and paid for. They've al
made a contract, agreeing to submt to whatever preparation
is necessary, and with all her being Jurith strives for this
| ong, uncertain expedition. Wy did | wite "uncertain?"
It's as if | had thought of dissuading her, thought of sone
calamity as a possible excuse? She craves the expedition in
a way that produces a base response in nme: a grudging of her
si ngl e-m nded devotion to being precisely what | want her to
be. What convoluted duplicity is this? | dislike that
pervasi vely nervous fear in her, fear that sonething or
soneone, perhaps I, will prevent her from going. Nothing
will prevent it; I'll see to that. But did | have the right
to tanper with such an exquisite and rarefied m nd? Yes, |
did and, no, | didn't. Wrse yet, | can't help reveling in
t he experinent, loving the execution of it. 1s her opinion
of me correct then? Am| as diabolical as her "politico?"
Probably worse. She has no idea of what |'ve done, am
capabl e of doing. Better that |1've finished with this work.
Concentration is needed el sewhere.

X
Menren, who sits at ny right as | now sit at the right
of R__, tells nme that soneone attenpted to kill ne today.
| laughed and said, "Only one? | nust have done a great
deal that is useless this week." The assassin's reward is
the col dest death. Trial by artificial intelligence, then
qui ck-freeze and tenporary display in the hall of saboteurs:
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Chillikplace. This is the assassin's nonent of i nfanous
notoriety before incineration. At the apex of all permanent
menbers of the hall is Chillik, a woman who poi soned hersel f
in order to poison her leader -- Chillikplace, her icy
menorial, the self-indulgent fancy of the neurotic autocrat
who took her |eader's place. He took pleasure in evilly
scrutinizing his nmurdered enemes with late night tours and
sonetinmes revelries in the hall. R ___ says Chillikplace is
one of his favorite haunts and that it has kept himclear-
sighted. He once held a banquet there. You didn't attend,
Ammon, and you are pleased with your resistance. The idea
of dining before very well preserved human fornms who nmay or
may not have once been nore evil than their persecutors did

not appeal to ne. | felt too close to their skins in ny own
persuasions. And Chillik is there. | have long been in
love with this tall, powerful woman with such unforgiving

gray eyes, a mass of pal e-streaked, snow | eopard hair and
| ong, elegant fingers. The snow | eopard, a creature |ong
extinct, was her conpanion and is poised at her side as

t hough he intended to defend her. |[|f anyone deserved to
live forever, cunningly doing in her detractors, it mnust
surely have been Chillik. Wwen |I stand before her I'm
saddened by the waste of such determnation. At least it
nmakes a story of great will. Banquets in this hall are a
perversion of the kinds which have proliferated under

R 's decaying reginme. Careful, Ammon, nothing cones
close to the power which is still, ostensibly at least, in
R 's hands. | know far nore precisely than he the
gruesonme postures of death. If one nust kill, he ought to

know what it | ooks like firsthand. There are far too many
who kill and have never seen or snelled death. Carnage and
stench or puff of vapor, it is never clean.
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X

| was coming up in the Tower elevator today and net
Jurith. The el evator stopped, and we were incarcerated
there for mnutes which at first seened |like hours. | was
sorry at once to be put in this position, sorry for both of
us. I'malways noving forward in a hurry and when |'ve
finished a project I don't like to | ook back.

Jurith was very disturbed about sonething, but she
averted her face so that | could get no idea of what it was.
Possi bly, she had sensed ny own disconfort. She does this
very well. Then all at once | clearly knew her thoughts,
per haps because they centered on ne, and answered them poi nt
bl ank, a piece of recklessness on ny part. After that she
wanted to get out of my presence with horrified eagerness.
| found nyself apol ogi zi ng, asking her to cone and see ne
when | certainly had m xed feelings about it. Jurith in ny
new of fice? Never was there a place she belonged | ess -- |
can hardly tolerate it nyself. There is not nuch which
surprises Amon, but Jurith caught nme off guard. She
assaults my strength with her unwitting power. She would
have been surprised too, if | had |let her remenber what it
was she did. | could not do that. | attributed the
behavior to | oneliness and having partially accepted nme at
| ast as a replacenent, however inadequate, for her father.
| suppose this is a rationalization. 1In the end, she went
away angry and oblivious to the act. Only | was puni shed
for it, sorely punished. This is awkward for the observer,
t he experinenter who prides hinself on detachnent. | am an
ani mal and respond |i ke one. Wiy does the pen bal k at
describing the incident? |Is Amon afraid that once witten
down it will take on too nuch inportance? Yes.

She was standing there in her white uniform having
apparently just returned from speaking to an eager young



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 152

assenbly of woul d-be explorers. Except in videos, |'ve
never seen her like this, a cool, white flower bloom ng over
a marbl e sense of purpose. | know that nmy entire deneanor
changed. | could feel it giving way, feel nyself breaking
into the carel ess voice one speaks to hinself when he's in
the presence of what he craves. But this was Jurith! | had
shouted it inwardly at nyself but the warning declaration
becanme a sweet song. Her obvious fear of ne was conpletely
intolerable. | told her, well, powerfully suggested, that
she be herself, do what she wanted wi thout fear. | saw her
hands rise and cone very pal e against ny black tunic, the
nails trinmed neatly to nothing, the small blue veins
pul si ng beneath the knuckles, the delicately tapered fingers
gliding up to nmy shoulders as if they had cone to a famliar
place. But it was the way she | ooked at ne, raw enotion, a
forlorn kind of joy and hunger, as though she had found an
answer, sonething nore than a needed human contact, rmnuch
nore. \Wo ever touched her? | knew the answer. No one.
know how she lives, everything she does. | amthe closest
she has cone to an influential human rel ationship since the
departure of her parents. She is strong to live like this
after such thorough adoration. Privation is sonmething I'm
used to, but at least | can obtain physical satisfaction
whenever | have the time or inclination. Not so Jurith.
There is no one. | don't know why. O course when she cane
tonme with a raw desire so intense that it had freed her
frominhibition, I welconmed her. She noved agai nst ne and
lifted her nouth to ny owmn. The words seem enpty al ongsi de
nmy reaction. And what did Amon do? He has to stop and
rethink it, and the process is excruciating. He held her
against the circular wall wth thoroughly non-parental |ust,
as any man in Jurith's sway woul d have done had he been so
favored. In that fleeting nmutual discovery with the inpact
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of laser fire, I would not have cared in the least if the
el evator's notion had never resuned and we were as frozen in
time as Chillik. In seconds, the agonizing realization that
| needed to do nuch nore than caress her forced a deci sion.
| pushed her back and held her attention. M sw ft and
necessary comrand to forget at once was accepted with ease
because her eyes were still languidly follow ng the object
of her desire. That was that. M joy went unrequited. She
was back in her fearful anger, hardly m ssing a beat,
oblivious to anything but the threat of nme. | w sh she
coul d have done the sane for ne. Her agile brain senses
that 1've done sonething to her in our sessions which is
danger ous, and unconsciously resists this tanmpering. WII |
have to go up there now and find out what is going on inside
my Captain's head? 1| try to pin down what disturbs ne and
conme back to the two Juriths in the elevator -- the terrible
fear and hatred in the one. |It's this | cannot tolerate, or
the way we parted. That's what it conmes down to: | can't
endure the part of her which is fear and revulsion. |'m
such a fine exanple of trust, such a well-intentioned
bastard! |1've violated her mnd -- and still | think of the
project! WII | have to go up to Werlfoss just to recheck
nmy handiwork? No, it's quite irreversible. But | wll go.
| can see that and, worse yet, | can prom se nyself not hing.

Xl

Bl ack suns! What can | clarify with this scribble?
What can | legitimze? The pitiful confessions of Anmon.
Jurith knows that |'ve probed and ordered her m nd, but she
has no idea of the project. And because | couldn't tell her
anyt hi ng she has personalized ny notives. Wat can it
matter now? We have personalized each other. | |augh when
| think of nmy vain nental swagger. The experinenter has
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j eopardi zed the experinent, far nore seriously than in the
normal manner. Fortunately, Jurith is consecrated beyond
selfishness. Yet | have interfered again.

| cane in the night while Jurith was sl eeping, rose the
next norning and followed her out into the stark Werlfoss
terrain which I find so mnd-cleansing. | was both sad and
excited, sad because | knew that ny appearance woul d upset
Jurith, and excited because | would have a glinpse of what
this environment would do to her and what she would do to
it. She is not beautiful in the false way of fashionable
wonen but naturally beautiful, an uninformnmed, unaffected
beauty through and through. | found her sitting on the
rocks, bedazzled with glowi ng particles of mst. The ninbus
of light around her, comng fromthe cataracts bel ow and the
m st above, nmade her appear to spring froma fiery chanber
beneath the ground. This is how myths are made. | watched
her for awhile, reluctant to alter her peaceful state. Then
| saw her bend her head as if waiting for sonething and knew
t hat she had sensed ny presence. Wat a striking pale
figure dressed in civilian black: slacks, boots, thick coat,
and an oddly shaped small hat set atop |um nous hair which
fl ew away, blending into the light.

Sonet hi ng happens to ne at Werlfoss, sonething which
feeds a dormant, heedl ess Anmon. | becone imortal as the
rocks, anonynous and wi thout obligation or restraint. But
inthis visit Jurith happened to Ammon along with the rest.
Jurith, powerful in her silent judgnental anger, in her
gui ck anal ytical exposure of myself. | was inmediately cast
as an unwanted intruder on ny owmn Werlfoss terrain, but I
felt no renorse. | had a visceral ache which | had sonehow
managed to turn into a point of duty. | can only |laugh at
this rationalization. Jurith lost no tinme in fleeing ny
presence. This becane a thrilling invitation to chaos, the
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haphazard quantumin ny predictable world. | briefly
determ ned to | eave her al one and depart, but then rem nded
nmyself that | had as yet learned little.
| had cleared out Black Hall for her and put her in a
roomnext to the one | always occupy. At the tine
arranged this, | had firmy convinced nyself that | had no
intention of being present. Eventually she canme out on her
terrace in a pale blue robe, barefoot and | ooking |ike an
ice carving in the white northern light. | watched her
swi | i ng chanpagne and bolting oysters as though denented.
The nonent she saw ne she began shivering violently, not
with the prevailing cold but with fear of nme. | couldn't
bear it, ripped a blanket fromher bed and futilely w apped

her init as if this would solve everything. | wanted to
di spel the thick cloud of hatred and fear, to let out the
hungry prisoner who still existed in the elevator, to nmake
her laugh. | happily ate and drank with her -- of her --

only augnenting her anger. Every act and word was a

pl eading to be left alone. | wanted her respect and regret,
even to the extent of an apology for the cruelty of her

m strust -- deceitful, hypocritical Amon! | wanted the
truth of her feeling, the very truth | had buried. | got
not hi ng but accusation: politico, warnonger, untrustworthy,
interfering -- like soft punches to the head. Then the
incisive blow it was | who needed to admt the truth. She
was | eaving -- sonewhere in the mddle of all this she had
gone in and put on her travel clothes. M own sudden fear
and frustration forced ne to restrain her, and the nonent |
had ahold of her | felt the death rattle of an indifferent
Ammon. She nearly fell to pieces and still admtted nothing
but her mstrust of ne. | let her go. | sat down and asked
nmysel f what |, Ammon the mani pul ator, was doing there,

wal lowing in this slavish desire for the inpossible. |
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waited, listening for the soft departing hum of her ship.
After several mnutes there was still only silence. Then

reason was conpl etely abandoned and | began to run, assuring
nmyself that if she took off before |I got there |I'd shoot her
down, blast her out of existence! What right to possess
Ammon in this carel ess way?

She was sitting with her head bent behind the shadowy
Z-gl ass done. Equipped with only a fraction of mnmy reasoning
power, | tore open the door and began tal king. But | found
that | was only denying everything once again while asking
obliquely for whatever of Jurith could be spared. Sal vagi ng
my position as tutor and advisor, | nercilessly brought up
Javan and Lupe. | knew with all honesty that | wanted
Jurith to stand al one, free of attachnent, and yet | was
of fended by her eagerness to be free of ne. M selfish
notive sent ne trudging back to Black Hall alone; this was
t he Amon who had al ways kept enotional entangl enent out of
his subject relationships. Jurith had sonmething |I wanted
and, as nuch as the prospect warned ne, | knew it would not
be obtained | ocked in her enbrace; the enbrace was only a
quick way in for a glance at the | arge storehouse | coveted.

| lay on ny bed renmenbering how | had left her -- the
broken crystal of shadowed eyes, the enotional seesaw of
attraction and fear. |In contrast, | saw the early inmages of
bared teeth flashing in sun, the pulsing white throat
di sappearing in nystery above the stiff collar of her heavy
w ne jacket, the surrender of conflict as she slept so
vulnerably in my office. | recalled ny carefully nmasked
exci tement and the expectant, flushed exuberance of her that
hei ght ened ny senses the nonent she entered ny office. |
saw then that this intuitive animl throbbing with such
| ar ge purpose had often been a warm prom se to ne, that the
gorgeous anal ytical engine which drives her, and that
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ultimately exposed ne, is a power which draws nme |ike a
magnet. Small wonder that | wanted to bend her a little to
me, even until we had begun to dislike each other -- this
woul d be the nost useful ending. W never succeeded in
comng to an end, or even in dimnishing by a fraction our
excessi ve need, an exclusive need. In the end, | had
not hi ng but the fear of changing everything to carry nme away
fromher as she slept exhausted. She had finally cone to ne
of her own volition, and cone with the certainty of |eaving
me forever, ny Captain of the One Way.

"It's sonewhat |ike a bellyache,” she had whi spered.

"Where?" | asked, putting nmy hands on her as though
could fix whatever it was.

She | aughed and said, "It's a physical concerto -- two
finely tuned instrunents playing against a giant orchestra
of hurt...but then we are forced to join in."

| 1 ooked into those eyes, so eager to trust, and

conmuni cated wi t hout speaking, "I mght already have killed
you, Jurith."
"Yes," she said aloud, dropping her head and speaki ng

agai nst ny flesh. She couldn't know exactly what | neant,
what | wanted to confess, but it didn't matter.
Then | asked her to cone to ne as she'd done at first.
She put her hands on ny shoul ders and fl oated down so
wei ght| essly agai nst Anmon that he believed hinself in a
di mrension without fleshly boundaries, only the absolute
presence of his finest discovery: Control's resource for the
creation of negative tine. Fromthis, a sharp knife of
ecstasy and very soon a vision of nyself a thousand tines
gr ot esque.
"There is a way," | renenber saying, suspended in the
hi gh narcotic cloud of her, "that | could keep you with nme."
"Then you woul dn't have nme but have killed ne anyway, "
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she started up quickly with that old trenor in her voi ce.
"Be still,” | said, exploring the amazingly naked
structure of an exquisite ear. How curiously folded,
surprisingly exposed but secretive that small |abyrinthine
funnel was to the tongue. "I'll send you off then, with the
swift, clean thrust of a netaphor...let you grind on through
a nore exalted heaven than | could ever nmake for you."
she whi spered. And ny
growi ng sense of horror was conpl ete.

"But you did rmake it for ne,

X1
| have a rival for The Seat. The sarcasmis not
reflected by my pen. It is S . The bl oodsucker.
threw himout a long tine ago for buying and selling his way
to R____'s side. Hardly a serious threat, but I'll make him
di sappear if he crosses ny path again. This annoying buzz
is as irritating as a gnat in the ear, daily belittling ny

prograns to R, without the shred of an original idea to
replace them R___ has taken himinto his confidence
again. Poor R____, once razor-sharp and hard as steel, he

now permts young nen to flatter himand turn his head with
superficial flash. Sad and dangerous. | would serve nyself
up to the nauseating Necropolis as fire dust before |
succunbed to such sycophancy.

| actually took Control's death shuttle Thanacar out to
the Necropolis yesterday. Death, death, facile death! It
surrounds ne and yet |'mhungry and full of strength. Heal.
Heal! Collect all the watery makeshift hearts, Amon, and
toss theminto the sun's furnace. When we finally stopped
permtting death to accunul ate on the Hustler planet and out
of necessity nade the Necropolis, it was both a pathetic and
a splendid acconplishnent -- the Necropolis is beautiful --
but it was also one of man's sorriest attenpts at pretending
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that he is imortal, he who so | oves death in disguise.

| wal ked through the vined hedges and anong bri ght
flowers, carrying an urn of ashes, what remained of R 's
first serious woman. Rows and beds of lilies and poppies
and groves of pungent eucal yptus trees, rustling under the
artfully designed glass sky, stirred by narcotic breezes
scented with sweetness and euphoria. | saw R__ , young and
strong, thrusting his pronise upon perfunmed dark hair and
bl ack eyes, the fleshy lips gone to seed and finally dust.
Long passed over by R, long using and used, she cane
here, swallowed her fatal nectar with his nanme only on her
lips they say and was burned to purity. Wy only his name?
Because he is great or because he was the best lover? "Co,"
he said to ne, "and do this thing for me. | can't go nyself
because | remenber too nuch. W believed in each other
Time betrayed us. | renenber her voice, her eyes, her body
only as she was then. She killed for ne, you know, Ammon.
She slept with evil for nme and returned to ne long after
cast her aside.” Down the scented rows | went, ny head
anest hetized and without care, fertilizing the flowers with
her spent particles of energy. Back fromthe Necropolis and
out of Thanacar's tanpered air, | regained ny sanity and
t hought nyself an ignorant barbarian participating in a
hellish farce. O is this the madness? Yes, there is an
el enent of madness in everything. | nust never conme to the
Necropolis, neither the flesh nor bone nor ash of ne. No
fruit thriving on the dust there will nourish man.

Xl V
More work. A full scale war is erupting on Karak, and
the Makal f are dying because R has always believed they
woul d yield. But he has little hand in it now. The Makal f
think Control has betrayed them while in fact they're
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dealing with a pack of opportunists at Control's perineter
who see an easy chance to hol d Karaki ans hostage while they
hawk Karak's inconparabl e produce on the bl ack markets of
seceded colonies. | intend to have these hawkers and their
Kur sand henchnen thrown out, even if | have to send in sone
hard-strike units who will spurn the psychol ogi cal ganes of
hi de and seek with real burn power. Up to this point,
Control can be blaned for the Kursand and for not keeping
its house clean. But the Makalf too are getting carel ess
with their targets in their bloodlust. War fosters no
bl amel ess heroes on either side.
| received word that Jurith was getting involved on
Karak and had her stopped. | feel a need to keep track of
her, although | don't intend to see her until she |eaves.
Curious, when | |leave a woman's bed | hardly think of her
agai n, except a flashing glinpse now and then of how she
performed in that bed -- perhaps they pay ne the sane
compliment. | don't want to recall Jurith in that way. It
was | who inveigled her, yet she was |like a rare vine that
tangl ed around ne and i nfused ny senses with such a sweet
narcotic. |1 was wild and cane away wild and amw I d still.
| watched the video of her on Karak. This is a Jurith |
have never seen. She has the inchoate qualities of a | eader
of great persuasiveness. She stood on the stone dais ringed
inlight with the restless cromd mlling at her feet --
unmasked and dazzling in the el egant white uniform daring
to make a target of herself, appearing cool yet with the
steady fire of a cause she had hardly begun to know. She
has no idea of her appeal or of the risk she takes. If I
hadn't gotten her out of there the Karakians woul d have had
a new chanpi on and the Kursand a bl anel ess target. How can
i nsurgents forget the undying power of martyrs? It would
have done them no good to kill her, or perhaps they know
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this. Perhaps she was safe. She is vitally inportant in a
uni versal way and, of course, to me. She can no | onger
affect ny life in a personal way, but | never know of which
importance | amthinking. If | were to |let nyself think of
Jurith as she has been to ne alone, | would send for her now
or go nyself and find her and repeat the sane magnificent
error. Jurith, fragile flesh and bone prisoner of such
| arge thoughts -- Amon's inextinguishable white flane,
Control's universal resource. Alas, she's also an enbl em of

peace -- always the dreamof an idyllic condition which
never was or wll be.
XV
S is on a shuttle bound for the detention col ony of

Retriba. He was sorry to go and |left rather suddenly

bet ween two guards and wearing a permanent skin-diffusing
suppressant. Now | et him babble in his own perverted
delusions. |Is Ammon growi ng soft? | should have had him
incinerated. He drugged R, wangled a classified

i nformati on code and nearly got one of mny best Col oni al
Reducers tranpled by a nob of insurrectionist pigs. Amon,
you know it is actually nore satisfying to think of him

where he is as he is. | don't feel like killing anyone just
now anyway. It is Jurith, of course, who has becone ny
conscience. After she's gone ny efficiency will inprove.

How glibly this rolls off nmy pen. But when the heart is
lost in the wilderness the killer wal ks out.

Her physician told me she has asked for sonething to
make her sleep. Anmon could do this...one last tinme...how
could it matter? Ah, but howit could. If only I could
know that she really wants to go. But | do know Still, if
she can't sleep, perhaps there is sonme doubt. Amon, why
can you not accept the fact that Jurith can | eave you?
Leave what? An inflated ego? Part of what she is is the
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| eavi ng of you, Janus-face. | am suddenly co-equal with a
feverish hedonist, craving one |last fix on Hedone, one | ast
trip to the colony island of pleasure, wthout thought of
what is to follow Renenber, Amon, com ng up through the
ranks as a young boy how you fetched your politico nasters
from such islands as Hedone, acconplished it with all your
el aborate and usel ess nedi cal know edge concentrated in your
hands and heels. The flesh nmust often have its play before
the mnd, feeding, exciting the mnd. This vulnerable
little nound is all we have to work with, the sorry human
predi canent, prickly rashes of desire, flashes of clarity.
| don't give a danm about saying goodby. What good is
that? You are there, breathing ny air, just down there in
ECCO. Am | nmad to | eave you there, or mad to think of you
at all? Tinme, how!| loathe this constantly forsaking beast.
Jurith, cruel eater of hearts. Even Amon isn't this cruel
It's late and you are sl eeping, no, awake, perhaps dream ng
of Ammon, suffering...please be suffering. You will cone
because | have given up the idea of not allowing it to

happen. You will cone, whether or not you want to. Better
if you don't want to. You'll suffer less in the end.
XVI

Have | the pathetic tendencies of a masochist? |
deni ed nyself a sedative and lay all night with nmy eyes like
two white-hot ovens. | don't want to forget what this feels
like...thereby preventing a repetition.

Two days ago Jurith came to ne. | was expecting her,
but when | | ooked out and saw her standing there with the
eyes of a wild animal quick-frozen, | was sorry that it had
cone to this, sorry for all the pain, but not sorry enough
to let her get away as she at first tried to do.

Lt. Chak brought her back, and she stood nervously
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al oof, a stranger in the shadows of ny office. First I'll
get used to having her in this place, | thought -- Jurith of
t he open blue donme, Jurith of the black velvet dream-- then
"1l assume human form But Ammon split in half and then
into four, leaving an enpty carcass in a dark place while
his roam ng shades assuned wills of their owm. One of them
held up the walls with the power of position, while the
anot her stooped to offer Jurith free-wheeling tenure as
eventual head of the Acadeny. Another al nost begged her not
to | eave the planet, while still another |istened to her
sinplified version of the war on Karak and responded nost
cruelly. Perhaps this last is who | really am-- all the
Ammons converged at the nonent she began advi sing ne on the
intricate business of Control. | threw her out. But she
coul dn't get out because the exit was sealed. Instead, she
bl oodi ed her hand on ny bronze doors -- the blood is stil
there. "Leave it!" | yelled at ny android servant, Chor,
this norning. | don't even want to contenpl ate what
perversion lay in this order.
When she began beating on ny doors, | stood anazed at
t he spectacle of so nmuch rage spilling fromsuch a peace-
loving creature. | felt at first that I nust let the
vi ol ence cone out, that | would feel relieved to have ny
part in creating it exposed once and for all. But |I could
hardly approve such a raw nmethod. At l|ast |'ve pushed her
over the edge, | thought. So much for titles that inply
expertise in handling. 1In a second or two it canme to ne
that she was unable to stop. She was damagi ng hersel f! |
shouted at her but, of course, it acconplished not hing,
unless it spurred her on. Next | |eapt over a couch which
seened to have slid into ny path, and encircled her from
behi nd, pinning her arns down and draggi ng her backwar ds.
Compl etely wild and surprisingly strong, she fought as if a



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 164

feral beast on the w | derness colony Zoologia. | turned her
around quickly and firmy restrained her in a crushing
awkwar dness until she went |inp against ne. Her hair
snelled |like the fragrance-|l oaded air of the Quad the day |
sat with her at the edge of the park. Your hair is full of
pollen, | thought. W stood in silence, | |ooking down at
her hal f-hidden face, her neck tw sted, the skin of her
bl oodl ess cheek forced against ny shirt. She could easily
hear ny heart crashing beneath the fragility of the cl osed,
white-lidded eyes and trenbling mouth. | let ny chin slide
agai nst the tangled silk of her head and felt the w | dness
in her ebbing anay. | was thinking I would carry her to ny
soot he chair and sinply hold her there like a hurting child

when a | aggardly guard rushed in. | bellowed at himto get
out. "I could be dead by now" | think | added, and Jurith
began to laugh. | haven't dismssed the fellow. I|I'mafraid
| will keep himsinply because he made her |augh. But she

couldn't stop that either, and I thought she m ght becone
hysterical again. | held her out fromne and | ooked into
her eyes. The pupils were |arge and brinm ng with noisture,
but she appeared so thoroughly sane that | began to |augh
too. Then | saw her hand. She stood totally given over to
| aughter while blood trickled slowy fromthe battered
fingers dangling at her side. | took the hand, w ping the
bl ood on ny shirt, and led her off to ny healing cabinet.
There | applied a sealant and while | was doing this she
said, "Wen I'mfar away | won't believe any of this
happened...that | was here with you." | didn't answer but
tried to give her a tranqg which she refused. She would take
nothing fromnme now, not even if | offered her Karak to be
towed off to anot her gal axy. Soon enough she began her
pitiful self-vindication, and | put an end to that. | knew
it was the constant sense of parental judgnent which nade
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her prattle insipid excuses. W talked. | naturally
represent a dark side of life to her which both repels and
fascinates her. She has at tinmes a perverse desire to
convert nme to a quivering gelatinous votary. Have | ever
had wanderlust, she wanted to know. | didn't call it that
inm early travels. Yes, |'ve had wanderlust but I've
never thought of giving up and runni ng away, which is what
would result if | indulged nyself now Do | have a wonan,
she wanted to know. This at first anused nme and then flayed
me to the consistency of hung-up neat, but it passed and |

assuned ny anused disposition. | have a certain obsession
di sgui sed as a woman, | wanted to say, but even | found this
anbi guous. | said nothing like it, only the truth of the
way sexual needs are satisfied. | offered her ny bed to

sleep in and i nmedi ately knew that she was thinking of
Werl foss. She blushed, an unbelievably delicate sensual
response whi ch made ne change ny mnd about rest.

We wandered fromny office with Jurith in a stubborn,
fractious tenper, until she actually cane to be sitting on
my over-sized bed -- |'ve noticed that Control's beds grow
| arger as one clinbs the proverbial |adder, but haven't
lingered over the obvious inplications. | sat on the floor
in front of her, wanting to assunme as non-threateni ng and
harm ess a posture as | could, responding honestly to her
remar ks whil e delving ever nore deeply into her hidden
world. | believed that | could will her to handle |arge
enotions and perhaps will nyself to do the sane. Suddenly I
told her that | had sent for her. This seened to disturb
her, but then she threw her head back and recounted wth
pl ayful words her white-rose breakfast at Black Hall. Her
unpredictability is so predictable to ne at tines, and this
gui ck know edge of her seenms to hold her in awe.

| unseal ed the danaged fingers and saw t hat the wounds
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were healing nicely. As | did this | tried to think of a
way of comruni cating w thout using a hypnotic conmand but
rat her a hopeful request done wwth mnd and silence. | held
her gaze and thought, | want you to trust ne, know ng as |
did so that | could never be trusted by Jurith. Wen
| ooked at the battered fist, |I felt a sickness in ne that
went deep. For a few hours nore it would hurt her to use
t he hand, but there would be wounds | had caused whi ch woul d
never heal. | caressed the wound as though I coul d change
the others | had intentionally made. Then, opening the hand
and holding it against ny face, she nade herself conpletely
vul nerable, and I saw a hunger in her eyes equal to ny own.

| helped to free her fromthe |ovely, bl ood-stained
uni form the handsonme skin of her public personality masking
such exquisite flesh. Her head tilted back agai nst the
pillows, her eyes half closed, she watched depraved Anmon's
hopel ess gesture as he lifted the wounded hand above her
head and covered it with his own, hoping to prevent the
brui ses of | ove-naking.

What else did | say? Amon doesn't renenber any nore
words. Perhaps there were none, only small cries fromthe
parched throat, which humans nake when they are closest to
the natural innocence of their aninmal brethren, when they
are nost happy or soulful or grieving. For alittle while |
was all of these and Jurith was m ne al one.

XVI |
Qur leader, ny formdable old nentor, R___ , is dead.
He di ed of excess and weariness. But in his early years his

life was | ean and purposeful. The cerenonies are over --
his and mne. Long live R___. May | not live so |ong.
Did | say flayed and hung up like neat? Yes. | now

realize it was only a figure of speech. That was when
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still shared the planet with Jurith. Now it is not a figure
of speech.

Karak is in trouble, and I nust act. What am| waiting
for? The excellent killing machine stalks his prey. He
can't get out of the habit, even though his incisors are
buried in the Iine pit of another century and he is gnaw ng
with raw i nfected guns on his ginned |eg.

There are the sem -seceded col onies Control has cone to
think of as obsol ete and expendable. Suppose | did go out
and talk to then? | am expendable. It would shock The
Cl ub, indeed, the entire system-- the new head of Control
| eaves The Tower and wal ks anong the vegetabl e eaters.

Until the herbivores began to fight back it was said that
only carnivores relished war. | suppose it could still be
said. I'mafraid The Cub wouldn't see ny attenpt as one of
benevol ent good will.

|"mvacationing in Jurith's quaint old house. There's
nothing like it. Awhile back, unknown to Jurith, | nade
Fl een an offer he couldn't refuse. | don't know why -- |'ve
only nade nyself worse. The house was all she had. She
| eft nothing of herself behind at all. She apparently nade
a point of disposing of everything she had ever possessed,
and even made an attenpt to get her news videos permanently
classified. Actually, she succeeded, but | have them
anyway. There is nothing in the Squad House. They say that
her room was al nost as bare when she |ived there. Her
fingerprints nust be everywhere here. In the garden as a
child, did she ever inmagine erasing herself fromsuch an
idyllic existence? | can't believe that it was entirely
Lupe and Javan's departure whi ch brought on this severing
fromall that she has known. | know that she was al ways
t hi nki ng of something renmote, as though her prescience drove
her with the vision of a distant future -- rebirth in
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anot her place. If | closed ny eyes and waited, thousands of
her fingerprints would begin to glow in the darkness. Al
the doors open with antique knobs -- the nobst futuristic of
scientists living in a place wth hand-mani pul at ed doors,
doors with hinges...her fingers there opening and cl osing
doors...sem preci ous stone knobs caressed |like that over and
over again.

You' d better begin to take the advice you once gave her
about abandonnent, orphan, or you'll slip over the edge.
Jurith, hurtling through space, while you cohabit with her
fingerprints. Poseur! Hypocrite! Fiend!

Beyond the garden, the land curves around the sound as
space curves around a hurtling projectile. 1'Il leave this
place to Control. Everything |I have belongs to an entity
with a head and body which are nyself, but only for an eye-
blink. For the future of Jurith's garden | envision nore
pod decks for bureaucrats -- stingless, honeyless drones. |
could put a stop to it, consecrate it, but I wn't. She's
done with it, wants nothing of it. One controls nothing for
nore than an instant, if that. Mrbidity. You have alife
to finish, Amon. | alnost wote: alie to finish. Alife.
Burn it up. Use it. Do sonething beyond yourself, you
emascul ated bastard! It wasn't only her shining warm
presence; it was the assault on your convictions. You' ve
been rendered inefficient by the reflection she caused, the
blinding reflection of her, to make a sad pun. Too nuch
cruel reflection, too deep, too bright. Heal yourself. Do
it. Do it! She took everything, left nothing, only your
heart beating you to death. You fool.

XVI
So incensed was | at ny inability to cope with the
dilemma |'ve made, | briefly thought to enter Menrase and
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have the nenory of Jurith totally obliterated and Subject X
inmprinted in her place. But it was a cowardly idea and
besi des the pleasure of the nenory is often greater than the
pain. There's no renedy. | am Ammon who is consulted and
does not consult, does not depend upon, does not ask, who is
silent or always knows whatever vacuous answer is required.

Xl X
| reread XVIII. MW witing grows alien. Jurith has
been gone a week. It comes to an end soon. | have plans.

|"m | eaving, going out to The Col onies, the troubl esone
ones, all of them |1've asked Menren to take charge. He's
famliar with everything, a good man, an appropriate man to
fiercely and honorably guard ny tenure because he is a

| eader with sonmething of the bureaucrat in his nature. Pro
tenmpore Menren will enjoy the circus nore than this renegade
or phan does: the parade of bootlickers, the parties and
posturings and subtle ganmes which continually del ay

progress. |'ve always been too expedient for this. | want
action. | want to get sonething done before I end. | want
nmy hands on the substance of this realm | don't care

whet her | make any mark after self as long as | effect the
desired changes. | can't help nyself -- duty; it's the

t hor oughly ingrained teaching of Crochi, forcing nme to see
nmyself as a link, only a link but possibly a useful one, in
what is hoped to be an ongoi ng endeavor. | can't deny that
|'ve enjoyed power and will continue to do so. Soneone in
The Seat shoul d have done this a long tinme ago. W are too
insulated fromlife. The offspring out there, children of
not her honel and, sonetine deceiver that she is, need to feel
they are part of sonething which flows both ways, a feeling
of conmunity to humani ze the void. A |eader nust wal k out
and | ead, nmake hinmself conspicuous with progressive acts.
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He cannot act on hearsay sanitized for the gol den Princeps.
Once | did want The Seat in the confort of The Tower,
that for which | sacrificed and fought, but I've had it so
I ong unofficially that the cerenpny of vestiture was an
anticlimax. Perhaps | wanted only the "getting"” of it. As
soon as it was handed over | devel oped a vague feeling of
oppression -- the axe falling? | foresee that | wll
officially lead here after the dust settles no natter where
| journey. In travel, | have the authority to enter Life
Stretch and return to live out nmy termif | so choose.
Amusing. ..l enjoy endowi ng nyself with various futures in
this destructible black script.
| seemto be going on a crusade -- is it one of peace
or war? If | nust advocate war | really ought to be at the
vanguard, not for every skirm sh but once in a while. [|'l]
take the big First Fleet. Menren can order a shakedown of
the others and build themup to First Order Readiness with
only a few words to a Control -sanctioned termnal. How
fortunate for the Hustler planet that he is genetically
approved as a |eader. He'll have the power of ny code at
his fingertips. This is precisely what | don't like, the
easi ness and detachnment of it all, the hand and the eye so
far away fromthe end result that war beconmes a bl oodl ess
game. Everything large and real is nade snmall and unreal by
di stance, only a flash of light on the screen. One feels
nothing. Alittle piece of the galaxy blows a mllion |ight
years away, too far away to grieve, or a thousand lifetines
woul d not be enough to nmourn the distant chill of negadeath.
| know the other end of the preventable, the thunder of
pursuers, the cries of those begging for a chance nerely to
beg for nore chances. There is nothing as awe-inspiring as
the animate going to its inanimate phase...the glorified
bl ack beauty of Wartech. | am The Controller high up in The



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 171
Tower -- how | roar inside with |aughter -- the blind fish
at the bottomof the sea. Wen the system grows dark around
you, you don't notice that you're | osing your vision.

Now | have a legitimate wanderlust, and while |I' m out
there 1'l1 have the rest of existence to |ook for relatives.
It has becone unjustifiably inportant...Jurith again, her
amazing relationship with her parents. Once so nmany poets,
now nostly nere personal dreans...fearless snow queens,
wrinkled and sere as fallen spring petals bl ow ng over
barren fields...grizzled old warriors with children's black
eyes, searching the bottonml ess well of space for the fires
of squandered yout h.

"1l |eave you, riddle book, here in ny Captain's hone
until next week. [I'll cone to peruse these half-truths of
nmy consci ence once nore, then watch them burn, purging ne of
history’s ellipses. At last I'll say farewell forever to
t he House of Jurith.

Vv

A Message From Laom

Rul er of all this:

Bl ue ether; green curvature;

Red fl ocks; violet nael strom

Myriad facsim|les attending the
gol d- bl ack abyss.

Sover ei gn of unendi ng nuance,

Al m ghty master of intent,
al beit not of body,

Nei t her bl ood nor bone nor atom of
di sintegrating flesh.
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VWien | finished reading A”mmon's words to hinsel f, |
t hought I knew him at |east knew a great deal nore about
him No, | would never know him But he fell in |ove and
suffered fromits blows as easily as the rest of us. This
t ough, authoritarian m nd-bender was actually a sensitive
poet. Extraordinary! Still, he was suspect and highly so.
What was he up to? He had ended his journal by calling his
witing "half-truths" of his conscience. | started to mull
this over, closing the journal and holding it gingerly Iike
sonething hot. It grew warnmer and warner in ny hands and
then my ears began to burn. | laid the snoldering little
book in the gold box, closed the Iid and returned ny
stupendous treasure to fish-eye security.

Ammon had said that he split into four entities in
Jurith's presence. | appreciated the analogy. At the
begi nning he had said he split in half to scribble to
himsel f. That interested me. Apparently everything he did
or cal cul ated was arranged by several Ambns. Here was a
man who spoke of games, subtle ganmes. When he orchestrated
such ganmes | felt sure he was a naster ganesnan.

The nost burning question, of course, was why the
journal had not been destroyed. One was led to believe that
Ammon had to | eave nuch sooner than he intended, but if that
were so, would his departure have been sanctioned?

Unt hi nkabl e that he could take the First Fleet w thout
sanction and great purpose. Wiy was the journal so quietly
preserved in its gold box? By nowit could have been
forgotten, but still... Wy was there nothing about himin
Control's records? Wiy? Wiy? Wwy? M head was so full of
gquestions | was top heavy. Each tine | found an answer it
knocked something else off kilter. The equation wouldn't
bal ance. | was going round and round with a great nunerical
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headache.

| flew back to the Quad in the center of the city and
sat in the park, staring at the shimering Tower through the
hi gh wavi ng fronds of an overhead palm A silent, awesone
pi nnacl e, always nore grandil oquent than the last tinme | saw
it, clinbing above a spreadi ng conpl ex of domes and pods, a
gol d-sprinkl ed, white stalk, growing with unbelievable
audacity ever closer to omnipotence. | wondered what it had
| ooked |i ke when Anmon was in it and where | nyself had been
then. M life is a haphazard span of wars, cultures, and
technol ogi es, but the designs of man are a famliar
constant, never nuch higher or | ower than the beginning of
hi s wal k.

| strolled up and down, up and down in the park-scented
war nt h beneath the shadowy mahogani es where red and bl ack
nonkeys | eapt and chattered. The nonkeys hadn't been here
last tine and nostly they stayed in the deep center of the
park, venturing out at dusk. An elegant black and white
pl une-tail ed nonkey approached, shrieking out his presence.
He paused nonentarily on a linb which stretched toward the
vai ngl ori ous Tower buttressing the sky. The nonkey's eyes
glittered red in the light as he appeared to contenplate the
Tower. All at once sonething was as clear to nme as anything
had ever been, and | was off and running.

Over to H 30, twentieth floor, juridical records banks.
| sat down before a term nal and demanded instant answers.
Soon Ammon's journal entries were flashing before ne as part
of a much lengthier transcript. Anmon had been tried in a
private tribunal, in absentia, for treason. After a rather
short but fiery battle, he was acquitted by a hair with the
testimony of Menren. This devoted assistant had been a w se
choice, for it was surely Menren who made a hero of his
| eader by bringing himinto the public eye. AmDn was
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restored to all his ruling glory, and | |earned that he was
| auded for renmoving the First Fleet for ostensibly peaceful
purposes. He nust have renoved it like a thief in the
night, but with inperial vapor trails of exalted purpose.
My nose had grown by a neter. | was a young historep
again, hot on the trail of sonmething which |led forward and

backward and si deways. But now all | could do was play
around with various imgi ned endings, and | |ived each
mnute in fear that | would cone to a dead end. If |

couldn't find enough pieces of the puzzle to allow ne to
sketch in the rest | would cone to a dead, dead end.

Even if | hastily boarded one of the new negative warp
transports, | would still not find the Laom| had known. It
had taken nme years to cone hone. No matter how fast
traveled, tinme would al ways bend the changel ess away from ny
grasp. Still Laomlived nore closely to ny reality than the
gr een-canopi ed arboretumthrough which | strolled. Herein
was al nost all the beauty which the teem ng Hustler planet
contained. Open fields, alpine neadows, bl oom ng deserts,
and virginal forests now bel onged to The Col oni es, except
for a few carefully tended preserves. Far north, brooding
Werlfoss m ght not have changed nuch, although I was afraid
to go and see. But what | egacy had Larstev bequeathed to
Laom s barrenness?

The nonkeys were nesting, but the bright-feathered
birds still sang their evening songs and fluttered through
hi gh branches as the sun and | only appeared to take our
| eave of puzzling places.

Around the other side of the broad deep park, the
little shuttle pilot breezed in and out of her conmunal
apartnent. Wien she was in | was in; when she was out and
sonmeone el se was about to be in, | found other quarters to
rest ny bones. She was in now and tried to fix me a drink,



Jurith s Wy

Kubat - 175
but I didn't want or need stinulant or depressant. | wanted
focus. | had taken no new assignnent but | was nore at work

than | had ever been. Shuttle pilots bring honme interesting
edi bles fromthe big transports, and | sat down to a tidbit
of quail and one cold glass of white wi ne.

Did | want sonething el se, she wondered | ater, hol ding
out a sorter of pills. | had not tried to hide ny nervous
guandary and nmy roommate saw this condition as sonething to
be assuaged. But | was going to use my own brain dope this
evening. | could lose a kilo of weight just sitting very
still and letting swayi ng banana | eaves center ny thought.

Did Amon | eave the journal on purpose to soften his
quick exit wth its nmention of noble intentions? Ws he
really an evil force? Jurith's tape coincided with Amon's
journal, but could it be that he was not so smtten? Very
hard to believe, but even if he did |ove her he could have
used the persona of distraught |over to his advantage. D d
he really go off to do good deeds by offering his official
persona to The Col onies as a synbol of unification? D d he,
didn't he? D d he, didn't he? Wy would a person wite a
journal of half-truths? Wy not all true or all false,
unless for ulterior notive? There was sonething, sonething
obvious that | was m ssing.

My nmood was so intense that the nuscles of ny neck and
shoul ders ached. M forced reasoning was stretching thin.
Maybe Amon never left the planet at all but went off as a
hermt to live in some renote crag. Ridiculous. But what
happened to the First Fleet? The transcript never nentioned
it, just treason. Treason! O course, it would never do to
reveal the disappearance of so powerful a force, to let the
popul ace know that such force was not at the ready despite
our still invincible defense. Ammon's defense had been
i nvinci ble too: Menren of uninpeachable integrity. Thus he
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had made off with a mamrmot h col |l ection of matériel and ended
his bout with The Cub snmelling nearly as odorless as the
pure white rose he left on his supposed bel oved' s pill ow

| sat another half an hour, until | realized |I was numb
with nmental exertion and getting nowhere.

The kid snuggled with ne awhile and then announced t hat
she was going to | eave ne al one to recover

"You're ill, my Mrabul," she said with a worried
from. "You' re sweating and you have a fever. Please |et
me give you sonething. | have sonething wonderful that just

cane in fromthe chem cal research | ab on Mbda. They say
it"ll let you enter another's dreans or thoughts or sleep
like a baby. Al you have to do is swallow it and ask for
what you want. Just swallow and ask for rest."”

"No, little girl. | want all ny wts now, such as they
are. Go to sleep. 1'Il be all right."

| lay in the dark for awhile just thinking. Ah, ny
handsonme band of Laom friends, where have your |ives gone?
Jurith, what happened to you? You told ne to learn the
truth, but | have so few answers to give you. | wsh |
could return. What happened to Qyoo? Jurith, beautiful in
your strength and purpose. Wse Jurith, conme and talk to ne
again. At that noment | could restrain nyself no |onger,
and | knew it was time for Jurith's special hol ovideo
capsule. | got up, dug it out of ny travel case, turned on
the systemand | ay back to watch and |i sten.

The pal eness of her, the fire in her eyes and the
snoot hness in her voice startled nme. She was wearing silver
green, spun silk which shimered with the softness of spring
light. She seened already to have becone the nyth Ammon had
predi cted, although |I nust have seen her only a short tinme
after this hol ovideo was nade.

"Do you renenber when you asked ne about your room
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M rabul, the room| had nmade to die in before the androids
carved ny crystal: Here |l amsitting in that room [1'l|
speak now. Judge ne as you w ||

"After passing a few honel and years on Laom despite
all the rewards of nmy work and all the devotion of ny

conpanions, | fell into a depression. M crew had forned
their liaisons, although they were as |oyal to ne as ever,
but 1 longed for what none of themcould give ne and I was
angry at myself for this longing. | began to go out great

di stances, searching the few transports which passed so
infrequently through a corner of our sector. At first there
were no travelers, but then | found a few scientists and
hungrily exchanged information and ideas with them More
arrived and after awhile transports hovered over Laom for
the sol e purpose of ny discussions. In no tinme at all | was
asked to speak to various groups of interested students and
scientists in the experinental and teaching |aboratories and
auditoriunms of newWy arriving, multipurpose transports.
There was a growing interest in the subtly calibrated
performances and nultiple uses of ny androids, which had
come to be known as Juroids. For atinme | enjoyed the
delicate balance of inciting mnds to operate at near ful
capacity while at the sanme tine disclosing none of the
secrets of my work. But the increasing demands of these
performances took ne away fromthat very work and drai ned ny
strength. | rem nded nyself that this was not the reason
for ny original and tenporary departure from Laom that

pur pose had been to assuage |loneliness in the conpany of an
alter ego. Quite frankly what | was really | ooking for was
anot her Ammon. This foolishness | would never have admtted
to nyself in the beginning, but it was true. Under protest,
| curtailed the |l ectures and nore aggressively threw nyself
into marketing our beautifully diversified androids to newy
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arrived experinental outposts, but always | was searching
for an unknown quantity whom | woul d recognize at once.
Each tinme | net soneone and went through the procedure of
di scovery, ny hunger grew. There was no Amon, not even if
| had di scovered a place peopled with mllions, and yet he
had not even been a conpani onable being. M intelligence
al so infornmed ne that because of the hideous tine warp Anmon
was | ong dead and that it was nmy heart only that kept him
alive. | could not let go and eventually I fell into an
irrational state which | suppose sonme m ght have defined as
madness. Indeed it was a conpartnentalized madness. It was
a total blindness in this one soul-gripping area of ny
brain. | could risk telling no one what | was going
t hrough, because | was the |listener, the healer, the one who
consol ed nmy conpanions in times of need. They depended upon
me for confort. | began to construct this roomfor ny
mental travels back in tine to Ammon. In it | put
tapestries both because he had been fond of them and because
they rem nded nme of Karak, but they al so conceal ed ei ght
si mul t aneous hol ovi deo points. By now ny commtnment to ny
wor k had provided a corps of androids to do ny bidding.
constructed the room al nost by instinct, hardly visualizing
the outconme, the way a bird can't escape building the
perfect nest it cannot possibly envision as conplete. Wen
the roomwas finished | closed nyself into it and did what |
had been unable to do until that hour: | opened the
hol ovi deo capsul e Am”mmon had sent with ne. For several
homel and years | had avoided its unknown content, not strong
enough to witness it but fearfully tornmenting, teasing
nmyself with its existence until | could no longer elude its
nystery.
"I had no idea what | would see. | lay on ny vicuna
pillows transfixed, staring at the dinmension of it, caught



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 179

in the beauty and sorrow of it, the ultinate death-dealing
blow to ny soul: ny own past. Amon and nysel f at Bl ack
Hall, we two on the terrace, ny voice, his voice, the
expressions on ny face which I had never known. Ammon and
nmysel f through the indelible night in the nmarble room
wat ched spel | bound, a voyeur of ny own self, ny body passing
once through the torture and ecstasy of another Jurith and
again through the torture of the present nonent. Viewing it
fromthe outside could not be as | remenbered, but it was
even nore powerfully devastating to watch than it had been
to live. After these initial scenes | raged at Amon and
| angui shed on ny pillows weeping the way Qoo often wept
fromdeep within her caged soul. Agonizing in the darkness,
| whi spered over and over, "Wy this? Wy this? |
visualized Ammon in a thousand deforned postures, |aughing
bl ack-heartedly at nme, lying cold and dead in his crypt,
qui ck-frozen, blowi ng over the Necropolis as particles of
gray ash, or nurdering thousands with a punch of his index
finger, and on and on. But none of these inmages, however
grot esque, offset nmy own renenbered i mage of the day we sat
on the edge of the park, charged with hal f-acknow edged
desire, playfully sizing each other up in the first gol den
Iight we had shared. The clear nenory of that hour, which
only ny brain had filnmed, drove ne to despair.

"Curiously enough Amon had put in sonmething else. |I'm
not quite sure why he did it, although it could do himno
harmby the tine | sawit. It reveals sonething of him
which is once again a little baffling. Wen | finally
clinbed out of ny bittersweet msery and | ooked at it, | was
utterly fascinated, deeply noved, and agai n confused over
who Ammon was. | know only that he was conplex and that he
clearly sensed nmy notives for submtting nyself to the
Quester programand to his indifferent manipulation. | say
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i ndi fferent because in spite of everything there was in him
an overweening pride of acconplishnment which nmade a part of
himindifferent in the end to our relationship. | suppose
we were very nuch alike in this, if inlittle else. But |et
me show you this one face of Amon and soneone el se. |
think you will be surprised, even you, dear old fool."

Menren nust have been responsible for what | next
| ooked upon, or one close to Aimobn whom he hadn't di vul ged.
It began with a swift noonlight cruise. The |anding place,
| realized with close scrutiny, was a cl andestine point
somewhere on "The H Il ," a point downstream at the fringe of
an earlier version of the city in which I now resided. The
Hill contained a mngling of shiny black |aurel and cypress
and was profusely stacked wth pod dwellings. These clinbed
away fromthe bank opposite the one on which, sone distance
further north, The Tower stands and where the heart of
commer ce abuts the park. The video had opened with Amon
boarding a small fast River Fly. He was clothed in a thick,
dark vel our tunic which had w de gathered sl eeves and which
belted at the wai st over black skin pants, tapering down to
scuffed bl ack easeboots. Over the wild tousled hair he wore
a cap of the jaunty kind the River Fly tenders wear, and the
only sign of opulence | caught was the gl eamof his gold
tel ewist beneath the cuff of his sleeve as he raised his
armto point at something across the water.

This Amon was all kinetic energy, much as Jurith had
described him |leaping onto the River Fly in his powerful
easeboots and pacing as he talked in a | ow hushed voice
which carried a hint of the strange enphatic and archaic
accent Jurith had once nentioned. Wenever there was a
close-up | stared with fascination at this face which
formed and reformed masks of changi ng tenperanent. The high
nmoon had turned his facial skin a bluish ash, and the |arge
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wi de-set eyes shone darkly with the excitenent of engagenent
and nysterious purpose. It was clear that Amon used this
of ten-repeated m ssion as one would use a stinulant, and
t here was about the whole venture an air of risk, a very
real possibility.

The hovering River Fly skimred al ong over a phosphorous
oily wash of the broad river, and in just mnutes was
settling into a shadowy noorage beneath the dark foliage of
the closely podded hill. Barely audible were Amon's soft
easeboots dashing up a dimy lit and tw sting path of rough
terrazzo. CQccasionally | caught a glinpse of his face as he
gl anced over his shoulder. Then he di sappeared beneath and
bet ween the spidery steel legs of a great cluster of
airborne pods. The H Il had swall owed hi mup and once
i nside, where |lights shone down a | ong stone corridor, one
could see that he was indeed inside its flank. | followed
along as though | were at his heels until debouchnent into a
| arge and unostentatious but confortable chanber. A nunber
of men and wonen were standing as if waiting for soneone,
but took only polite notice of Ammon, noddi ng as he entered.
| did notice that the bright donme |ight high overhead was
di med consi derably when Amon entered and wondered if it
had sonmething to do with his appearance or was nerely
coincidental. The roomwas a natural and spaci ous cave, the
stone floor uncarpeted. The footfalls of the mlling people
echoed agai nst the polished floors and walls along with the
soci abl e gabbl e of voices. Very soon the people, who | ooked
and dressed |like the ordinary citizens one m ght see on the
streets of the city, began to find places to sit, chairs and
couches and pillows which were all turned in the general
direction of a large and inposingly el evated soothe chair.

Ammon energed fromthe crowd and went across the room
sinply standing by a netal slide entrance and waiting. Then
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t he door vanished into the wall and a w zened and st ooped
man entered. Hi s height and broad bony shoul ders indicated
that he had once been a consi derabl e physical presence. He
was | eaning on the arm of a dark-haired young wonan. The
crowd fell silent and watched as Anmon and the girl assisted
in getting the old man confortably settled in the |arge
soothe chair. The old fellow s voice was so soft that an
anplifier was placed on his |apel even though he seened
intent on making only short airy comments as one m ght do at
a party. | could hear Amon speaking clearly, since in sone
conceal ed pl ace he wore his own anplifier for the making of
this enthralling video, of which no one seened to be aware.
| was then sure that it was being done in stealth with the
hel p of Menren or an aide. The one thing |I noted about this
whol e procedure was that there was trust in every gesture of
every person in the cave room No secret guards with roving
eyes were detectable, and the people were held calmy and
respectfully in their places by a common interest and
devoti on.

Here was Ammon t hen, a great power, who had cone to sit
at the feet of a sage, but in a secretive way which surely
i ndi cated the possible displeasure of the ruling body.

Ammon had been so calmy received that | even questioned
whet her or not the people knew who he was and what he
represented. What, in fact, did he represent? | would
never believe that he had totally forsaken his office.
Coul d he possibly be intent upon forsaking this trusting
crowd, this obviously revered ancient, with video proof of
i nsurgency?

Who was this distinguished relic? | studied himwth
warmng interest. | knew that Amon's esteened benefactor,
Crochi, was long dead. Could it be another of the wandering
phi | osophers and scientists fromthat flying sarcophagus of
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Ammon' s chil dhood? The man's eyes were rheuny, his hair a
pal e yellow-white and his colorless skin bearing a flaccid
transl ucence well worn with tinme, but when he smled his
teeth were handsone speci mens and expertly kept. His
fingers, though deforned with | ong use, were also well kept,
the nails neatly trimred and buffed. |If he was a fugitive
hiding in the shadow of death, he was the best tended one |
had ever seen, and al so the best preserved for a hide of his
obvi ous vintage. This devoted |oving care indicated great
worth, just as his presence as a | eader indicated a powerful
protector... Amon? Yes, of course.

The ol d man waved his hand di sm ssively when questions
were presented in a flurry of eagerness for his wisdom It
appeared he was determ ned to w thhold advice or conment,
shaking his head and smling. At last he lifted his head
and | ooked straight out with glittering eyes. They were the
pal est blue glass | had ever seen, |ike wi ndows on a high
pl ace of intense |ight.

"...in those regions there were famlies," the ancient
was saying as his soft voice rose to an audible pitch. "No
one wanted to |ive there anynore, except the contrary ones.
Everyone had fled to the cities. It was a place of open
fields, harsh winters, only weather-controlled for the
spring growth. W few were the planet's granary, you see,
its tenders. W were hardened by it and | oved our life.
They left us alone with only our children, our cattle, and
the falcons for conpany. The falcons ate the verm n of our
fields, according to their natures and only incidentally for
t he good of our harvest. W loved their indifference and
maj esty agai nst the blue of our sky. Wen the frost shone
and the fields slept, we sat at our hearths and tal ked. You
know not hing of this. W recorded our voices and our songs,
our words of comment about the way we thought things worked
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and should work. Qur mnds were free-ranging. The winters
were for reaching into the deep places of our mnds. The
sumers were for our hands to prod the robot machines to do
our bidding. Wen the robots told us it was tine to harvest
we still walked into the fields and split the grain kernels
with our teeth, testing for ripeness so that we woul d not
| ose touch with nature. W knew that we were pitifu
exanpl es of the great |onging always present in man."
"What is this longing, old one?" Anmobn asked.
"Why do you ask? You above all others already know.

You know it is the longing to be a wolf who thinks not of
its destiny but only of its dinner and its mate. It is the
longing to be a weary squirrel who falls carel essly upon the
forest floor and is never seen again, a little drying hide
goi ng back into the ground and naki ng a greenness for the
birds to peck; the longing to be a bright flower renorsel ess
at its quick passing; to be in harnony with nature and not
t he ravenous eater of its fragile existence; to be a thing
of beauty in its own skin w thout borrowed fur and feathers.
Man is a discordant note agai nst the sweet rnusic which
vi brates out of his range. He hears only his own sound, a

cacophony of disorder. It is the pitiful cry of the nutant
beggi ng for an unawareness of his horror. It is the scream
of the murderer who kills to nullify his owm end. It is not

deat h which destroys man, but his know edge of it."

"You are wise, old man," a voice cried out.

"I'ma fool like all the rest. | tell you what you
hide in your hearts.

"You know that ny son was fanous because when still a
child he left the fields and canme here to journey into the
future. Always in our society a few were genetically
selected to achieve a capability which nmust abandon us in
order to keep us. It was | who taught himto explore with
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his thought. Now when | cone to see Javan's handi worKk,
al ways dreamng that it was he would restore this place, |
find he is gone and his daughter too. This is what |’ ve
done with ny wisdom Flesh of my owmn flesh working in

di seased fields... His voice trailed off, and he dropped
his head, staring at his restless hands, hands still eager
to grapple lovingly with the nysteries of a wild pl ace.

| leaned forward in amazenent, for | was staring at
Jurith's paternal grandfather. Then Amon's face flashed
across ny screen, and | saw a face inpassioned with sone
powerful notive, a face restless as the hands of Jurith's

grandfather. For an instant it was a presence contorted in

| ove and angui sh and vi ol ent upheaval -- | did not imagine
this. It was too nmuch to be contained in one nonent w thout
an explosion of will. But it was contained, and the naked

expressi on ebbed away until nothing was visible but a
granite exterior and this too passed into a mask of calm
Amon was drawi ng the old man out for a purpose beyond
himsel f, a record of this rare existence solely for Jurith.
She had never been permtted to know of her grandfather's
appearance in the city she was | eaving forever. The doctor,
the m nd tanperer, one of many Ammons, had his reason for
this omssion, but it angered ne. Was he afraid of the old
man' s i nfluence, of having his own power softened, or afraid
for the Quester Expedition, an expedition of which the old
man obvi ously did not approve? Renenbering Jurith's utter
| oneliness, | thought how it nust have angered her to see
this, and yet she sounded as if it were a praisewrthy gift.
"...yes, in the harvest season we were the happiest.
Then the transports hovered above si phoning off our
handi wor k, and we danced and sang all through the night. It
was in one of these tinmes that Javan fell in love with the
Kar aki an scientist, Lupe, an agrarian genius who canme with



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 186

one of the transports. He was only a boy and she a wonan of
great beauty, so they said. | thought her eyes too dreany.
But in all truth I ama dreaner, too, and she won nme over as
well as ny son with her lyrical folk tales. The stories
were on her lips, her fingertips, in her eyes, all a nystery
of old barbarismand cunning. She was, after all, of the
soil like we few Soon the red scarf she wore around her
wai st was around Javan's neck, and their |aughter nade ny
eyes flowwith joy and grief. Javan had the nmadness of | ove
in his veins, his fine mnd tuned to hers, and he woul d not
et her go. | was the sane once. It is the willful way of
us...that steadfast grasp. One night when the harvest npon
hung |i ke a bl eeding onen in the snoke, and the giant robots
roaned the fields burning stubble with their grinding maws
of fire, Javan and Lupe got up fromtheir pillows strewn
besi de the trout pond, where they thought they had hi dden
t hensel ves, and clinbed aboard the last transport. So |I was
done for then. Most of you can't understand the | ove of a
father, but perhaps you are better off. It is aterrible
consunming thing. It is the love of self. The pristine
genes of we few have directed us to preserve and perpetuate
our flesh and we are in the grip of a thing beyond us. For
you it was necessary to nake the genes forget this, because
popul ati on was destroying all life. So you know not the
sweet and terrible bondage which we have felt.

"They canme here, the two |overs, and polished their
roughness to a fine brilliance. The conbustion in these two
m nds al ways igniting experinmentation, even when they
produced a daughter and weaned her in the blinding |ight of
t henselves. | was not allowed to enter that rarefied
at nosphere of their young offspring, lest | damage the
experiment, for she herself was an experinment...is an
experiment wherever she may be. | have seen videos of her
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and records of her work and pronounce her a sublinmation of
both her nmakers, for all the good it will do her. It is too
much for one human to contain, but | will think of her as
she nmust be, unusually strong and purposeful .”

The old man's head slunped to one side in a thoughtful
gaze. Then he lifted his eyes until he was | ooking straight
out before himbut at sonething faraway and perhaps in the
past. His final words echo in ny head, "Cherish the circle.
There will be no peace until we denystify death.”

| saw no nore of Jurith's grandfather, only a short
cl ose-up study of Ammon back in the River Fly with the noon
flashing on the black water behind his ashen face. He said
not hi ng, and his silence underscored the depth of nmeaning in
the smle which slowy crept over his face. |, who
intensely read faces as a part of ny profession, saw self-
satisfaction and a pretense -- hunorous to ne -- at a
grudgi ng show of deference to soneone who was probably
little less than deified in his mnd, and who was soon to be
an incredible time and di stance away. Did Jurith have
regret when she | ooked into those eyes? O course she did,
al t hough she woul d not have changed anything. | knew that
much of her. The eyes of Ammon | will not forget; they
arched a little in sadness m xed wth hunor and a hint of
some ot her personal nessage which only she woul d know.
Ammon's face was assuredly one of fluid nood changes,
including a total unyielding bl ankness which he was
apparently able to summon at wll. Still, | was convinced
that | had glinpsed another enignatic face this tine, that
of the trickster, the great artificer who only half believed
anyt hing, even his own schenes. However, it was quite
possi bl e that he had once again fooled ne. The video faded
upon an inscrutable smle, and Jurith was again before ne.

"I never met ny grandfather, Mrabul, but I know him
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| understand him After one viewing, | put this video away
because I was not yet ready to grieve over the m ssed
opportunity of developing a relationship with nmy forfeited

grandparent. It also pained me to look at the Amon in this
video. | returned to watching our enotion-filled neetings,
al nost reveling in ny despair. | knew that Amon woul d have
kept copies. | didn't want to think beyond that.

Toward the end of these Laom days and nights in the
room what | viewed becanme a burlesque. The hunor arrived
when | began to visualize ny entire preoccupation, to | ook
down upon nyself nelting into the video. Onh, the way we two
Juriths | ooked. The two selves enslaved in heated enotion
couldn't help but eventually produce such hunor. Still this
comc relief was not an effective cure for the heroine of
the absurd. The older Jurith insisted upon the reality of
the finite, the hopel essness of hope, but it neant nothing
to reason it out and try to stop. | did go on with it.

| enmerged fromthe roomdrained, pretendi ng work
fatigue but already with a new schene of nadness assenbling
itself, or assenbling Ammon. | would recreate himin ny
wor kpl ace: the android wonb. | would rmake him better than
he had been, a nonviolent, peace-Iloving, humanoid engine.
sequestered nyself away, making ny workplace off limts for
anyone except ny android assistants. | |abored |Iong and
feverishly on ny nost perfect of perfect creations. M
col | eagues all began to stare closely at ne. | often
| aughed too loudly at dinner, and only stopped when one
evening | caught a glinpse of Nima el bowing Roggi with a
| ook of concern. | feared they would begin questioning ne,
and | couldn't have that. | could never admt to anyone ny
private dream it had to be entirely under ny control
entirely my owmn world where nothing could be danaged or
altered as it had been in the past.



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 189
Finally I brought ny new Anmmon to ny room He wal ked
t here beside ne while everyone slept. You cannot imagine ny
euphoria as | noved through this climactic nonment. He was
all mne fromhis encyclopedic mind to his flaw essly
cultured skin. You will forget that he is an android,
Mrabul, as | alnost did. He conversed with nme and, yes, he
loved ne...the ultimate vanity of ny creative power. But,
al as, he was not Ammon; he was Jurith! | found no great
satisfaction in this. | was forced to admt that what nade
Ammon whol |y Ammon was the part of himto which | had
beli eved nyself dianetrically opposed, the violence and
vengeance of his animal nature. Since it was the whole
Ammon who appealed to ne, | had to conclude that | |oved
this bellicose nature. | was laid low. Even the great
physi cal healer Roggi with all her ingenious curatives and
psychot herapi es could not have purged this secret illness
frommy soul, although she was never asked to attenpt it.
But let me backtrack a little and explain how ny self-
destructive gane was pl ayed.
At each visit he would energe fromthe panel behind
this tapestry you see at ny back, where he otherw se
remai ned, sleeping the blissful sleep of androids, storing
up energy and deepeni ng and broadeni ng his thought by
exponential figures with nasses of information | had
selected for him | not only wanted himto appear to | ove
me but to appear to be ny spontaneous friend, sonmething the
real Ammon had never had a chance to becone. Wat audacity.
But did not an ancient phil osopher once say that to appear
to be is to be? Amon Il did begin to take on a life of his
own, increasingly unpredictable even to nme, with a rapidly
mul ti plying conplexity of personality I could only vaguely
have anticipated. He was an open-ended system-- |ike nman
hinmself. | was both fascinated and guilt ridden. Sonetines



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 190

when | awoke with a start in the night | tried to hate the
original for having created this terrible need in ne. W
reasoning told me we had neither of us created anything in
the other but only, in a fortuitous neeting, responded in
t he ways our genes denmanded of us. My reasoning told ne
this...l did not always listen, but | couldn't hate.

| had given ny android the exuberance of Amon. H's
Ammon voice both thrilled and frightened ne. Al this | had
stolen from Ac”mmon's video -- Did Anmon program ny request
for his holovideo, a request |I'd made out of the blue when
was with him or had nmy subconscious fornmulated this schene
when | asked for the holovideo? -- the matrix, as | cane to
call it when | first showed portions of it to ny alert
creation. He watched his archetype with great interest, his
dark, linpid eyes working like two intelligent caneras.
After awhile he began to run his fingers through his black
human hair touched with just a |l ock of gray, and to affect
ot her gestures and nmannerisnms which startled even ne with
their authenticity. He was programmed to continuously
assimlate information, thus, | wouldn't let himsee the
portions of the fil mwhere Amon spoke of war or vengeance
or any violent intent. As ny android s character deepened
so did his attention to me. He began to understand that he
was to have a position of equality, even at tines the sane
authority which Amon had because he was ny benefactor and
teacher. | preferred his |oss of subservience, as |'ve
never liked this quality in any human, and at last | allowed
nmyself to forget that | was his creator.

Qur tal ks were wonderful adventures for ne, | should
say for both of us, invigorating and beautifully reasonabl e.
He was, of course, always logical, but | began to see a
reflection of carefully observed enotion. He appeared and
acted as though he possessed feeling, which ultimtely cane
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to mean that he felt. Nowyou will say I'mplaying with
semantics, but | no |longer considered the difference, and he
becane what he imtated, just as we becone what we mne in
early learning. | made videos of our conversations, and one
is included in this conversation with you. Wen you | ook at
this, you will see for yourself. Howwll you judge me?"

| stopped the video for a mnute. Ws | ready for
this? Jurith too could split apart |ike Amobn into
different personalities. But why should this surprise nme?
They were both so inordinately conplex. | poured nyself a
fermented malt which |I'd been saving for sone speci al
nmonment, having decided this was certainly that tine. It was
a fine distillation, one I mght never see the |ike of
again, made on the distant colony of Esquite. It went down
dry with the snooth gingery aftertaste of overripe fruit,
setting up a curl of warmh in my viscera which encouraged
me to |l ean over and start the video. The dark room of the
l[ittle shuttle pilot's digs cane to |life again, back in
another world, and | can't deny that | was a totally
enthrall ed and zeal ous participant. | hesitate to say
voyeur. .. but, yes.

There were the brilliant tapestries of Jurith's
octagonal room Mre was seen of it this tinme, and | was
surprised at how rmuch nore inpressive it was viewed in this
manner. It held the sane sharp nystery which a room
achi eves when only a portion is seen reflected in a mrror.

Jurith and the android were sprawl ed on the huge vicuna
cushi ons pl aced beneath a renmenbered garden tapestry of a
predom nantly scarlet hue. They were tal king ani matedly,
and as | studied the android with grow ng fascination
realized the true genius of Jurith's work. | could no nore
think of himas an android than | could think of Jurith as
one. Except for a photograph, | had never seen Anmmon unti l
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the previous video, and the two figures were identical. He
was arguing with Jurith rather playfully but insistently
about the matri x.

"Why don't you let ne see it inits entirety?”

"I see no reason not to be perfectly honest with you,
Ammon.  You m ght take on characteristics which cause ne
deep sadness. .. abhorrence."

"How coul d they? You knew of himwhat is called | ove."

"Do you think you couldn't nake ne sad?"

"I"'msure | can, by not being him"

"You're far too clever."

"Do you think I can be sad, Jurith?"

"I think you can be anything you choose to be."

"But being doesn't matter unless | can feel. A |esser
exi stence would be illogical. W have discussed the ancient
phi | osopher who said that you are what you do. 1In order to

appear sad, one nust ultinately becone sad.”

"I made you, Ammon."

"You nmade ne so that | could nmake you."

"What do you nean?"

"I mean so that | could rmake you conplete. You are
apparently inconplete, Jurith, or why would you have done
me? You want ne to know | ove as he did."

"I can't quite agree. | want it to be a better
relationship. | want you to be a friend."

"This is paradoxical, Jurith. You won't allow ne to be
t he Amon you | ove, but you want nme to |ove you in the sane
way. |'mperfectly capable of making love to you. | [|ack
not hing for the act but your permssion.”

"Ammon, you are disturbing ne."

"If you think I'mincapable of tenderness, |let ne show
you. M maker is tender, and therefore | am Correct?"

"Yes," Jurith nuttered and threw back her head, closing
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her eyes.

The android studied her in a curious way then bent his
head and ki ssed her throat. She |unged away from hi m and
sat up.

He smled. "You want a |over, but you won't allow ne
to have the qualities you |love. What can | deduce from
t hi s?"

"Don't deduce anything now, please. |I'mtired. | just
want to tal k, not argue.”

"You do look tired. Let ne rub your shoulders. You're
so tense. You're not happy. Does this feel good?"

“Wonderful . "

"l exist to nake you happy. Isn't that so?"

"There is irony in your voice, Amon. | can't believe
my own achievenent. You are far nore than | could have
envi sioned. Don't be anbiguous. | want clarity.”

"So do I. I'mnot happy, Jurith.”

"Stop that! Please.™

"I think that | have sonething I nmust do. Sonething to
whi ch you hold the key. You nmust unlock that place."

"Pl ease believe ne, Anmon, there is nothing in the
video which will nake you perfect...far fromit."

"I think I'"'malready perfect. | believe | nust strive
for inmperfection.”

"Ch, | don't know whether to laugh or cry."

"Perhaps it isn't in the video as you say, Jurith, but
there is an unknown quantity which | nust have. Wy did you
allow me to watch himmaking | ove to you? How can | return
to my sleep after that? How can | let you | eave this roon?"

"You have no choice."

"I think you have enmascul ated ne with your idealism™

At this Jurith | ooked at her creation with true shock
on her face. Wthout knowi ng what it was, he had struck at
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the truth so precisely that she was devastated."

"What did | |eave out, Amon? Answer that."

"You're playing with ne. You're very intelligent,
Jurith, and expedient. You don't nmke things on such an
infinite scale as he who sits before you without a function.
VWhat is m ne?”"

"To be ny friend...to..."

"To appear to | ove you?"

"Of course.”

"And expect nothing? Then why did you nake ne so
intelligent, so...entire? Any fool could |ove you. Wy are
you | aughi ng?"

“I think 1've created a nonster."

"Amusing. Could it be that | |ook and gesture |ike
Ammon but | amreally you, Jurith?"

"You know it could."

"And you want ne to | ove nysel f?"

"Which self, your self or ny self?"

"Aren't they the same?"

“"No. |'ve given you all of Amon that | know. "

"All of his external parts and a small section of his
m nd, hardly worth nmentioning. The rest is you. One can
only assenble from personal experience, fromwhat is
assimlated."

"There is a little nore than that. You have sonet hing
of ny coll eagues Larstev and Pysu in your excellent Amon
body. Are you dissatisfied?”

"I think I am You are inside this skin. |[|'ve |earned
that man i s capable of nmuch corruption. Apparently |I'm not.
|'ve been nmade to loathe it. [|'ve never seen anything but
this roomand you, study-videos, and the room| was born in.
What do you think would happen to nme if you let ne out?”

"Nothing. There is no corruption on Laom"™
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"Why can't | see your coll eagues?"

"I believe that you're the result of a perversion in
nysel f."

"And you're ashaned."

"No. You see you started out as a wonderful secret in
a lonely, tenporarily slightly unbalanced m nd. Even though
you helped to heal nme -- that is, not altogether but in sonme
ways -- | still want to keep you to nyself. Anyway, there's
not hing to be gai ned by neeting anyone el se.™

"I think it would extend ny personality to observe how
ot hers see you."

"Possibly."

"Did you think I would do and say only what you
want ed..li ke a robot ?"

"Of course not. You know |l didn't. That would be very
unintelligent. You can eat and sleep and even dream quite
remar kable. You have infinite variables at your conmand.™

"l probably should not show | ove for you, Jurith, but I
can't help nyself. It's a part of ny role.”

"You see, you really are very much |like your prototype,
Doct or Ammon. "

"He didn't want to | ove you? Wy?"

"Humans are extrenely conplex. He did but he didn't.
He had other fish to fry."

"A curious idiom It means you were an obstruction?"

"Yes, in a way, but I was also one of the other fish."

"He was using you for sonething else, then, and his
unexpected attachnment interfered with this other purpose.”

"Precisely."

"This is very intriguing."

"Yes, no doubt."

"You don't find it so?"

“"More disturbing than intriguing.”
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"Have you figured it out?"

"Most of it. Don't look at me like that with those
beautiful liquid orbs, Amon. | feel as though you are
| ooking right into nmy brain...reading ny mnd."

"As he could do."

"Yes."

"Your reason for com ng here and your reason for being
sent, were they not one and the sane?"

"They were not. | had other fish to fry too."

"You canme here to nmake perfect androids with the rare
el emrent which is the apex of ny brain, and to nake a perfect
life."

"There is no such thing as a perfect life. Only you
are perfect, Amon...so very perfect.”

"I nust escape this perfection sonehow. | believe it
is arelative thing sought only by you. There can be no
perfect state, for to be perfect is not to exist at all.
Isn't that so?"

"Such high nentation."”

"Well, would Doctor Ammon think ne perfect?”

"I can't answer that."

“Can't or won't?"

"Wn't."

"Then he would not...unless..

"What ?"

"Unl ess that's why he | oved you, because you did not
have certain of his qualities in you...because he thought
you were perfect and that you m ght conplete him"

"I"'msorry to | augh, but now you really are talking
about relative perfection. M dear friend, I1'mso very far
fromperfect--"

"But not to him Man's idea of perfection can only be
a relative thing, not an absolute, for man cannot i magi ne
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the absolute called perfection. For himyou were perfect.
Was he perfect for you?"

"No. "

"Then together you were perfect.”

"Pl ease stop unless you want to see ne go nmad."

"You won't. You are very sane.

"He sent you here to find Laomte. Elsewhere it is
very scarce and known only as 77. It is needed for a great
warring nation."

Jurith junped up with a naked expression of fear. "How
did you find this out? Wat do you know of war, Amon?"

"I have studied the history of the home planet. | know
that war is a great evil and nmuch admred. | know that
cannot permt it to come near you. | believe that Doctor
Amon approved of war and this is why there is a kind of war
wi thin you, Jurith."

"Nol

"But he engaged in it."

"He wasn't able to see another way. War is engrailed
in man's brain very early as part of his birthright."

"But there is your way, Jurith: open comunication, a
tradi ng of needs, nothing clandestine, honest verbal
exchange, face to face. This is what you taught nme...a
state of mutual respect."”

"He wasn't able to see that...or at least to use it."

"Because he is flawed."

"No, don't you see, Anmon, | amflawed, a flawed nenber
of society. | had to | eave because | could not survive on
the Hustler planet and carry out ny work. Eventually I
woul d have clashed with them been vilified and destroyed.
| was different and could not be silent. There are sone who
can, but I couldn't. | was brought up to respect living
humans. You see, | nyself was an experinent. | was taught
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that my owmn flesh nmust be used to the highest achi evenent
and not desecrated. And beyond this | had a dream of...yes,
a relative kind of perfection, a yearning to bring nyself
new into a world of ny own naking."

“If you are flawed than I am flawed," the android Amon
said with a pleased grin.

"No! You are perfect."

"Because | cannot die...is that what you nean? But |
can be destroyed. Wuld he destroy ne?

"Jurith, why are you crying. Cone here to ne."

"No, Amon, no. | can't bear it! | can't bear it
anynore. Ch, |'ve done such a terrible thing."

"No, sonething very good. Wy can you not see that?
have many constructive ideas always formulating. | would
like to get out of here, to go and make nysel f useful for
you. The ideas seemto grow and grow, and | have your
wi shes to consider. | can carry on with your ideas, do
things for you that even you cannot inagine. Let ne show
you, Jurith, how this Amon can love. | amthe real Amon."

The video went blank and then Jurith reappeared al one.

"I wwsh | could see your face, Mrabul. | would know
at once what you thought. | will sinply inmagine that you
are both shocked and inpressed. | mean inpressed with him
| nyself was inpressed. He cane to have just the bal ance of
man and woman in himwhich | have always striven to make.

"You are wondering what happened to him | let him
have free run of our entire village as |long as the others
were asl eep. He began to wander about while they slept,
investigating things, but he did obey nmy wi shes and kept out
of sight of everyone. Then one night we had an especially
tender and novi ng conversation. He repeated everything he
had said at the end of the video you saw, vow ng that he
woul d carry on with ny ideas. He was remarkably incisive
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and expressed the opinion that he could best nmanifest his
| ove for ne by the acconplishnent of good deeds of far-
reachi ng consequences. | was fascinated and deeply touched,
al though I never quite knew what he intended. Wat he had
been telling me that evening was goodby, M rabul, another
silent goodby from Ammon. He left the same night, took a
shuttle and di sappeared frommny life. | told the others |I'd
sent an android out in it and that it was probably
destroyed. Possibly ny beautiful Amobn was done in by
Harquint. | grieved as though I had |ost a brother, for
truly I had, but it was | who sent himaway.

| cannot very well convey how nagnificent he becane
over the period of tine that he was devel oping. | nade
vi deos of our conversations and studied his progress. It
was |i ke watching a seedling growtall, put forth sweeping
branches and conme into full blossom He was a near perfect
creation, assum ng wi sdomin quantum | eaps, mnute by
mnute. | first treasured himas a work of art, but he
qui ckly outgrew such a designation. He was |like a germfree
void in his honesty and goodness, but he was al so
gui l el essly powerful. Yes, those are the words for what he
became. If the opportunity had been his, |I knew that he had
becone capabl e of manipulating others, as | suppose | often
do for the sake of peace. Unlike humans, my Amon had no
sense of evil in hinself and rightly so, for in himit
didn't exist. He could manipulate his environnent with only
his purity of intent.

"Despite my dark thoughts, |I like to pretend that he
survived. He is the nost wonderful thing that | ever set in
notion, except for Qyoo. Isn't it a strange irony that it
was his inperfect prototype who inspired nme to do this? He
knew that | suffered hopel essly because he was not Amon and
yet he could reward ne richly with his friendship and
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devotion. In that last hour as we sat in this roomtalking,
he took ny hand and told ne that everything he did would be
for nmy benefit and that there was no other reason for himto
exist. This was not a playful utterance. It was deadly
serious and left nme awestruck. H's words and manner had the
quality of a vow which could never be tanpered with. Had
really set this creature in notion? Yes, yes, and yes!
"When | heard his words | couldn't respond. | know
it's difficult for you to see how | could be so affected.
There is the love a nother has for her child, as | |ove
Qoo0. The love | felt for ny creation at that nonment was
very like maternal |ove, but still different. Wile the
feeling remained, it freed me fromthe need of anything, as
t hough I had managed at |ast to reach a shining place at the
end of the mnd, and if there were nowhere else to go, if it
all stopped there, it would be all right. | also knew at
that nmonment that ny Anmon was conplete, if only for ne, free
of corruption. | began to tell himabout the androcide,
about Harqui nt, about Qyoo, about everything. He insisted
on going imediately to Harquint, and | let himslip away as
t hough I had sent him Mrabul. This happened quite awhile
before you arrived. His physical |ikeness to Anmpn was so
| ovely and so painful. | feared wanting him and he grieved
over this. It was like a terrible itch which couldn't be
scratched. | couldn't bear it. Nevertheless, | would not
have sent himoutright, but | knew that he would find a way
to go -- have | repeated Doctor Amon's obvious duplicity?
| never heard from himagain. Nothing changed. Harquint
went on in the sane way. But | can't stop thinking of ny
new Ammon's final words. He said, 'You're ny creator, ny
spirit, and ny reason. You're the way | will be, Jurith.’'
"Pl ease don't think me deluded or prideful when | tel
you that if he was destroyed it was far nore than a personal
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loss. It was a nonunental |oss for which | bear the heavy
burden of responsibility.

"I nmust bear so nuch responsibility...for nmy friends
and ny androids and, nost of all, for Qoo. |[|'ve begun to
concentrate nore and nore on what nust be done. Roggi
doesn't know how close | amto agreeing wth her. For a
time it seemed enough that Qyoo should | ove nme w thout
guestion, but this is horribly selfish. [|'ve now watched
her trapped in the nost severe fit she has ever experienced.
| could see a force inside her struggling to assert itself,
a terrible shapel ess agony striving fiercely to achieve form
and purpose, but not as | once struggled with all the power
and cunning at nmy command. In watching Qoo, | felt as if |
nyself were rising out of a dark illness and about to cone
upon the truth of sonething large and inportant in ny life.
| now believe that inportance is Qoo made whol e. | nstead
of running to Roggi and her drugs, | held Qoo and | et her
fight wwth me. It was as though Anmmon and | were fighting
out an old battle inside her flesh, flesh delicate and pale
as orchid petals, reddened and contorted in an ugly hel pl ess
fury. This is the anger of frustration which is in us all,
but we danper it down until it only snolders. Qyoo cannot.
She fought nme and pushed herself away with what seened such
a violent hatred that | began to cry. ©h how I how ed,
Mrabul. M heart broke all to pieces. 1In the mdst of
this | felt cool hands brushing against ny face, and there
was Qyoo. She put her arnms around ne and smled. 'Oh,
Qo0,"' | said, 'You have far too much love in you.' And the
nonent | said it the words twisted |ike a knife, because
Ammon had once said the sane words to ne. | realized that |
had no nore right to hold Qoo inside her tangled brain than
Ammon felt he had to hold ne back. Qoo never renenbers her
rages, and it is her exquisitely peaceful nonments of pure
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i nnocence which have kept me frominterfering. But no
| onger. The tinme has come for Roggi to begin her work.
Qyoo nust have her chance as we all have it. | foresee in
her a great bright star. There is a snmall chance of her
extinction, but I won't think of it any |onger.
"Now, ny friend, ny personal historian, you know a
great deal nore. And what will you do with this exclusive
informati on? Knowing ne, knowing ny life here, at |east

you' || understand why I've felt the need to tell you these
t hi ngs, to conmuni cate from such a distance. | know you
won't forget us, Mrabul. | know you understand that we

have the preneditated formof a beautifully shaping design

"A few last words: Not |long after you arrived here, |
recei ved sketchy word that a young hi storep was speedi ng
here to investigate Laomand its Juroids. | had decided
that after you, dear old fool, | could not withstand further
investigation of ny private history, that | would give the
young cub a cursory tour and send himoff. But as things
devel oped, | thought this person woul d make an excel |l ent
courier to you -- you see how | revere you -- that you could
t hen | earn perhaps what happened here. Your young col | eague
will arrive as you depart. Since you nust |eave, | hope you
won't begrudge himthis opportunity. After ny neeting with
Harquint, 1'Il send the historep to overtake you at white
speed. Look for his account at H30. | have no nane to
give you, but you'll sniff out the information, | know. See
to the good of Laom ny friend. | won't say goodby."

The pale face of Jurith faded, and | felt inmense
fatigue, but | began pacing and pacing until ny little
roommate entered. She led nme to the bed and handed ne a
gl ass of the coolest juice. It went down so innocently, but
it wasn't at all what | intended in ny feverish thirst.

Al nost imediately | could feel nyself slipping into a
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comat ose pl ayground of shadowy figures. | sawthe girl's
eyes shining in the artificial Iight and reached for her
body. "What is it? Blast you! Wat have you given ne?"

“"No, no, Mrabul!" she gasped, slipping fromny nunbing
fingers. "You need this...sonmething wonderful from Moda to
make you sleep. No side effects...only a nice diversion.™

| raged, falling back on the pillows helpless as a
particle caught in a solar wind. As | drifted away from
myself in little bits of mst, distorted faces flashed

before ne. | renenbered vaguely sonet hing she had said
about this incredible new drug. "Enter into another's
dream ™ | nuttered. "Enter another's dreamof life...life
of dreans."

| seened to be awakening with an abrupt inpact of such
clarity I was astounded. Sonething in nme still clung to the
idea that | was sleeping, but the sense of reality was too
powerful, too imediate. | was traveling, traveling swiftly
and with a sharp awareness. Was ny strong desire for Laom
taking me there? Wuld this experience finally bring ne the

knowl edge |'d been seeking ever since | left? But |I'mnot
asl eep, not asleep, | insisted. Incredible! 1'mawake. W
Laomfriends are near...l’min your center...you encircle

me. Everything is always in black and white sharpness here
on Laom There, the dark-shadowed nountains |ike great
fangs tearing at the sky. But |I'maquivering with the nost
gut-w enching fear and excitenment, because |'m about to know
sonet hing. She has |eapt out of the past and into ne. Yes,
| amJurith. Listen to ne. | amJdurith, Mrabul, Laom
all! and I know sonet hi ng...soneone is approaching in the
shape of an answer...three dinensional, a beating heart.

M rabul, Mrabul, you cannot escape ny words. Hear ne.
| amthinking of you with all the power of my thought.
sense the omnous. | call ny nessenger, and you respond.



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 204
Qur minds neld in waking dreans. You, once an outsider,
have cone inside. | need you. There is sonmething you can
tell me. Do you renenber? A word, a nanme. | analyze,
begi nning to know fragnments of truth. What is it? Help ne.
In a few nonments | nust try to resolve this ugly
situation, a very destructive little war. Yes, Mrabul,
own it is a war! One of great consequence. It radiates out
fromthis small quarter, endangering distant places.
Time is passing fromne. Now, Mrabul, do you see how

time is bent? |[|'ve been sleeping, the old sleep of cool
preparati on which sunmmons nmy strength of mnd. Sleep is
everything to ne. Here in ny crystal | use sleep. Harquint
cones at last. War conmes! | don't go to neet this bold and

greedy warrior. His suit is blue-black, his visor, shining
gold. He carries a weapon, and ny col | eagues are outraged.
"Not necessary! Not necessary!"™ cry Nima and Larstev. But
Har qui nt cones as he pl eases, striding inexorably forward.

Roggi tells ne |I've slept too |ong.

"He's here and says he won't wait."

| struggle into the soft draping folds of nmy white
vi cuna robe, allow ng nyself to feel coddl ed and protected
by carefully fashioned cloth, the artificial outer skin, the
vain presence of man -- | think these trivial things slowy
and deliberately.

"Ch, he can wait a little," | say, imagining | am
irritated, but then I hear ny laughter, a little shallow and
nervous but consoling, and |I' m surpri sed.

"Where shall we neet?" | ponder half to nyself.

"He says he will only see you alone and he neans it,"
Roggi intones with worry.

"All right, send himto nme here."

“No! No, Jurith, not here, not Harquint here in your
crystal ."
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"Yes, here.” | laugh. "This isn't a hallowed place."
"But he has a weapon on his belt. W have no weapons
here. You know that, Jurith.”
"Well, then, if he kills ne you have ny perm ssion to
swat himlike a fly. Go now." Roggi grinmaces, rushes out.
| wait, |ooking around nmy crystal. | speak aloud to
calmnyself, "I forgot there is no place to sit. Does this
brutal effigy Harquint ever sit?" | wonder. | am | aughing
nervously again when | hear footsteps behind ne.
"Not if he can lie," says Harquint's anplified voi ce.
"How lie?" | ask with irony and calmat last. | am
studying this terrible dark force with gilded hel net as
t hough it were sonething I could fix.
He pulls off his helmet. His graying dark hair is a
wld grizzle, his eyes bl ack, black, bl ack!
| am blinded by something ny eyes refuse to see.
stunbl e back to the sheer dazzling walls of ny crystal, ny
hands searching the cold surface at ny back to touch
sonething fixed, to feel if | have really awakened for this
day or amstill asleep.
"Hello, Jurith,"” the voice unmasked says. "Is this
where you' ve slept so | ong?"
"Don"t, don"t!"™ | cry out. "Don't, don't do this!"
"Do what?" He laughs with great relish.
| can't feel the surface of ny crystal, can't feel
anyt hi ng, not even the floor where ny feet nust be. |
swal | ow and take hold of ny voice as though ny throat were a
fist. "Don't finish your evil design here...because you
take such delight in it...because you are who you are,
Doctor Ammon." | hear the dry whisper of the nanme and begin
to believe that nmy tongue hasn't lied. | have always said
he was dead, always believed he was alive, or was it the
ot her way around?
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“I"l'l do nothing to stop Laomfromexisting. You are

the outlaw, Jurith...if a praiseworthy one. But we nust
cone to terns, you and I. Control needs--"
"Control!"™ | scream "Control! Control is getting,

al ready getting!"
| shake ny head. Who is this person rattling inside
me? What has happened to ne? "Control?" | whisper,
t hi nking how far away it really is, and then ny head jerks
up, renenbering that Control is Amon and Amon i s here.
"Control is getting a pittance. You were sent here by
Control, for Control, and you have m sbehaved. .. hoarded,
m sappropriated our rare netal. And for this you are
fanmous, Jurith. |'ve roanmed the hills and valleys of space
for nore than twenty honel and years, and your nane and
handi work are known on every tongue. | too have sone of
your amazing androids -- there was one nost amazing. Yes,
you are famous, Jurith, but you didn't create 77; you only
renanmed it. Wiat kind of citizen are you? A selfish one?
Is it only fane you want after all? Are you going to fight
a war with nme now? Your inplenments of war will be only the
ones |, who represent Control, have | oaned you as patrols.
hy

mnot a citizen,” | whisper, "...canme here not to be
acitizen..."

My chin falls down on nmy chest. The vessels in ny head
and neck are bursting. M right hand is a fist. | |ook at
it. For nore than twenty honel and years | have beaten on
your door, | think. There are the scars. M tongue is
dead, but where | bite it bleeds and | taste the brine of
shane. There is the lowly urge in ne to fight, to fight
hand to hand, to beat upon the closed bronze door of Ammon.
| swal |l ow and swal | ow ny shane until | can smle

"Of course not," | say. "There will be no war. Laom

is yours, Control's, however you care to say it. You should
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have told nme in the beginning, the very begi nning who you
were, or did |l knowit?...was this an experinent too?"
"A nonent ago | clearly saw that you wanted to kill ne.

I f 1 handed you this weapon," he says, touching his belt,
"would you put it to ny head and finish me? Now you smle.
But you still want to kill nme, and you can't stand it,
Jurith, because it nakes nme right."

"Let ne see it," | say, "How do you kill with it?"

"Sinple. You hold it thus and press,” he says, handing
it to ne.

"You know | wouldn't kill you...don't you, Ammon,

Har qui nt. .. whoever you pretend to be?"

"I'"'m Quithran Ammon, Control's first outward bound
Commander," he says. There is great anusenent and not a
little sarcasmin his voice.

"Quithran...Quithran?"

"As to you, you haven't changed. Even | don't know
what you would do to nme...or have done to nme, Jurith.”

| am backing up slowy, |ooking at Anmon who is smling
earnestly now, no differently, | inagine, fromthe way he

sm | ed when we sat outside the restaurant near the park so

| ong ago, so far away. | don't want to feel anynore what |
feel. | don't want to feel at all. "I see ny work is
finished...that 1'mout of work now." | |augh...a hollow
sound. | turn the weapon on nyself and press the bar.

Ammon steps toward ne, reaches out and takes the weapon
away. There is sonething nore that needs to be done before
it works. 1'mshaking badly, since | haven't expected to be
alive. | no longer ook at him only at the floor. | am
Jurith, scientist with honed analytical mnd, and ny world
has abandoned ne again as ny knees are about to do; they
give way but | force nyself to rise up

"You thought | would kill you,"” | hear nyself whisper.
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"Bl ack suns! You are anmazing. But what you did is
conpletely in character, exactly what | should have
expected. | really can never quite believe who you are,
Jurith." His frown is a dark study. He is violently angry
because ny attenpt on nyself was so easy, so quick

"Anot her of your experinments? Ch, you thought I would
kill you!” 1 interject. "You know that |I could never handl e
| arge, cruel enotions, but | think now you have cured ne."

"CGood, " he answers.

W stand in silence. His presence fills the room this
terrible force field draining ny energy. The light shifts
and careens off ny skull. Wth averted face, | stare at
prisms, concentrating with all ny strength.

"Jurith, you are a giant. Don't cower. Look here!"

"l don't cower, not before you. | sinply don't want to
| ook. You rem nd ne of someone | knew once, but not very
well at all. | wish you would go now. This farce is over.
Laomis yours to do with as you want. | won't stay here as

Control's slave."

"I's your child mne too?" he asks, and | feel such a wild

surge of anger | don't know how ny body contains it.
"No," | say. M hands are clenched fists.
"Jurith, you are lying. Let ne see it."
"It is a young woman. Her nane is Qoo. Qy-0-0,"
spell it out slowy.

"Qyoo? | see. Were is she?"

"Resting. She's had surgery."

"Why? Answer ne. [|'Il think about it and know. "

"Because she was nostly love...too nmuch love. | think
she got it fromnme. It drove her mad. Now she'll be nuch
better...only half love. | need surgery too."

Ammon steps toward nme, the dark suit defining threat, a
nmuscul ature of power. | back up, throw ng out mnmy hands.
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"You! You, Amon, are one quarter lust...excuse ne,
fal se love, one quarter Control -- a war machine -- and the
other parts...ego and black magic. One quarter played with
nme and one quarter used nme and one quarter experinented and
one quarter sated itself. 1Isn't that howit went? O was
it one quarter only that..."

Ammon is nethodically renoving his blue-black suit.

"I nmust take this off. [It's very unconfortable. [|'m
sweating. "

| am begi nning to shake, ny voice, ny hands,
everything, rattling like a bare branch in an ice storm

“"No, it was not even false love...it was one quarter
experinment and one quarter Control you felt for ne."

Ammon is still piling clothes on the floor. "Cone
here," he says, standing bare-chested in fatigue pants.

"“I"ve deceived us...I1’Il kill you now," | say.

"Good," he answers, "a normal, healthy response at
last. Cone here, then, and I'll show you how to do it. But
first put all my quarters back together. 1'Il tell you
exactly how they work."

"My androids!” | cry out, "only they are real."

| nove forward a nere fraction, refusing to be caught,
but | need to read his eyes. They are the code | nust
deci pher. Something strange has happened. | stop dead and
| ook at himbathed in the dazzling Iight of my unopaqued
crystal. He is a blinding density, painted with prismatic
bands of color, an ancient hol ographic icon, shining in
mul ti colored skin. Such a classic pose of contradiction,

t he snoot h-spoken, hard experinentalist, the restless
freebooter, eyes glowing in a red band, forehead in blue,
chest in green. | draw back. | know the colors wll fade,
that 1| am asleep. But Amon has reached for ne with quick
i npati ence, taken hold of me! | know that I'mnot going to
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awaken nmercifully fromthis agony which has paral yzed ne. |
am already fully conscious, already delivered to the brink
of time-leaping insolence -- nowin a violet band -- held
t here cl ose enough to see everything, to know even the
remote flickering of the orphan's death watch. | see the
whol e chronicle of Amon: the abandonnent, the early fear
whi ch tenpers netal for certain reprisal, the shattering of
one quick spring turning on sinple carnal desire, the worny
rose of dark disappointnment, the guilt of cool battles which
once seened bl oodl ess, the huge curiosity crippled by tedium
and anger, the terrible solitude of mstrust. | see...| see
eyes that are deep, black, vengeful rivers of sorrow. "No!"

"Now, " he says, tightening his grip, "here's alittle
peri phrastic sonething. Pay attention. |'mfour quarters
to the twelfth power in need of Jurith, and the bl ack abyss
take the rest."”

"You are a multitude of colors,” | whisper, but it's
only an enpty phrase to bal ance ne.

"I think I"minpotent. Too many cosm c rays. Ah, but
| will have you, Jurith.”

We cone together. M/ eyes linger on the wy nouth
because | can't renenber ever seeing it dissolve into this
kind of smle, a careless boy's pleasure expanding in a
green band of light and fading into cream its touch burns
and everywhere his hands burn and then his body, sinking
down on ny soft vicuna bed. Al the colored light is
focused white, as ice feels pressed agai nst hot skin.

Ammon is not inmpotent. | don't know whet her he neant
it or not. I'mnot a seer now and ny reasoning mnd has
shut down. | have at last no sense of tine passing. M

world has narrowed to skin, the firm space-logged skin of a
time Master. M head is on his chest, ny eyes myopic and
wanderi ng anong a forest of gray-black curls.
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"I don't know if you're telling ne the truth,” | say
wi th slow | anguid voi ce.
"About being inpotent?" he asks, grinning and | eaning
on his el bow

“No, no!" | hear nyself | augh.
"I"ve told you the truth, Jurith. | am Control and
will oversee Laomto that end, but I'm-"

| sit up, nmy heart beating wldly.

"I thought | cured you of large, cruel enotions," he
says, pulling ne down and tucking ny head under his chin.
“In this | don't conpromse, Jurith. This is the way ny
reality deals with unwi el dy enpbtions. Once | sat outside

with you in a golden sutmmer. |t was the day of your

ni neteenth birthday. | wanted to eat you up, to nibble and
devour until you and your exclusive, excluding uniformwere
all just me. It was a tine-fangled way of getting a badly
needed soul. Soul, | say, for want of a better word. There

is an ancient practice of eating our enemes...we should
really eat those we |ove. You know the rest. You left, and
| left The Tower. W both had work to do, but in a sense |
foll owed you so that you wouldn't escape ne in time. Al ways
at the end of ny travels was Jurith. You were ny catalyst,
nmy force...peace. Ah, hot enblem now you're all the

Wi | dness that is left in nme, the fire in nmy heart.”

"How coul d you | eave The Tower? | thought they... How
could they let you? You were to be a new era, a new-"

"And so | am aml not? | left with careful design and
the hel p of power-hungry Menren. | didn't begrudge him

that. He was schooled for the pro tem Seat by ne. W
arranged sonething for The Club and the sub-power of mce.
The Cub agreed to try ne in absentia, for the sake of
appearances. Appearances are very inportant to them How
t hey nust have quavered when Menren, with all the cunning |
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had taught him nade nme a hero of the populace. It took
years for the story to catch up with ne. | was deeply

engaged and didn't care, but | can't deny the satisfaction.
"I took the First Fleet and did The Cub's work for it,
but it was ny work, ny responsibility, my idea. No, that
isn't quite right. It was your idea too, Jurith. The
Col oni es were com ng apart at the seans, but after twenty
odd years, | think I've sewn them up again. Woever now
occupies my Seat hardly knows or cares. The one in The
Tower presides over a nonunental abstraction. For him any
abstraction will do as |long as he perceives a sense of order
within The dub, any kind of order as long as he feels at
the center of it. But the absolute center of man's universe
is his own brain, and the depth of his inmagination is what
gui des or shackles him You, above all others, know this
very elenentary fact. As long as |I'malive out here, | am
still Control, and The Seat on the Hustler planet is nute.
"So |'ve been a space sojourner, chasing nyself through
relative realities as a dog chases its tail. 1've done what
| set out to do and done it always on the periphery of your
worl d. The col onies know ne only as Control, as Condor.
They are the life blood, what counts. They drug the nother
pl anet into stupefaction by its own decree, and drown it in
a glut of affluence with their aggressive commerce. They
thrive as it pulses after themw th its great arsenal, a
flagellating whip of inducenent. And I...l've sonetines
found a friend, been a friend out here, nore pleasing still.
"Should | use tinme-stretch to cone honme to die | wll
have full restoration. 1've been gone so |ong, have
mnistered so far that | amcanonized in life. A paradox.
Al'l | eaders should vanish in their prinme. 1've had an
extravagant freedom of which the poor Tower dwellers can
only dream | saw ny designs cone to fruition under nmy own
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hands, not always bl oody hands, Jurith. | did everything,
| arge and small, even cool mcro-node brain surgery in sone

remote places. Have you finished with your android
neur osur geons?"

"Yes. One of them assisted Roggi in Qoo's surgery."”

"I know a thousand places to send them Gay matter is
in crying need of your genius.

"But now |l want to see Qyoo. Qo00? You never knew ny
gi ven nanme?"

"No. But Qoo is--"

"I want to see her. Now, please."”

"Put on your clothes, then, and your helnmet too. [|'1lI
have to nmake sonme excuse.”

| go outside and notion for Roggi to | eave the others
and cone to ne.

"Harquint wants to see Qyoo. One of the young wonen on
his ship is so afflicted, and |I've told himabout our
neurosurgeons. | think this will help our cause. Let us go
quietly by ourselves. He's wearing his helnet to avoid the
bacteria of Laom Pl ease keep the others away, Roggi, so
that he doesn't feel threatened.”

Roggi nods her head doubtfully but faithfully responds
to ny request, and Anmon and | go quickly to Qyoo's chanber
where | seal us in. She is sleeping with such peaceful ness
spread over her pale face, the skin alnost translucent
agai nst the soft white pillows.

Ammon renoves his hel met and picks up Qyoo' s hand,
touching it to his lips. Her eyelids flutter, revealing the
di anond clear eyes. He stares into themfor |ong nonents,
and she stares back with wi de eyes whi ch acknow edge hi m
the father she has never seen. Wen | | ook at Amon, |
realize that he is telling her sonething. He has entered
her sharp wakeful dreamand | can only stand and watch. Now
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| am an outsider, observing two creatures of genetic kinship
share a profound secret. Qoo snmles then closes her eyes
and turns her face languidly away, lifting her hand up to
her chin.

"Remar kabl e, this blossomof ours,” he says, | aughing
wi th deep pleasure. "She's you, but whiter; perhaps it is
my al bino nmother. There is nothing of ny darkness in her."
"Ch, you're wong. She has a violence, a wldness
which longs to be set free. | tried to keep the Anmon in
her silent. Perhaps that's why she fought so hard. Now
she'll be free to have you. The unity of Amon and Jurith."
Tears spring to nmy eyes as | think of Javan and Lupe.
"Form dabl e!'" Amon excl ainms. "The universe can hardly
wi t hstand such a fusion.” H's face reflects hunor and
m schi ef and perhaps a shred of awe.

He touches her lips with the pad of his thunmb and

kneel s down to kiss her half-open mouth. "She will |ove
with ferocity,” he says. *“lI have told her so.”

Qutside ny crystal again, Roggi's brilliant eyes ask ne
just what | amdoing with Harquint, but I'mnot ready to say
anything. | feel a great deal of friction as we reenter ny
crystal in silence, leaving the others outside. | amaquite
inpatient. | turn around and say to them "Go and take care

of things. Wat can be happening while you re all standing
around here? W'IlIl be ruled by Juroids at this rate.™

can see by their puzzled eyes that they believe the worst
and fear for ne, but I'mthankful that at |east Pysu,
Larstev, and Nina admt they have pressing business to
attend. "I’
thick crystal behind nme and turn to Ammon.

He renoves his helnet and his bl ack eyes now | ook

m safe as a lanb,” | assure themas | seal ny

amazed at ny presence, as though nothing has cone before and
we have just net after twenty years.
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"What happened to Karak?" | ask.

"Bl ack suns! Let nme see your hand."

He exam nes the scar, pulling ne down on ny vicuna bed.

"I made love to you, holding your hand thus."

We begin the indelible scene all over again, tine
runni ng backwards. | feel as fragile as the young cadet who
lay in his arms then with the sanme ferocity of desire.

"Too many cosmc rays?" | finally gasp with rushing
| ungs.

"It does take longer in between these sweet nelds than
it used to," he says.

| throw ny hand over ny head, breathing in deep
breaths, and rise up, asking, "Wat happened to Karak?"

"Isn'"t this where we start over? Al right, all right,

you' re looking for your triunph. Don't leave nme. |'IIl tell
you. | deported the troubl enakers and tal ked and tal ked.
No, it sounds easy. It wasn't that easy. There was nore

bl ood spilled. There is always a ratio of spilled blood to
bended knees. But we'll let this accounting pass for now.
You saw what they grow, Jurith, when you were so busily

of fering yourself up for the Karakian cause.™

| had seen sonething in his eyes, a masked sorrow which
troubled nme, but | let it go. "Lagro, yes. W took it
along. Larstev grows a little."

"Yes, Lagro, anong other renmarkable things. | was
surfeited with produce there. They supplied the entire
First Fleet wth hardly an interruption of normal commerce.
And their Jurith they clained with zeal ous pride. In the
beginning | told them| came in the nane of Jurith's peace."

"Did you?"

"Yes, but it took awhile to nake that peace. You are a
great heroine there. | would like you to see...but wait a
little, wait a little. I'mnoving too fast."
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| smile dreamly. |1'mbusy touching ny lips to skin
planes in my mcro-world. Suddenly | look up into the sated
eyes. "Did you..." The eyes narrow intently. "D d you
ever..." | struggle with a question so hurtful mny heart
beats pain into ny throat.
"Yes," he answers in a carefully softened voice. "Lupe

and Javan net their end in a strange experinent and were
interred in MACRA's nausol eumwi th great cerenony." | fee
his arnms tightening around ne the way | hung onto Qyoo when
she slipped over into the tornent of madness. "They were so
val uabl e, so nuch loved, Jurith.” He dips his fingers into
t he tightening nuscles of ny back, massaging grief and
per haps reading the i mages flashing over ny brain.

| lielistening to his heartbeat, trying to think only
of the sound, but it says, Lupe and Javan, Lupe and Javan,
Lupe and Javan, forever and ever. No two nore vitally alive
humans ever exi sted, and yet | have al ways known | would
have to hear this, the total silence, the enptiness, the
finality of the lush, rich beauty which was Lupe and Javan.
Nowhere in the universe. Nowhere. "No," | whisper with
hollow refusal. "No!" M tears fall into a bed of curls.
Ammon thrusts his fingers roughly through ny hair to ny
scal p, for awhile his hard-clasped pal mdiffusing the pain.

"I found a photograph of you in the MACRA personnel
conputer. You before | knew you, in your parents' garden
| was stunned...printed it, carried it off...my only booty
inall the universe. It hangs in ny quarters. Blond Jurith
among crinson hol |l yhocks, face opening on blue sky."

| lie quietly, swmmng in sorrow, occasionally sighing
until | feel | rmust look at Amon. He has made ne | ook at
him focusing full attention on nme, holding hinmself silent
and scalding ne with his eyes.

"What?" | al nost shout, but | know what.



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 217

He smles a curious smle. "Not long after | arrived
out there, you released an amazing android," he says. There
is a slowess in his voice, reflective, alnost reverent.

"Yes," | say, falling quickly back on ny pillows. But
| amforced to neet the relentless black eyes with ny
curious mxture of pride and shane. "You' ve always known
that I'mflawed,” | finally add.

"You' ve been away fromne so | ong you now refer to your
amazi ng capacity for love as a flaw. Don't be ashaned,
Jurith. Your creation! Wat a daunting specinen, if you'l
pardon ny vanity...and fortuitous. | nmade good use of him
At first | was jealous of ny likeness. Jurith has no need
of me, such is her genius, | thought. | soon discovered
that he was nostly you di sgui sed as Anmon, and | al nost fel
inlove wth him He was too magnificent to rival Amon --
| nmean too perfect -- and far too kind and pacific."

"What did you do with hinP"

"The question nore properly is what will he do with
hinmself? | grieve to say he is nore faithful to Jurith than
his prototype. His future? Ah, what can we postul ate?
Fortunately, he cane hel neted...unusual for an android.”

"He left in his owm tinme and manner. The others didn't
know about him and | suppose he was protecting ne as well
as hinself...and even you."

"I see. Well, followng a security scan, he cane into
ny presence still helneted, as | have cone into yours. No
one had seen himbut ne. After ny initial shock, | spoke

with himand found himcharm ng and highly intelligent.
Perhaps he is Anmon in a state of grace: he | acked a desire
for self-preservation -- what nade you turn nmy weapon on
yourself, Jurith? 1t was the worst thing you could have
done to ne. O course, you knew that...wanted--"

"No, nothing so cunning or cruel. | thought you' d cone
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to taunt ne...would destroy us. | felt nyself finished."
"Perhaps you're right...that 1'ma quartered bl ack
sun...if | could cause that. Sone of ny quarters nust do
reprehensi bl e things, but the entirety of ne wants you."
"You'll lull me into a sense of security...no, never
that with you...l know how conpl ex you are. | know your
pl ans aren't finished...whatever they may be. They go
beyond the sinple |ove of Jurith."
"The | ove of Jurith sinple? Not to ne...it's what |'ve
conme for."
"And Laonf"
“Incidentally, Laom..of course, Laom"™
| laugh, sorry that nmy laugh is so bitter.
"Is this the sinple love of Jurith, or is it also
sonet hing conplex? WIIl | ever touch upon it wth ny bare
exi stence? Don't castigate nme too nuch, Jurith, not now at
this nmoment. Let's go on together here...renmenbering,
exploring...vulnerable. Please."
"I"'msorry. You as a psychiatrist knowthat I'"'min the

trauma of your sudden proximty. | lied. M love isn't
sinple but a conplex naze which loses nme. | only feel and
go on feeling. Wat is it that | want fromyou? | don't

know. How can sonething so powerful be so intangible, so
utterly nysterious? |'ve never wanted such power over ne.
It frightens ne to relinquish anything. You frighten nme."

"That gives nme no pleasure. [|'mnot a sadist. But
you' ve nearly described ny own feelings, except that | don't
fear you, Jurith. | fear your absence -- it once drove ne
to madness. Mdst of all | fear your non-existence, |ike a
sun burning out and making a very dark system"™

"If what you say is true, how can you...but, no, you' ve
expl ai ned how you can. .. al nost expl ai ned how you can. "

"Can what ?"
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“Murder ny androids."

"Ah, we've flashed on another channel. Now we're
t al ki ng about sonething else. You' ve cast off logic."

"What has logic to do with | ove?"

"Not hing, really nothing, but it has sonmething to do
with rightful ownership and, in particular, Laomte."

"And round and round we go. You'll find that |I'm stony
hard stone, adamant as the rock of Laom unbendabl e. .. but
destructible. No, Amon, | won't bend, but you can, of
course, destroy me."

"Bl ack suns! Just let ne |ove you!"

Ammon is not so gentle this tine in taking ne agai nst
him but exasperation soon nelts away and as quickly in ne.
We are gentle again, delicate in our approach, afraid of
pain, like shy children first nmeeting. These clashes
exhaust and confuse nme, but | accept them because of our
inflexible wills and because the sweetness consunes
everything else. | don't question, |I only imerse nyself in
giving and receiving...in the hot effusion of Anmon and
Jurith. Time falls away.

| lift nmy head and find Amon sleeping. |'ve never
seen him sleeping, the sinple luxury of it. Yet it is so
like death it frightens me. The light is different, and |
realize that I too have been sleeping. | wap ny white robe
around nme and ask the conputer to send Boaz with a |ight
supper and rose wine, then | return to A”mmon. | |ean on ny
el bow and try to think nyself inside his head. He opens his
hy

eyes, smling and reaching for ne. m spoi l ed with

contentnment,” he says against ny ear. "And hungry," he
admts. He begins pulling on his skin pants as though he
expects to go out in search of food.

"And you'll be fed."

ve al ready been fed. Look, you still blush. What
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menories that sunmons.”

Boaz cones with food, and |I'm astoni shed. He brings ne
back to reality. He is nore real to ne than Anmon. He
spreads the food on a cloth on the floor, as |I've instructed
himto do. There is fruit, sweet hot bread, cheese, and
rose wine, which | pour into the rock crystal goblets, so
beautifully carved by our android artisans that | am proud.

Ammon wat ches Boaz in silence, taking in his reverent
manner toward ne, and, | suppose, thinking of my android
Amon. | too think of my creation, and again questions |eap
into ny thought, but | speak of other things.

"Here's an apple from Larstev's orchard. Wat a genius
he is. You chose us all and put us together. | wonder if
you knew what woul d happen anpbng us. Can you know such
things wth your clairvoyance?"

"Sonetinmes | see things clearly and sonetinmes not.
Sonetinmes | don't want to." He turns to Boaz as he speaks.

"Goodby, Boaz. It was nice neeting you. You' ve taken
good care of ny wonman."

"Ammon! Boaz, you're not to speak of this to anyone.
Do you under st and?”

"OfF course | understand, Mstress Jurith.”

"Ch now don't be phony with ne. | w sh Roggi had
never taught you that form of address. Please, | ask you
nicely. You are to speak not a word of anything you saw or
heard in this room"

"I wll not speak a word, Jurith."

Boaz bows deeply to Ammobn who bows back, and | feel a
little fear of sonme kind, gnawing at the back of ny mnd
even as | am | aughi ng.

"Wiy do you have a nml e servant?”

"It seens better. The nen have wonen and the wonen

have nen
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"l see.™

"No, you don't see. You can't be jeal ous of Boaz?"

"Way not? He's had the luxury of your conpany ever
since the day he was created. But if I'mjealous it applies
sonewhere el se.”

"You' re thinking of your ectype.”

"Yes."

"W never finished this conversation. Wat did you do
with hinP" | ask.

"He becane a wel cone conpanion. | kept himin alittle
| ocked cell in my quarters and called himout at odd |onely
hours. Sonetines | imagined | was speaking to you through
my alter ego. | gave hima great deal nore information
about nyself and Control. He told nme that he would self-
destruct if forced to conmit violence. | may have fixed
that."

"But why should he say such a thing, unless you--"

"I didn'"t try to turn himinto a killing machine."

"You did the others.™

"Bl ack suns! You bl ew up one of ny cargo shuttles.™

"At that point there had been a near invasion and nmass

destruction, | believe. It was Pysu's idea. You do
remenber Pysu?"
"You're joking. | picked his brain clean."

"Then you nust have | aughed a great deal."

"He used to tell nme great long tales, very clever
fabrications...because for himanalysis was a gane."

“"Isn't it?"

"In a way, a rather stirring ganme...an artificial way
of making friends. But, yes, | did |augh a |ot, even though
| knew what he was up to. He had, still has, |'msure,
wonderful qualities | couldn't ignore. He was recomended
because of his extensive geol ogi cal know edge, that anong



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 222
ot her needed areas of expertise. The conedy was a bonus.
knew he woul d make you all |augh. He was used to being
al one for long periods of tinme, a studier, a thinker... witty
and sagaci ous. A natural for the Quester Expedition."
"He was of great help to ne on the journey...when
o ofell i

| see that |I'm maki ng Anmmon unconfortable, but | can't
stop. Yet, | nust stop this. But | hear my voice going on
Am | talking to ny anal yst now, |ooking for solace? Can the
perpetrator also cure the mal ady?

"Of course pregnancy was ny own fault...but then I fel
into a kind of madness. At first | didn't do very well.

It took all of ny strength to...and | couldn't give up
command. .. not at least until the very last...when | was
delirious. | knowit was--"

“Jurith, don't do this."

| look at Ammon. His face is half averted, one hand
pressing against his neck with his head turned to the side
in a great flux of agitation.

"I know it was intended to happen, had to happen, but |
hat ed you. Sonewhere in a corner of me there is still that
hatred...or | would now be able to shut up. | can't give up
the idea that you enjoyed it, all of it. You say you're not
a sadist. Wat was that you did? Wat was it, Doctor? A
remar kabl e experinment whi ch worked? Sonething you're proud
of? | swear by ny life that | got here by ny omn will."

Now | realize that |'ve al nbst screanmed and am t hankfu
that the walls of my crystal can emt no sound to the outer
corridor. | see that |'ve succeeded i n woundi ng Ammon
deeply. The proud invincible Master injured at |ast.

He Iifts his head and the taut skin of his face is even
alittle paler, nmaking the glistening black eyes | ook al
the nore |ike forbidding dark caverns. | see grief. He
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shakes his head and mutters sonething inaudi bl e.

"I should have forgotten this long, |ong ago," | say.
"I didn't realize it was all going to pour out of ne."

"You' ve never forgotten, Jurith. Never will and never
should. | knew exactly what | was doi ng, convinced nyself

that it was necessary and that you were subm tting yourself
to it for your own purposes...using nme, in fact. That's how
it went. But all the while | was...that quarter of me you
speak of was hating it. It was nothing conpared to what |
feel now You with child, giving birth -- Black suns! Wy
did 1 not allow nyself to see this? Ws ny vision bl ocked

with pride or lust? | have no excuse but the one you make
for submtting. It sounds hollow in the face of your
hatred. | know that. You should renenber everything...and

the hatred is, of course, no |less than | deserve."

"But now |'ve said these things | feel released from
them | renmenber how | felt about you even then. Pysu held
me in his arnms...sonetines | thought it was you."

"Great suns!...that it could have been!"

"Do you understand ne? Please. | tried to understand
you. "

"For twenty years I've...|l understand. Let's talk no

nmore of this now, Jurith, unless it will do you sonme great
good. It does nme none. | knowonly that | left you al one
to create your world and that it was a terrible sacrifice
borne of guilt and a huge desire to see you triunph. It has
nothing to do with what Control needs. You are nmy own
triunph, Jurith...because | left you al one.”

| reach nervously for the food, unable to think of
nmyself as triunphant. "Please eat sonething. It would make
me feel better."

“I don't think I can right now "

"But you said you were hungry. Drink something.
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Renenber how you scol ded nme for gul ping chanpagne?”
"Yes." He smles. "And stuffing yourself with oysters.”

"Ch...we have no oysters,” | say with regret.

"But | like this," he says, reaching for a slice of
bread and cheese to please ne. "Hunble fare, good for the
belly as you are for the soul...this starved soul."

| ook at his hands and see that they aren't the
conparatively pale hands | knew so | ong ago but tanned,
strong-fingered hands. | wonder where they have been. How
much joy | feel in looking at them in seeing them nove over
the food, the fingers curling deftly around the w ne gl ass.
And as | watch his hands, Amobn studies nme and says with a
great burst of laughter, "You do hands beautifully.” | fold
my own nervous hands then and | ean on them watching him
afraid of mssing some snmall gesture |'ve never before seen.

"Eat," he says.

"I can't."

"Then | won't."

"That's childish."

"Here, eat a peach from Larstev's |auded orchard. Your
men...they're all in love with you, no doubt."

"We | ove each other nore like a famly."

| taste the juicy peach, so sweet, and realize that |
ama little hungry. | finish it and nibble on a chunk of
bread. Ammon runs his finger down ny neck as |I swal |l ow.

"How beautiful you are. Do you take extenders?”

"I take anything that wll help ne live I ong enough to
do ny work. But now..." | stop, dropping ny head. 1|'m
confused again. "Wat will | do? Wat am| good for?"

"Bl azi ng suns, sweet wonman, take a vacation. See the
universe. Pretend to care for ne so conpletely that nothing
el se matters.”

Heat ed t houghts return to ne. | reach for the w ne and
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swal | ow quickly. | amquite responsible for nyself and the
ot hers, no matter how i ndependent they may be.

"You haven't changed your drinking habits, | see."
| finish off the entire goblet.
"And you still take pleasure in annoying ne in little

needl i ng ways," he says with a grin.

"We've started to tal k about...about ny creation so
many tinmes without finishing. Wy is that?"

“"No particular reason. W have so nuch to say that
we're easily led astray. I'msorry, but | need to piss.”

"Over there." | get up, press a small area near an
opaqued door, and the door slides open.

"It's beautiful in here,” Ammon calls over his
shoul der. "The light fromabove. Suddenly | crave a
shower. 1'll wash your back if you'll wash mne."

| slip out of my robe and cone up behind him |aying ny
face against his back. A soothing circle of warm water
sprays down upon us. | take up a flagon of soap, pour it
into ny palmand lather it over his curly-haired skin.

"Water is precious here. W love it. It's such a
sensuous | uxury."

"You are the sanme for ne."

He turns around and rubs soap over ne, then sets the
flagon blindly down and slides his hands over ny shoul ders
and down across ny back. "G eat white nights! how !l |ove to
have hold of you. This was just an excuse to touch you."

Water streans over us as we cone together, sliding down

the steaming wall. "Oh!" | |augh, slipping agai nst himand
remenbering the cataracts of Werlfoss. | hear ny nane
above the roar. | hear the soft sounds of pleasure in his

throat, then in a little while feel nyself swathed in a
towel and carried off to ny soft bed.
| open ny eyes with sudden shock because his armis
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thrown over ne and I am so used to sleeping alone. | sit
up. The roomis dark but | see the glitter of his eyes from
a small glowlight in the spire of ny crystal. He watches
nme awaken, waiting for ne to speak.

"I couldn't think who you were for a nonent."

"Quithran Amon, " he answers. "lInexhaustible | over of
Jurith...space-weary dreaner...father of Qyoo."

"Quithran,” | whisper slowy.

"Yes?"

"Who calls you that?"

"No one."

Si | ence.

"Amon?" | say. He knows the rest of the question.

"I didn't do anything with him" Amon answers with his
undi m ni shed prescience.

"But what do you intend to do with hinP"

"Nothing...yet. | can't really do anything with him
He seens to have a volition of his owmn. | have nade
suggestions..."

"Ch, Ammon, what have | created?”

"Per haps you' ve nade what you originally intended,
Jurith, the ultimate experinment. It excites ne. |If
anyt hi ng shoul d happen to nme, | have programred ny personal
android aide to carry out certain instructions in regard to

our -- what shall we call him surely not Amon...perhaps |
will refer to himas Aninma, neaning soul in an ancient
tongue. |Is he not our soul? He's quite logical. It nay be

that he is superior to ne."

"You don't believe that. You're playing with an
abstraction again."

“"No, I'mstaring in the face of an absolute...but I
don't know if what I"mthinking is a righteous or profane
sentinment."
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"Let ne |look at you, Amon, at your eyes. | nust know
what you're thinking. If you won't tell me |let ne guess.”

"I'"'mthinking of bones and stardust, negadeaths and
eternity, matter and antinmatter, universes w nking on and
off with categorical cosmc ease...and the ultinate
experinment. And of course you, Jurith. You!"

| have a fear in ne that | too nust pay and pay for ny
victory with all that | cherish. | amafraid to pursue
this, as though my words are the final step in sonme naster
pl an, but still one question lingers in ny mnd.

"Where is he, ny creation...your ectype?"

"It makes no difference that you know, Jurith. He's
quite intact and superfunctional with his quiet power, an
amazi ng persuasi veness whi ch brooks no deterrent -- really
your quiet power. He's in one of ny fleet carriers, Nunber
One, in fact. Does that satisfy you?"

"Ammon, he was programed to enul ate nme, but he... He
was fascinated with you."

"And am | such an evil exenplary?" Amon |aughs with
great gusto, but as quickly his face is serious. "Don't
worry, Jurith, I only informed himsone and extended his
character in certain ways; if you'll allow ne, he's quite
sophisticated now, but |I did finally take the precaution of
stopping his tendency to enulate, and he has your w sdom
with his approval. As to his convictions, they are, well,
pr ot ot ype- Anmmon- proof, as adamant as Jurith and as ready to
sel f-destruct under autocrats |ike me. Self-destruct, that
is a painful, painful thing to say. Wen | see you taking
my weapon, holding it to your head, your exquisite head,
this body of mne begins to self-destruct. It was the worst
thing you' ve done to ne, worse, far worse than recounting
all the pain | caused. You would have left nme again...dam
you!...exited ny life with bone-chilling finality!"
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"I will say again that | believed | was only a needed
instrunment to you, to possibly an evil end, and consequently
my work here was thwarted...finished. Enotion blinded ne.
The difference in what | believed to be our attitudes had
al ready finished nme before | took the weapon. | wanted the
pain to end. Can't you see how !l could do it then?"
"I can't think of it rationally."
"I magi ne how it hurt to realize that you had rendered
t he weapon unusabl e because you believed | would use it on
you. Imagine that. It hurts still. I, Jurith, would Kkill
Ammon?"
"Forgive nme. It's reflex. | have a warrior nentality.
| nmust preserve the body until the |last dog is hung."
"Jurith is hung?"
"Bl ack suns, ny sweetest thought, you nurder yourself

not 1! Wy do you do it?"

"Everything that | have worked for is to be turned
against nme. In the darkness of this news, ny |ong devotion
to you seens only a joke...and | a fool. 1've forsaken ny

col | eagues who trust ne."

"Ah, | came at you wong, in my usual storm There is
some anger in ne at you too, Jurith. It's msplaced and has
to do with vanity and your nonunental independence, near

indifference. 1've not been above attenpting to bring you
down, because it's difficult to believe who you are. | was
inured in mstrust. | nust keep testing...proving."

"Always the experinmentalist, endlessly verifying,"
say, laughing and settling dowm in Amon's |lap like the
careless child | would like to find nyself, if only for a
few nonents. | amthinking how we circle and dive at each
ot her with extended beaks, how we nake little forays inward,
ruffling and preening our feathers, scolding, clucking,
cooing, and starting all over again, circling closer and
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closer. "You aren't Condor, but the great black raven of
Kar aki an |l egend,"” | say, "the shrewd and unpredictable

predator...the raucous cunning trickster."

Ammon |lifts my chin and | ooks into ny eyes. "You have
a fow imgination.” He grins. "And you're the swan with
ext ended neck, clean and white but only seem ng vul nerabl e.
You sail forth to conquer with purest quiet power."

After a period of thoughtful silence, he sighs. "I've
fought sonme wars along with ny good deeds and rai sed hel
wi th your android popul ation.™

Again | feel anger starting up sonewhere deep inside
and marvel at how hel pl ess we aninmals are when at the nercy
of our unevol ved brainstens. | cool nyself, but all | can
say is, "Wwy?"

"The answer is involved, as always. | acted with
practical intent, but there are conpl ex personal notives
dragging along. First of all, 1've established several
outlying factory cities. W need 77 for our Lightning
transports, these big fast beasts cruising in your spaceways
are Control's nobile construction sites, rotating cities.
They're actually nul ti purposed, transports and--"

"I know what their purpose is. They're the ultimte
battle fleet, one which plays hopscotch with tracers faster
t han angseconds and evilly continues to build itself in the
process. "

"Then you don't need ny explanation.”

"l asked why you anni hil ated ny androids."

"Personal notive. | wanted to see if you would fight."

"I"'mstill your experinment," | say. The anger rises.

"Yes. It's nmy way. | can't stop it. | need to turn
the m nd inside out and exam ne the contents. |'m al ways
| ooki ng for sonething...the nmethod, the way, the truth..."

"Have you decided what it is?"
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"l suppose | have, but | don't quite believe it. You

are positive light directed out. |It's what brought nme down
here to you at last. | intended to remain anonynous for
awhi |l e and get what | needed. It seenmed enough to know t hat

you existed here in all your rustic splendor, and that ny
fl eet hovered over you, sparing you from danger."

"Little agony was spared. It nust have been trying
knowi ng that the one place you wanted to obliterate was the
one you needed absolutely intact."

"Jurith, Jurith, ny pretender of peace, | could never
harma hair on your head."

"“Ah, but you would like to kill ny idea, the one which
exi sts inside this head, and therefore you need to stop ne.
Death wi thout death. | prefer the other."

"So, we nust go through another circle of hell. Help
nme to stand away fromthe pain this tine, and |l et nme conment
like a cool diplomat. You can't be killed in essence, why
then in fact? Even when humans war and trade flesh they
Il ong for your way...enlightenment. The inconplete brain
| umbers on cradling a dormant seed of your way...a fatal
hope. Look what you've done to ne."

"I believe you consider it bad, Amon. And | ook what
you' ve done to ne. There is no future for Jurith, no Laom
for Jurith's universe.”

"Perhaps Qoo is our only future now. Let's talk no
nore of Laom..only of Jurith and Quithran."”

"To talk of Jurith is to talk of Laom" | say, but |
whi sper to nyself, "Quithran,"” thinking of all the years of
unknown Q thinking of our Qgoo. "Wy Quithran now?" |
demand, "Wy now?"

"Why not? | didn't intend to cone so soon, but when
talked to the historep, Mrabul -- | liked himby the way --
he made you cone so alive to ne that | was no | onger nerely
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content with your existence. 1In any event, | knew that
sooner or later | would need you."

"For what ?"

"For nyself!...and for you. 1It's nore than a little
obvi ous that we need each other. | resisted. |'mso nearly
powerl ess with you. Don't you know that? |'m naked in nore
than flesh. Quithran is naked. There is another face of
Ammon. . . one who | oves you and would still |eave you."

"Control's face,"” | say, and, because | hate saying it,
it is alnost inaudible. "If I could think of a way to save
Laom from becom ng an instrunment of war, | would not go away
either, but I"'mgoing. 1'Il go to Karak. It rnust be
wonderful now. | mght do sonme useful work there. But oh
how | sorrow for the dreans of ny conpanions. | prom sed
t hem so nuch...still we've cone so far."

Tears spring into my eyes and | see that Amon is
angry, alnost sneering at nmy surrender, but he cal ns hinself

and says coolly, "I want Qyoo."

"Ch, yes." | smle, "I think it's your turn. Roggi has
set free genetic elenments of oil and water. It won't be so
easy for you. | had the Qoo who was all |ove, her fleeting

tantruns notw t hstandi ng, and she was not interested in
expl anations then."

"You would | et her go!™ Anmon roars, and | think with
great joy that he is fighting for ne with Qoo but I do not

give in.
"She's al nost the age | was when | was left,"” | say.
"But she'll be with you. |If | can |leave you, | can | eave

her.” Thus | try to inplenment ny lie.

Ammon takes hol d of my shoul der, accidentally pinning
my hair painfully with his fingers, and pulls nme down
roughly. For a nonent his face seens nerciless and viol ent.

“"Not a hair on ny head!" | rem nd him
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“Jurith, Jurith, Jurith, you cause nme such trouble.
Your whol eness is not a virtue."

"I mnot whole,” | say with hurting scalp. | alnost
smle because | feel so awake, so alive. "I don't want to
go, but you know that I will. Haven't | shown that | can
| eave you?"

"Bl ack suns, at what expense!" He releases ne and

touches ny cheek with the back of his hand in surprising
gentl eness. "Even the vilest corner of me wants you. Can
we really | eave each other again?" H's eyes glitter
inpatiently, waiting for ny denial, but I say nothing.
"Then get up and stand across this fangled shard of
light you' ve brooded in for twenty years! Go on!" He gives
me a shove and reaches for his clothes, checking a readout

on his gold telewist. "...over there, watch ne get dressed
and quit this dazzle. But don't come near ne."

My pretending is finished. | don't get up or nove.

"Not now. | can't now. "

"What difference between now and | ater?"

"Now is now. | can't even speak of later." | feel a
sop of tears rising in ny eyes, the child in ne abandoned,
| oat hsone self-pity coiling in my chest.

He is standing in equivocation, scratching his head and
| ooking at his clothes, then at ne.

“"You will nercifully dispose of ne on your way out,
pl ease," | say, utterly foolish with self-contenpt.

He | ooks down on nme with rem ni scent whinsy, and | | ook
down on ne -- there is Jurith, everyone's bul wark of
strength, lying naked on twenty years of dreans, as deprived
of choice as a rabbit locked into its mating code.

He drops down beside nme and throws hinself over on his
back, smling. "I couldn't put you back," he mutters.

"When you cane to nme at Black Hall you conpletely disarned
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me, even though | was half waiting. Renmenber what you did?
The Quester Expedition nade you bold, nmade you come to ne
Wi th such urgency. Renenber? Show ne just that one precise
gesture, Captain."

Never having forgotten, |I let my hands play through the
unruly hair, then touch the hot, danp face of this usurping
Amon. Qur silent nouths nuzzle coded touch phrases, then,
now, far, near, always nore. W slip the airless |ock of
di vi si on, conbine, inplode, sabotage the disciplined network
of two, reshaping in fugitive oneness.

| awake with a deep shock of fear and shake Ammon
gently.

"I can't wait any longer. 1've got to tell Roggi who
you are. They're out there and |I've forgotten that; you've
made nme forget. |1've got to do it now, but only Roggi, so
she can stop things from happeni ng."

"What from happeni ng?"

"I don't know, but | have fear that sonething wll
happen if | don't act."

"Let me think about it. 1'll conme to know what it is
that frightens you."

"No, | can't wait. 1've got to go now Wit for ne.
"Il be back in alittle while," | say, slipping into a
fresh silk gown. "Go back to sleep.”

| have Roggi paged and nmeet her in ny garden. She is
paci ng up and down under ny mniature date pal m when
arrive. Her flashing eyes are | oaded with censure.

"It's a good thing you called ne when you did. The
others are fit to be tied. Can you inmagi ne how they feel ?
It's only because we have absolute faith... They're none
too favorably di sposed toward Harquint after the squandering
of androids that went on. As N ma has suggested, we have a
conference room Jurith, where we could have all sat down
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together. Oh | know those weren't the ternms Harquint
agreed upon, but surely with your persuasive powers you
coul d have gotten himto agree to sone place other than your
sl eepi ng chanber."

| let Roggi hurry on in this vein, spilling out all of
her worry and concern, then [ift my hand for silence.

"Roggi, bear wwth me, please. 1In all the years you've
known nme have | ever led you astray? Hasn't ny concern for
you all always been forenost in nmy m nd?"

"You' ve always shown it to be, Jurith.”

"Tell me, Roggi, do you renenber very nmuch about
Ammon?"

"Amon? O course | do. What an inpression he left on
me, but what has that to do with--"

"What did you think of hinf | nean before you had any
reason to believe that he m ght have hurt ne. Wen first
you net him and worked with him what was your opinion of
hin Tell me."

"This seens a strange tine...but, well, | was attracted
to him Before your...difficulties, | thought he was an
exceptional, if nysterious, person. | think |I believed that

he was just what Control needed, that he m ght do great
things. Wiy am | being asked these questions?"

"What effect do you think he had on ne?"

"I thought a very great one. | thought he had a great
power over us all, that he had somehow changed your life
drastically, that he had hurt you, that he was Qyoo's
father, and that you had never gotten over him Have | been
accurate? Wiy have you suddenly becone so candid on a
subj ect we've barely ever touched upon?”

"Sit down here wwth nme, Roggi."

Roggi sits and, with one glance at ny face, takes ny
hand in hers.
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"Tell me, Jurith, what this is all about. What can
have happened to you? You |look so different. You... Wat
in blazes am | beginning to think...can it be?"

"That Harquint is Amon? Yes, it can be."

"Bl azing conets!...let ne stop and think what this
neans. "

"Everything is changi ng very quickly, Roggi, but where
Laomis concerned you nust not think that Amobn has any
power over ne. He does not. He knows that. Were Laomis
concerned | am adamant, | am stone. And because Amon is. .
that is, because | do nean a great deal to him | believe
that something can be worked out. | need tinme with him
You nust think of a way to give ne that without telling the
others. You nust help nme."

"But don't you think they have a right to know, since
this concerns their futures too? 1'm overwhel ned by this.
| know what Control wants. They've given us protection
because...no, wait, all this time it has been Harquint
supposedly giving us protection while he breathes down our
throats with the threat of annihilation. Black suns!”

"But he won't do that, Roggi...in any case because of
the Laomte. Don't you see? You have no idea what is out
there. A battle negalopolis the |likes of which you have
never dreamed, all under his command, all Control's. W are
as nothing...just as you have cone to see, except for the
Laomte."

"And except for you? Can we assune that?"

" "

"You've lain with himand you don't know?"

"I know. | do know. "

"Suppose he uses you as a hostage to get what he
want s?"

"He won't. He doesn't have to."
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"Then he would kill you if you got in the way and
refused to stand aside. That's what you're really saying."

"No, no, Roggi, he will not. You nust believe that."

"Then what does he intend to do?"

"I haven't found out precisely; that's why | need nore
time. We need nore tine to...to work through our own
relationship. Strong enotions control us now and we aren't
al ways rational. Please don't look at me like that. There
is nothing to fear. The worst is over. Qur feelings which
began with such startling effect so many years ago conti nue
to shape and deepen nonent by nonent, and | know this is
what will save Laom | know it, Roggi, as surely as | have
al ways known the way to conme out of a crisis. Do you trust
me now? WII you help ne?"

"Dearest Jurith, you look as |'ve never seen you. \Wat
can | say to this tragic glowing face? How can | desert you
when you' ve given so much to us and asked so little? But
what in blazes aml to tell the others?"

"Tell themthat Harquint refuses to | eave the purified
air of my crystal until we've reached a sol ution because he
will be susceptible to the bacteria of Laom nor wll he
allow an injection to reverse the onset of contam nation.
Continue to have our food sanitized and wait for nme to cal
you. Can you do that?"

"But you could contam nate him™

"You know the swi ftness of bacteria here; if | had done
so he would already be ill. He isn't. No doubt he has
taken his own precautions. He too is a doctor, don't
forget. Can you do this, dear Roggi ?"

"l suppose | can, especially if I tell themthat
Harquint has a | ot nore hardware |urking up there than we
i mgi ned, and that he knows he will not escape us if any harm
cones to you."
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"But if any harmdid cone to me you nust let himgo to
save Laom You nust prom se ne that."

"Now | ' mready to call the whole thing off."

"Don't you see, Roggi, | could have an accident in ny
own chanber, and you woul d needl essly kill Amobn and destroy
yoursel ves and Laom That's all | nmean. You nust prom se.”

"Ch, black suns! | wll prom se because |I |ove you and
trust you and because you're w se...and because |'ve never
been able to refuse you anything anyway."

"I love you, Roggi. There is one nore thing, the nost
difficult. 1 nust ask you to swear to nme, Roggi, that you
will never tell anyone that Amon has been in ny crystal.

Whet her or not sonething happens to nme, you nmust swear. You
nmust always tell the others it was Harquint. It's possible
that this distinction is very inportant for the future. It
isn't Anmon al one who has prescience. | see a danger for
him for us all, if his presence in ny chanber were known to
the pro tem Control, but nost of all | see a danger for
o0, as his child. She has a chance now. Do you see?
Pysu long ago swore his silence. He alone anong the others
knows who Qoo's father is...and |I've not forgotten that |
asked you to keep this secret too."

"Yes, Jurith, but you frighten nme. You seemto see a
dark future for yourself."

"No, dear one, ny future can never be dark. Now do you
swear? Swear to ne."

"I swear, Jurith. | will never break ny word."

"You nust, of course, tell Qoo nothing of this, if
sonet hing should befall ne before |I"'mable to explain."”

"Roggi's face is solemm. Her voice breaks. "Jurith,
Jurith, don't frighten ne so. Does he nean you harn? Bl ack
suns, tell ne!l"

“"No. No! Now !l swear to you. | believe he would die
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first.

"Now, |'m going."

"Have a...a wonderful time, Captain. Your wish is ny
fortune...until my bones are dust."

| amsmling as | walk away. How | |ove the way Roggi
will always make ne smle, even when she is as gravely
worried as | know she is at this nonent.

"Where have you been?" Ammon asks. "I've had coded
comuni cation with nmy adjutant, a nervous fellow when |'m
away too long...even though |I've assured him| have friends
down here."

"They don't have any trouble believing that?"

"They had trouble, but finding nme alive and cheerful
was convincing...and nmy word is the final word.

"How is big beautiful Roggi? Wat a tenptation she
was. "

"She thought the same of you. She's wonderful as ever,
our watchful nother. | do wonder what you saw in ne, a
troubl esonme spoiled child with a huge conpl ex, when you had
Roggi . "

"I saw ny whole world com ng and going. The
chal | engi ng peaceful intent, futile, but...and the powerful
sense of destiny in you was |ike a magnet."

"You hoped to change ny attitude?"

"I hoped to study it."

Ammon has put on his dark skin shirt.

"You | ook nice in that."

"And you |l ook nice in pink silk, very nice. Cone over
here where | can touch you. | can feel you across the room
as | always could when you cane into ny office.”

| kneel beside Amon who is sitting cross-1egged on ny
bed. He clanps his inperious hands over ny shoul ders.

“Jurith...l want to take you on a voyage, right here,
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right now Al you have to do is look into ny eyes and not
turn away for awhile...until you're | ocked conpletely in ny
concentration. W'IlIl travel together. |If you cooperate,
"1l keep out the difficult tines. WIIl you come with me?"

"For what purpose?"

"I feel the need to share with you sonething of what
|"ve done over the years. You were always there with nme but
you didn't know it. Show ne you trust ne now W'IIl go
away together to anyplace |'ve been...to anything | know. "

"You want to hypnotize ne agai n?"

"This is a little different. | want to nake you trans-
subj ective, to take you with me and slip you into certain
frames of ny wandering years. | was forever talking to you
Didn't you ever hear nme?"

"I'"ve often seen and heard you in ny dreans,"” | say.

But already | cannot take nmy eyes fromhis, whirling dark

si phons with long, gnarled orchards at their center. But
orchards are ny private paradise. How can | be thinking of
themnow? | see them Ammon's eyes...orchards. How can he
know what they nmean to me? They are life-affirmng, the
beauty and prom se of their seasons...blossons, fruit, bees,
and honey...the security of order in nature. There is
something | nust decide but | can't turn away. Ammon and
orchards. How does he know? He has used this to entice ne.

"You...you do this well,” | say, trying to hold nyself
away from subm ssion, trying to feel the famliar vicuna now
vani shing beneath nmy knees. Anmon's fingers are sliding
down ny arns and catching hold of ny hands. | no |onger
feel or see ny imediate environment...or is it really ny
environnent? | amrising on air, traveling through eyes
openi ng pat hways al ong wi ndi ng corridors of cloud.

"Am | awake?"

"You are with me. Cone."
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| hear Ammon's voice far away. |'munable to catch up,
then |'ve stepped over a precipice, afraid, dizzy, falling.
"I"'mfalling!"

“"You're not falling, only resisting ne. Let go.

Pl ease relax. Don't hold your strong will against ne; it
saps nmy strength. Let go. Yes. Ah, relief. Nowyou're
traveling with ne. See the light? The light on Logarth is
very bright. You catch it well in pale violet. Haven't | a
good sense of color? If you don't like it blame the violet
trees here. As far as you can see, pure water and tawny
islands. This is where ny surrogate father Crochi |ived
much of his life. It was originally shaped as a water

pl anet with a network of subterranean-I|inked islands, a
system conput eri zed and wat ched over by the proud and able
Logart hi an water tenders.

"There are jackal here on this largest island. | don't
know exactly when they arrived. The earliest water tenders
brought curious pets which ran off and nmultiplied. There
was once a quick violent war over this planet's water. Both
warring colonies were anni hilated off planet. No nore
transports came. The conputers shut down. The water grew
stagnate and scummy. Jackal and birds covered the islands.
The nobl e stone buil dings tunbled down, |eaving scattered
pillars and gol d-white rubble. The few water tenders who
were left retreated to caves, disease-ridden and dyi ng.

Al ong canme Crochi. Sonmeone |ike Crochi would naturally
think this a perfect place to begin again.

"Crochi was young and adventurous. He wanted to teach
t he i ndi genous and naked scavengers logic. How that makes
me | augh. Since they were dying anyway and there was
not hi ng nmuch to be gained by avarice, Crochi thought he had
an experinmental vacuum of the first order. He |learned a
great deal...and so did his subjects.”
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"But there are tenples,” | say, spreading ny arns and
stubbing ny toe on a chunk of sinulated stone. "Quch! And
beautiful violet trees."”

"Logical," Amon snmles. "There was Crochi."

"What are the tenples for?"

"Not hing. Crochi encouraged the people to begin
construction so he could pay themw th small anmounts of
food, reasoning that to feed them for doi ng nothing would
make themnmentally ill. Sick bodies were al nost a delight
to Crochi, because he had the idea that sick bodies cure
sick mnds. That's why he never overfed the popul ace when
he was teaching. He began his lecture with, 'I have
absolutely nothing to give you but a little food which is
stored off planet, and you are all going to die whether |
give it or not.'

"Logi cal and Spartan. Your Crochi also | oved human
experinmentation,” | say with insinuating voice.

"Must | deal with the double edge of Jurith's thought?
Help nme.™

“I"'msorry...but, truthfully, I cane along to |learn
about you. And now...here... | never really grasped the
subtl ety of your power."

"Or your own," his eyes say.

"What do you think Crochi did next?"

"He cleaned up the water and dove in," | answer,
overconme by a playful euphoria.

"He did clean up the water,"” Amon says, |aughing. "
like traveling with you, Spice."

Ammon i s wearing sandals, a black silk shirt and white
trousers wth many pockets in which he carries devices for
recordi ng and seeing long distances...and | think he has a
weapon. His hair springs out in madcap jet black curls, and

his skin is tanner. He noves so fast that | nust sprint to
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keep up with him Hi s guards nove out of the shadows.
Peopl e in hand-woven clothes stare at him

"Do they see ne?" | ask.

"Do you want themto?"

"Yes. | want to be seen...to nove anong crowds of
strangers and let themrub up against ne."

"Then they do...but in sone places we go you nust be
careful ."

"Can | be hurt?"

"Didn't you just stub your toe?"

"Way do you have it so?"

"I want you to feel, to breathe, to taste...and to fee
me." He throws his head back and his hair flies away from
his eyes as he laughs. "Your face is crinson, Jurith. See
what an enchanter | am Look."

| bend over the quiet water which spreads peacefully
upon the pearly, graded shore. "I want to be able to see
nysel f blushing,” | say. | see in the gentle ripples that I
| ook no nore than twenty in ny thin, pale violet dress and
sandal s.

"Did you do that?"

"No, you did. You haven't aged, Jurith. That's how
you feel inside."

| put ny hands to ny face. "I'mhot."

Ammon pul | s a handkerchi ef fromone of his many
pockets, dips it into the water and dabs at ny face,
pressing it gently against nmy forehead. H's eyes are intent

on what he is doing. "Cool water for this hot nenory
screen, " he says.
| can hardly resist the hand, its tan, lithe vitality.

But | only think of touching it to ny lips, yet the thought
gives me a quick, |eaping joy.
"I nmust keep you fromthoughts Iike that now Later."
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"Later?"

"You think not?" He laughs. "You'll see.™

| kneel down and thread ny fingers through the water.

"When Crochi cleaned up the water, wasn't he shortly in
troubl e? Surely soneone canme along and wanted it."

"Surely soneone did. Soneone always wants a place with
white tenples, violet trees, and clean turquoise water.
Crochi was finally conpelled to go anong the sick, healing
bodi es and struggling with apathetic mnds, and before he
knew it he had an arny to fight the invaders of paradise."

"Just what he didn't want. \What did he do?"

"Cone, 1'll show you."

We wal k al ong the pebbl ed shore of the great canal
whi ch stretches out |ike a giant beckoning arm until we
enter a small village, passing through a narrowwalled alley
of cobblestones. | amfollowi ng Anmon |ike a curious
tourist. | see and feel every detail.

Perhaps it is the trucul ent way he wal ks ahead of ne
with his shoul ders square and dark whi ch makes nme suddenly
whi sper, or think of whispering, the warring name Harquint.

Ammon stops, turns around frowning and takes ny arm
"You nust not do that in this transmgration. | amsolely
Ammon. The other is a negative, cutting across m nd power.
| derive force fromtotality. Subterfuge is an unfortunate
ploy to be put aside."”

"But how could |I affect such m nd power?"

"We are conjoined. You'll soon realize the power you
have to alter our state. There's no point in hiding it.

You' ve probably never used what has al ways been with you.
Now, as we are, you influence ne greatly...mke nme
vul nerable. Be careful. W nust stay in accord."”

"Sonetinmes you aren't speaking aloud and yet | hear

your voice as though you were."
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"Most of the tinme." Amon |aughs. "Don't trouble
yoursel f about which is which. Forget nethod altogether."

W wal k on. Sonetinmes ny shoul der touches his arm
Bl ack birds swoop in the sky, and | see that they have | ong
white tail feathers and curved beaks. The air is still. No
dust rises. The violet trees shimmer in warnth. In the
center of the town stands an onion-doned pink tenple with a
portico of delicate pillars which |ook |ike uncoiling ropes.
The light is changing, throwing an orange gilt over the pink
surface. Cooing doves perch in the incised patterns running
al ong the coping where the rose done neets its vertica
base. Before the tenple is an azure reflecting pool. At
the top of the tenple's curved pink marble steps stands a
bl ank- eyed statue, arns outstretched, water pouring fromthe
hands. When Amon approaches he makes a respectful kind of
genuflection. | know at once that the statue is Crochi.

"Crochi would not approve of this at all,” Amobn says,
"but his followers did it anyway. Zealous followers always
m sinterpret the requirenments of their |eaders.”

"I's this then a hallowed place?" | ask.

"“A brothel,” Ammon says. "It's what saved Logarth from
extinction...because it was the first and | ast place the
i nvaders saw. Yes, it is a hallowed place."

"Interesting.”

"Much nmore than that. A powerful weapon.”

"Weapons! Love, kindness, hate, all nerely different
ki nds of weapons to you," | think or say.

"Sonetines, sonetines not. Forget about it now " he
says, and | know his intention is to render ne cal mand
agr eeabl e.

"Do you want to go inside? Accommopdations are very
nice."

"You know that |I'mhesitant, so I'll do the opposite of
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what | want and be objective.”
"You'll do the opposite because now you're trans-
subj ective, not objective, because we're conjoi ned, because
| want you to come inside and be pleasantly surprised...and
because, yes, ny skittish conmpanion, you are stubborn.”
|"'msitting on a large pillow on a thick white carpet
in a delicately fashioned roomw th doorways which rise in
| eaf-tip arches. There are pearly fretwork dividing walls,
recessed, latticed wi ndows beneath a gold-filigreed ceiling.
There is nothing vulgar about this subtly perfumed room It
is like an ornate flower enfolding us. A sinewy dark girl
in gold-threaded gauze is serving us plunp green figs and
tiny crystals, which hold an aromatic sweet anber w ne.
"I'f I weren't here--" | begin.
"Taste," Amon says, "but do it slowy; it's potent."
| drain the crystal.
"Always assertive. You'll give ne a headache.
remenber again how you once sl oshed chanpagne down your
el egant throat before lustful Amon. Can you not do this in
noderation? Taste with taste. You need not contradict ne
here, Jurith. You'll always have your independence, whether
| give it or not," he adds, |aughing.

| stand up and look in the mrror, froming. | am
draped in pale pink gauze. | feel a slight dizziness. "You
were right, of course. |It's going to ny head. | hope it
won't annoy you. | thought you had better control of ne.

Oh, a terrible pun...hilarious...help ne stop |aughing.”

"l warned you."

"But this cannot be. Get nme out of this, please.™

|"matop a bed and the gown is gone. "This isn't what
| nmeant."

"Yes, it is,"” Amon says, sliding his fingers under ny
wai st .
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W westle on the supple bed, a softness not unlike ny
vicuna. W're playful, perspiring, happy. Once, a clear

shaft of reason fires across ny brain. "How can this be?" |
whi sper. "No, no, not a question to be asked,"” Amobn says.
"Shh. Put your arnms around ne. |I'mfalling asleep.”

We don't let go of each other, drifting off |like two
travel -weary tourists. In what seens |ike the next instant,
we are awake. Silence. Then | hear a howing msery which
curdl es ny bl ood.

"What is that? Stop it! Stop it!”

"The jackal are wailing,”" Amon's |ow voice drifts out
of the darkness fromthe other side of our |arge bed.

| wonder if he has been sleeping, dreaming. | wonder
and wonder about this enfolded nystery. | amfloating in a
strange detached way. "Jackal ?" | ask

"They run in packs around the town...gone by norning."

He does sound sl eepy, and yet | wonder... The wail
grows louder. "Oh, must | go through this?"

"Yes. | like the little beasts. Listen, they're
chorusing. Hear?"

"A kind of celebration,” | whisper.

Ammon noves across the huge bed until | feel the warnth
of his body touching ny side. |'munaware of anything but

the eerie wailing and Anmon's taut-nuscled armand | eg
touching nme ever so slightly. The sounds fade away.

"How glad | amfor the song of the jackal," he says,
taki ng hold of ne.

Sonetimes | am wat ching Ammon as he was alone in this
setting;, sonmetinmes | amparticipating with himin the now of
his menory, and we are newin it. "AmIl really in the night
of sone far off place? How?

"Isn't it enough that we are here together?"

"More than enough,™ | answer.
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| feel nyself stretching. AmI| awakening from sl eep?
Soon I'msipping froma child s teacup a hot, spicy, black
l[iquid thick as syrup. This marvel ous essence needs the
thick creamin the tiny pitcher resting on a silver tray in
the mddle of the bed. As |I am pouring cream and | ooki ng at
Ammon' s dark head across the room he is peering through
ventilated walls at golden light on the other side. The

light reddens. | dream |y watch Amon in his reverie.

"I"'mfeeling very lazy in this elegant brothel,"” | say,
finally. "lIs it late? Sonmething is buzzing. There's a fly
in here. Afly!"

"It's evening," he says.

" Agai n?"

"I wat ched you sl eep and dreanmed your dreans.”

"You'll make ny anal ytical nature devour itself with
such convoluted remarks. |'Il begin treating you like a
difficult equation. It will take all of ny energy.”

"Here we are, you in a silken bed, | standing on an

ornate rug, watching light. Think only that. O herw se
you'll get no further than Crochi when he first began with
hi s sick-bodi ed enpty heads."

"And where did Crochi get with his marvel ous gift?
Possi bly he bestowed this gift on you."

"I canme to Crochi already in possession of what you
call nmy gift."

"Please tell nme about Crochi. He was so inportant to
you and yet you say nothing, or alnost nothing, about him?"

“I'"ve told you about him"

"Not very nuch."

"Jurith, we're going to | eave Logarth now. "

"\ 2"

"I have sone problens concerning certain aspects of
Crochi. | don't want to drag you through sonethi ng which
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could make nme | ose our way."
“"I"lIl be as strong as you. | want to know. | nust try
to know nore of you."
"W would both wail |ike the jackal."
“"Amon, may | borrow a little of my m nd now?"
"No. Enough! Don't do this Jurith.”
"I think I can feel my owmn strength. | need to know
about Crochi and Logarth...because they're part of you."
"We'll battle, but I'lIl win. The journey will end."
"Pl ease | et ne see what you saw.”
Already | am beginning to feel unconfortable and wonder
if I'"ve been foolish. Amon is reluctantly thinking in
fl ashes of sonmething which scores his mind with pain. |
want to turn away, to cone out even as | struggle to hold
himto his thought. | fight. The pain of renmenbering
weakens himfor a nmoment and he willingly relinquishes.
"Then have your way; see what Crochi bestowed upon ne
in the sane way | give it to you. W'Ill both suffer.”
First, | see the main hall of the brothel, a w de-
vaul ted ceiling of shimering nosaics supported by thin
pillars of stretched gold flanes. Shrill voices are
ricocheting off the ceiling and echoing over the marbl e-
bl ocked floors. A crowd of nen in gray, red-trimed
uniforms is nmoving in a clatter of agitation over the
polished floor. Now | see they are handling the wonen,
bl ack- haired women with great dark eyes |ike gl eam ng brown
pods -- the eyes of the girl who brings us refreshnent. |
don't like this scene. "Wat's happeni ng?"
"The women have cone here to disarmthe soldiers,
sol diers who were sent here to ferry water to a hostile
war shi p whi ch has clained Logarth. See the young girl in
pal e yellow, Crochi's woman. And there is Crochi, tall and
bony. His eyes are clear and blue. Feel ny sorrow, then.
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This is what Crochi gave to ne when | was still a child. He
was ill, helpless and delirious. He didn't nean to. He'd

al ready discovered that | could be conjoined with his past
experiences and he was trying to focus on sonething he
wanted me to know, but he was too ill. He thought he was
dying. See what | nean? You'll have it now Take it all."

"Amon what is it? Wat's happeni ng?”

But Amon's mind is fierce and angry, and | am forced
to feel this too.

"The wonmen have drugged their nen to protect themfrom
the soldiers, then entered here to feed the sol diers poison,
tolie wwth themif necessary until they die. But Crochi
has found out. He tries to stop his girl, Lim who is the
| eader. She argues, telling Crochi he has given Logarth
back to the water tenders and they will not |ose it again.

A soldier cries out that he's been drugged. It was pl anned
to happen slowy while the men were asleep, but this one man
has drunk too nuch. Now do you see, Jurith? Black suns!"

| am paralyzed with horror, held fast in Amon's vision
which is fixed in the past and unalterable.

The sol di ers have gone nad with rage. The olive-
skinned girl, Lim has her floating yellow dress torn away
in shreds. They violate her brutally and others take over,
westling with Lim The wonen spring into action |ike
warriors, yelling and beating the nmen with pottery cups and
jugs. They're al so beaten, blood everywhere, the gol d-
enbr oi dered uphol stery drenched with it. Lims bare arns
rise in the air, turning, knotting above the soldiers until
her arns are broken. Finally Limis still. Restrained and
forced to watch, Crochi is shuddering on the brink of a wild
madness. Four nmen drag himto Linms body. Suddenly they
bend over him and | am sick. They hold himdown over his
mangl ed, deathly-white, blood-soaked Li mand gouge out his
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eyes...the last thing he sees... All around the soldiers
are dying... The last thing he sees..."

The screanms which curve through the air are mne. For
an instant | amin our roomin the brothel, so sick,
retching, then I am back on ny vicuna bed, shaking in spasns
of nausea.

Ammon i s groani ng and rubbing his eyes.

"What happened?” | demand with shaking body. "Tell ne
the end.”

Ammon's voice is bitter. "Crochi was a stoic. He
stayed on Logarth the rest of his long life until he started
home to die. | don't know why he left or why he stayed so
| ong, but that's how | cane to know him Perhaps he | ooked
back on the whole affair as a kind of experinment. H's mnd
wor ked that way. He devised a systemin which Logarth could
trade its water peacefully as a protectorate. He taught the
children of Logarth the value and pitfalls of |anguage and
how to keep it clean and pure as the water. He taught ne
that it is man's ignorance of the power of |anguage and of
the proper way to understand and use it which keeps the
species fromevolving. He told ne that his blindness was a
field upon which he painted his own visions. 1In this way he
tried not to recall what his optic nerves had registered as
they were torn fromhis face."

Ammon' s great bl ack eyes are overflowi ng. | consider
what Crochi nmeant to him He presses his fingers into ny
shoul ders, suddenly aware of nme and highly agitated.

"You're a sensitive. You suffer in another's flayed
skin, Jurith. Look at yourself, shriveling with agony!

Don't ever do that again. | won't give in for the sake of
curiosity. Al this was unnecessary."

“"No! | would do it again...even nore to know what you
carry in your brain. Wwen | found that | could--"
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"You can, but only if I let you. You haven't |earned
what |'mable to do."

The prismatic light is shifting in ny crystal. Amon's
granite face is streaked with yell ow and green, inflexible

and alien. "The journey is ended,” he says in a | ow voi ce.
"No, no!" | hear nyself begging. "Now I've becone an
addict. | feel like a deprived tripper...w thout stinulant,

confined to a single uneventful space. Please take me with
you again. 1've traveled far but seen so little. | do have
wander |l ust but it isn't just that...to see through your eyes

is...the feeling is... Wat am| stunbling to say? That at
least for a little while | can be you. |'m simultaneously
filled wwth excitenment and dread...chilling fear...thrilling
di scovery of..." D scovery of Acmmon | start to say but he

knows, as he knows that I'malready in the throes of a
drug...the drug of Ammon hi nsel f.

He shakes his head with pursed nouth and his rigid |ips
curve into a threatening smle. "I warn you, Spice, keep
your w ngs fol ded and don't appropriate ny itinerary. |If
you try to hijack me on a spiral again | won't break the
transmgration. W'Il|l suffer all the way through.”

| turn away, out of the cutting blade of |ight bouncing
of f an angled surface. M head begins to throb. | sense
somet hing about him..so bleak. Wat is this new m sery?

"Are you ready?" he asks.

"Yes," | lie, ny heart beating faster and faster until
| think the next beat will shut me down.

Ammon turns nme around with his hand on ny shoul der. |
know that he feels ny panic. | can sense the fierce wll
whi ch could lock ne in the bl ackest hol e of existence.

"What is this? You're afraid, terrified...and of ne."

"Of something, is it you?" | ask with a nervous trenor

"I't won't work," he says, giving a short, disillusioned
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| augh. He studies his telewist, and | feel ny fear.

The silence becomes a thing in itself; it shinmers with
brutal intensity, carnivorous, eating ny desire. | shiver
wi th sadness, knowing ny fear is a wound in Amon.

Jurith...remenber being trapped with ne once | ong ago
in the ECCO tower elevator?"

"How could | forget? It was like...like now," | say,
realizing where he has |ed ne.

"Can you try to renmenber what happened?”

"Easily. The elevator was stuck. You were peering
inside ny head. | wanted to get out of there...felt
dangerously threatened.”

"Go on. Because you...because of sonething you did,
Jurith.”

"No. Nothing I did. Wat are you tal king about? |
sensed so clearly that you were interfering with ny life,
and |I... Wat do you nmean, sonething | did? | was
i nexcusably rude I know, but it was the effect of fear."

"I invited you to cone and see ne in The Tower --
really sonething | only half wanted you to do, for various
reasons -- and told you that you interested ne, which of
course you did. But imediately |I saw such m strust and
confusion in your face that | decided to put a stop to it

then and there...that affront to Amon's ego. | glared at
you nose to nose to make sure | had you with me, and said
sonmething like: You'll be yourself now, Jurith, wthout

fear...do what you want without fear. In that way, | only

i ntended to send you away agreeabl e and reconcil ed.

"Cl ai rvoyant Anmon was never so unprepared for any
response. You |leaned toward ne up on your toes. Startl ed,
| watched your white-uniformed arnms gliding out to ne. |
felt your hands nove behind ny neck, curling into ny hair as
you pulled ny head dowmn. It wasn't the kiss of a starry-
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eyed young subject but a hungry, whol e-soul ed offering which
stayed wwth ne all that day and into a restless night. O
course | had to fix that...quickly demandi ng that you forget
what | had unwittingly encouraged you to do. That's why you
energed frustrated and suspici ous. .. because your prodigi ous
sensitivity wouldn't easily accept the expungi ng of such
powerful emotion. Thus | returned to Black Hall to see--"
“If I would still conformto the pattern,” | finish.
"I don't believe you could nake ne forget sonmething |ike
that...sonething so intimate. How could |I have done it?"
"You tell me. You think I, who had conditioned you to
transfer at the blink of an eye, couldn't erase the nenory?
"Renmenber now " Ammon denmands, stabbing me with his eyes.

My head reels. | am astounded and al arnmed at such
force. The nmenory, |long conceal ed, clearly shapes itself as
if I had just conpleted the act. "I do renenber,"” | say
with awe. "You' ve interfered with your own experinent."”

"Always unavoi dable...as you well know, " Ammobn says.

"You' ve deceived ne again, but to a higher purpose you
woul d probably say. How can | act and feel as | do when
you' ve just destroyed ny world? Have you sone ot her plan
unfolding in which I mght be useful after Laonf

"I's that what you think? | haven't destroyed your
world, Jurith. 1It's all here, all that you' ve made. Wat
|"ve destroyed, it seems, is your trust. | keep finding you
and losing you. Let ne clinb out of this treachery. Tel
me now what you really think of nme?"

"Why don't you reach beneath ny pitifully unreliable
consci ousness and help yourself. You're perfectly capable
of reading ny mnd. |If you dig deeply enough surely you'l
find the truth. But don't bother to sinply rely on what |
tell you. Don't--"

"Black suns! | amsinply relying on what you tell ne,"
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Ammon interrupts with furious protest.

"You want to know what | think of you. 1Isn't it
amazi ng that we as a species place so nuch enphasis on
knowi ng what is thought of us when we do so little to
encourage good opinion? | still mstrust you. Contrary
enotions creep into nmy judgnent. | can't help it. But if |
and ny opinion didn't exist, Doctor Ammon, you would stil
be extraordinary. | have a passionate idea that what you've
done will be beneficial over the long run. | want, need to
believe that...only...only it seens to exclude our private
selves. | suppose that's what it should do, but | still
can't look at you without thinking of nyself as a negative
i nstrument, sonething...expendable,” | whisper the |ast word
to nmyself, feeling that all the fluid energy of life has
gone out of ne, that | am shrinking down to a snall hol | ow
core of mstrust and fear.

"You can ook into ny eyes."” He sighs and rubs his
eyes with the heel of his palm "I won't do anything to
you...carry you off...read your thoughts...look for hidden
notives...suggest ny own. | won't try to let you in,

Jurith. We'Ill never know each other, no matter what we do."

"I don't believe that. Oh, | don't believe that!"™ [|'m

so very angry at himnow, and at nyself.

He | ooks at nme with equivocation, then his eyes narrow
and suddenly I amtruly inert, hands still, body frozen,
heart nunmb. Wien | amable, | begin to think that he has
said these things only to jar nme | oose from stupefying fear.

He turns his back, rubbing his shoulder. "Have | any
kind of influence at all over you at this nonent?" he asks,
again taking care not to ook at ne. "Please say, no," he
adds, and this changes everything.

"It actually hurts to laugh.” But | am |l aughing hard.

"I't isn"t nmuch fun severing nyself fromyou, but at
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| east 1'm not perceived as |ooking or touching wongfully,
or planting an unwilled idea in your head."
"Why are we doing this?"
"Because we're afraid...both of us."
"Of what ?"
"Of being vulnerable. Let's go away together again.
Aren't you ready to travel with nme now?"
| lay ny face against his back and reach around,
| ocking nmy arnms over his chest. "Wn't we burn ourselves up
on these great voyages?"

"We'll burn each other up," he answers.

"All those years...| wanted to have the unity of Lupe
and Javan. In the little time | had to devote to such
dreans, | went looking for it, worked very diligently at it

considering | didn't really know what | was about...thought
it an adjunct to work. Qut in the new colonies, up on the
transports -- lecturing, talking to scientists, travelers,
i n whonever | sensed reciprocal feeling. They were kind,
polite, full of respect, eagerness and finally lust. |
could see in the end they wanted sonething very el enent al
fromme. Wen | |ooked into their eyes | saw only ny own
enptiness. | would have preferred the treacherous eyes of
Ammon. | wanted sonmeone who understood but they didn't
begin to conprehend what | wanted. | tried to give but you
had of ne all that | would have given. There wasn't enough
left over. | couldn't...Il couldn't!"

He turns around, gripping nmy arnms. "Look here! Tel
t hese eyes you forgive them..travel with nme."

"I don't quite forgive themyet,"” | say, |ooking deeply
into infinite black space. "But | need them"

The pupils of his eyes widen and we are journeying with
great haste. This tine | amall eagerness and ny fear is
pushed far out to the dark perineter of rapture.
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"But this is another orchard!™ |'manused at his
desire to please. "An orchard in bl ossom™
"A sweet beginning. Enjoy this. It isn't such a nice

pl ace |'ve brought you. The irony is that this orchard is
the loveliest you'll find anywhere. A thin veneer of beauty
often covers the profane.”

"But this is beautiful, genuinely beautiful."

"Yes, it is and you look nice in it, the |oveliest
thing it will ever have init. It was nade to court the
rich cargo |ords, powerful nmen and wonen. They bring nmates
or find epheneral partners here, those deened experts in the
art of pleasure.™

"Where are we?"

"This is Casino."

"Ah, Casino. Even |I've heard of it."

“"All scandal, no doubt. 1Is it going to upset you?"

"Not today. Look up there. 1've always |oved the way
white bl ossons are pink before they open, and then there is
just a hint of it at the edges. Just a hint is better than
all the pink in the universe. A black-knotted network of
branches supporting this effusion of white, fringed in the
nost subtle pink...striking against Casino's blue done."

"As you are in your pink silk. This is a place of
cl ot hes-consci ous prettifiers. The nost el enental
presentation of man is clothing, his second skin, his

vanity, his statenent of self. |If I were such a fool as
cones here to sport, | would be expected to wear gold tunics
twined with black satin braids and bedecked wi th shining
buttons bearing Control's insignia. |I'msorry to say it has
been done by Control -- A facade of grandi ose del usion.

"Your black skin pants and shirt are a nmuch nore
convi nci ng statenent of power to nme," | say.
"Not intended. Black works best in shadows, as | do."
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"But in this orchard, against all this white -- so much
white -- you are strikingly prom nent, Lord Ammon."
"The pink silk of Jurith wields far nore power," he
replies.
"I begin to love this place. | could stay forever.™
"Paradise is short-lived I"'mafraid. Eventually, you
woul dn't |ike what you saw. Even in this orchard your eyes
woul d be opened. "
"Pl ease don't open themin this orchard.™
“I"mnot so cruel."
"What |ies beyond?"

"The ganbler's avarice. The dilettante's fancy. |[|'ve
no quarrel with the function of the place. It serves its
purpose well. Here you can have pal m groves, white sand

beaches with turquoi se water, fragrant gardens...subtleties
of taste for the nost jaundiced pal ate, and of course
pl easure pal aces for the rolling of dice or humans.”

"Why are we here?"

"To show you an orchard."”

"You're teasing ne."

"I amteasing you, Spice. | first canme here to stir up
trouble, and if we stay longer I'mafraid that's what you'l
see ne doing. | want you to see this. Renenber you can be
hurt a little but not killed unless | amkilled, and
obviously I"'mnot on this trip.

"If you died I would too...wouldn't 17?"

"While we're conjoined...you would suffer badly, as
badly as | did. But | can't be killed by ny thought, only
by sonething we jokingly call reality. This too is a
reality, this trouble.™

"Way do you stir up trouble?"

"The place has to be cleaned up. The vast wealth
pouring through sone of the businesses on Casino has becone
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a nere trickle on the Hustler planet. It has been going to
t he devel opnent of satellites like itself w thout the
know edge or consent of Control, illegally extended
capital . "
| don't want to think of intrigue. Reaching above ne
snap off a branch, holding it in ny hand agai nst the done
sky as if it were a torch. The light of blossons seens to

come fromwithin. | think I shouldn't have broken it off.
"And if | could be killed by your thought..." | wonder,

still pondering this and realizing again that Amon knows

what I'mthinking. | understand clearly at this nonent the

thing of which he is capable.

Ammon | ooks at ne steadily. | see tiny orchards
swwnmmng in his eyes as the pupils grow | arger. He takes
the branch fromme and brushes it slowy over ny hair. Then
| hear, "Interesting for Anmon to feel emasculated with a
few well chosen words. Now I'mfighting to hold us here.”

"Because |'ve brought up death?"

"Sooner or |ater Ammon and Jurith will not exist. Are
you sati sfied?"

"I"'msorry...sorry. Ch stop! The orchards! You' ve
t aken t hem away. "

"You don't want to associate orchards with death any
nore than | do."

"They don't bel ong here on Casino. Wy does beauty
stand so near evil?" But Ammon ignores ny rhetoric.

"We're in the Saloon. Follow quietly. You can't be
seen. "

"But I--"

"Shh, let me concentrate a nonent."

| ook around the huge galleried roomfilled with
flickering screens and gam ng tables. Here one can bet on
horses racing on Casino or on another colony. There are
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t housands of ganes of chance to be played. The ganblers,
sonme intensely fixed, sone nervously mlling about, are al
dressed in the ever-changing forns of outlandi sh high
fashion. A tall woman in a red-hooded sarong catches ny eye
and | begin to study the gane she is playing. She doesn't
understand the ganme at all. Her attenpts are wild random
stabs at | ogical probability.

Ammon's face is calmas he crosses the room but | hear
| aughter in his head as his thoughts ripple over m ne.

"You, Spice, would not be good for the Saloon. There would
be no | oose profit here with you afoot."

My thought answers. "I would Iike to be seen. |I'm
interested in studying these ganes."

"Ch, no doubt you are,” Ammon replies.

"Look at the perplexed faces. Wy these ganes are
child's play. 1'd at least like to show them how to--"

"Break the bank? Absolutely not. These people can al
afford to win or lose in their own good tine."

"Nevertheless, they're losing far too often.™

"Never mnd. The score is evened out for a few seconds
when soneone wns."

"What fun | could have had."

"I"'msorry to deprive you of fun but this is serious
busi ness. See the big man swathed in raw silk. He's one of
t he peopl e who was causing us trouble. Now he's supposed to
be working for us and he's afraid for his own neck. Since
the Satellites have been cut off they've had to fall back on
their own resources. Their spies are trying to bl ackmai
hi m back into line."

"How does he survive?"

"He squeals on them and we haul his detractors off to
t he penal colony for realignnent. But |ately he doesn't
squeal enough.™
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"Doesn't the word get around?"

"Ch yes, but so does our word. W have our ways."

"Jubal, how go the rackets?"

| "' m amazed to hear Ammon speak. | thought we were
going to float through the room w t hout detection.

"Everything is sweet, Condor." Jubal says, nervously
wavi ng guards over for Ammon, who, | see, is already guarded
by his own nen. "You know | get really afraid when you cone
in here. You...comng in here! Wy waste your tinme?"

"Afraid of what?"

"Of you...and afraid for you...nme and the business."

"I"'mvery glad to hear that. Mybe it'll keep you not
honest but approaching it at |east."

"No good Sal oon tender is honest," Jubal says with an
obsequi ous j oki ng voi ce.

"There's Satellite scumin here, Condor. You shouldn't
even be in the same room Wy don't you visit Gnta's
Sal oon. .. where the conservative tight asses sit around on
their thunmbs nmentally toting up how nmuch credit is left in
their term nal s?"

"Gnta's Saloon isn't giving us any trouble."

"Neither aml|, anynore."

"Then you won't mind if one of nmy nen checks the feed
on your account termnal to make sure there's been no
t anpering. "

"Not again."

"That's what happens when your reputation goes. |
don't need to tell you how nuch public funding flashes here,
and we just want to make sure it shows up on the right
screen.”

"You know, if the people in here knew who you were
they'd go crazy just trying to get in your |ine of vision.
|"ve seen it happen to cels -- they actually bring in nore



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 261
noney. But you! You're way beyond cel ebrity...a nyth!
Solar white-outs, it scares nme forty pounds worth."

"You could stand to | ose sone wei ght."

"No, no, I've got to eat forty pounds just to recover.
Have you ever thought of death by tranpling? |It's nuch
sl ower than a flash-out."

They head for Jubal's office, a place of gleani ng
metallic surfaces, and | follow, observing Amon wth
fascination. Here is another face |'ve never seen.

"Well, I"'mnot going to do a Shield unless it becones
absol utely necessary so you mght as well start eating.

"Where's Decks?" Ammon asks, | ooking around.

"I told soneone. | told one of your nmen. He got
bur ned. "

"By whon®?"

| feel a rage of enotion in Amon.

"I don't know. A Satellite grub. They walk in here
like they own the place. | can't turn the Saloon into a

flash-out gallery, not with the noney that cones in here."

"This makes ne very unhappy, Jubal. Decks was one of
our best. He cane here at ny behest to do a job and you | et
hi m get burned. This doesn't | ook good for you at all."

“If you want to know the truth, | think Decks, your
wonder boy, wasn't playing very straight with you. As your
surveillance, he was in a perfect position to help hinself.
| think he was getting help fromthe Satellites and didn't
pay up."

"What do you nean, you think? Do you run this place or
don't you?"

"All right, I do run this place and he was."

"Explain that."

"He invited ne to a little collusion.™

"You're lying. You can't lie to nme, Jubal. Black
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Suns! we shoul dn't have |l et you continue here, but with al
your greasy talent we were willing to work the kinks out of
you. You're a fool."
“"You're getting it all wong. |'mnot--"
| watch with fascination as Amon fixes his gaze on
Jubal , who has nmade the m stake of |ooking straight at the
nost effective sensory power he will ever encounter. The
huge man's girth slunps in the giant chair where he is used

to presiding. H's eyes roll into a glassy, fixed stare.
"What happened to Decks?"
"Decks...is okay. Valuable man. Satellites...going to
use him"

"To get Control."

"You...to get at you."

"That's what | neant. \Were is he?"
"Can't...can't...say."

"Where! O shall | rip that skewed brain out of your
t hi ck skul [ ?"

"Room bel ow. "

"Lead the way."

"Sone of the boys down there.™

"So, you don't want to nake this into a fl ash-out
gallery. Wat do you think these nen with ne are here for?
You | ead the way, Jubal."

Now | begin to worry. This is too drastic a change
fromorchards for Jurith. Ammon is disturbing to ne and
what's nmore | think he enjoys this role he's in. He doesn't
need to be here doing this. Wy is he showing it to ne?
He's getting at sonething but my sleuthing mnd feels
blunted in the face of all this strangeness. [|'mhighly
unconfortable and I begin to bal k.

“Jurith, you're resisting. Come with ne."

msorry. | don't think so. | don't want to know
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about these people. You...l don't recognize you here, don't

want to know what you're getting at. Ch, it's interesting

in a coarse sort of way but I'd rather not see any nore."
Ammon pours out a fast barrage of words in a heated,

scol di ng manner. "You think Control never has to deal with
| ow-down el ements...that the higher you go the finer the

ideals? You think if we don't ook at this it won't exist?

| want you to look. | want you to know. That's why we're
here, to see where |'ve been. It's all an exanple of how
"' m made, how | canme to be Jurith's Amon -- the one | made,

not your paragon. Did you think it was pretty?”

"I"'mnot so naive. |'ve cone face to face with evil in
my life but | don't have to wallowin it."

"Whuld it surprise you to know that | sonetinmes, far
too many tinmes, have to wallowin it? You can wallowin it
at the top of Control's Tower or you can wallowin it in the
basenment of a Saloon. The only difference is that it |ooks
alittle dirtier down here. Perhaps you' re not whole, not
fully di nensioned, until you've wallowed in it."

"Strange, very strange."

"What is it?"

"I feel sadness, deep sadness in you, Amon."

"Why strange? Why? Mn's condition is either joy or
sadness, hatred or |ove...ignorance or too nuch know ng, and
sonmetimes all of this together is nothing nore than sadness.
Once in awhile it's bound to get ne. How s this? Feel how
calml1 anP"

"Yes. | wonder how you do it."

“"Now come with nme."

"You hope to teach ne that nman's condition is
al t erabl e?"

"I want vindication fromyou for the unpleasant things
| have to do."
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"Is this a subtle way to nake ne | ose?"

"I"'msurprised that you would enpl oy the terns of war,
Jurith -- win, lose? Not |like you. Are we engaged in a
battl e without my know edge?"

"I'n a nmetaphorical way, yes...of sorts, yes, but I'm
beginning to think that nothing is w thout your know edge.
| ' ve di sturbed you again."”

"Because you question my notives, Jurith. Mbtives
whi ch actually reflect your own ideals. It's only that |
can't be what you are and | want to show you why. My [?"

"Why do you have to be personally involved in this?"

"Because | believe that it nakes a difference, just as
you believed that rebirth on Laom woul d make a difference.”

"Ch, it made a very great difference. | would do it
all again...exactly the sane, if | had to."

"I know that. Now will you acconpany ne?...let ne
finish this edifying confrontation? This tinme it will be

very dangerous for you to interrupt.”

No sooner have | assented then I find nyself in a cool
bl ue underground room where a man is being held in a field
of pain stimuli. He cries or |aughs at the whimof those
who attack his senses. Ammon's nen quickly disarmthe
Satellite torture detail, but then a curious inquisition
ensues. | feared that | would be watching the eneny fl ashed
out of existence, but instead Amobn begins to question the
two disarmed torturers. Swiftly, he locks the first man's
concentration in a hel pl ess response node and asks whet her
the torture was done for reward or pleasure. The nman is
left with no answer but the one he truly feels, and answers
that he is paid for his work but that he enjoys it. The
second man answers in the same manner.

| watch each man's taut face | oosen, slide froma
sneering pretense of unconcern to genuine fear as Amon
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pl unbs deep inside the m nd, regrooving personality. The
eyes dilate and the nouths twitch nervously with grow ng
di sconfort. Their faces sag. They begin to groan and bite
their lips brutally, but Amon does not pernmt nme to see
what nethod he uses to reduce themto gibbering fools. It
is only when he speaks al oud that the reason for their
sudden i npot ence becones cl ear.

"“I'"msendi ng you back to your Satellite bosses, but
fromthis nonent forth you will hate what you do and suffer
excessive guilt for your actions. You'll be your own
torturers and eventually, if you use your evil for profit,
you'll grow careless and die for it. You each alone wll
choose your way but know this: you'll have absolutely no
nore pleasure in what you do; it will be an agony."

| have watched Ammon cl osely. At one point the veins
at his tenples swell with the force of powerfully directed
concentration. But still I'm dunbfounded as the nmen crunbl e
before ny eyes. They are reduced to how ing self-abasenent,
groveling and weeping. | watch the onsl aught of their
enfeebl ed nental states with shane.

The power of Ammon is a fearful power. H's penetrating
eyes and dreadful concentration are |ike a white hot weld of
fire, burning a new pattern across a brain subtly progranmed
from chil dhood, rearranging a mind in one deft seizure.

Now he is finished with themand turns away. He is
| ooking fondly at the | ean Decks who sits awkwardly with
| ong bent | egs and hanging head, trying to regain his
conposure while one of Amon's nmen kneel s before him

"Decks?" Amon says gently.

When Decks lifts his gray head | |look into his pale
eyes and i medi ately begin to feel his pain. H's whol e body
vibrates with pain and a terrible depression. | groan
i nwardly, and Ammon qui ckly speaks to ne with his thought,
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"Stop, Jurith. He is righted. Only wait and see.”
| watch as Ammon soot hes and revives Decks with a
t horough hypnotic enbrace of pleasure-giving forgetful ness.
In alittle while Decks has returned to his normal state.
He is a dry-tongued, hunorous soul with a cal mess which
woul d take a great deal of hostile input to ruffle.
"Did ny eyes light up...snoke pour out of ny nostrils,
Doct or ?" he asks.
"You were well surged, Decks. G ow ng beautifully,™
Ammon answers with hunoring voi ce.
Decks laughter is like a song as his gray eyes crinkle

with tears. "So you' ve saved ne one nore tine," he says,
and | wonder what he neans. | begin to feel Decks' devotion
to Amon as a warm gl owi ng presence filling the room a
presence far nore tangible to ne than a chair or table.

"Well, nmy good soldier, carry on with your work here
and we' Il neet again in other places...better places, worse
pl aces nore worthy of your prowess and cunning.”

Decks stands up, and |I'msurprised at how tall he is,
towering over Ammon like a great thin tree. Hi s eyes gl ow
with an odd yellow light and his thin-1lipped nouth is w de
with friendly prom ses. | next realize that |I've been
hearing an unfam liar accent when he speaks. Then, when he
bends forward to shake Amon's hand, he appears springy and
lean in his tight gray skin suit, so that | think of a giant
wWiry insect. How strangely beautiful he is, angular and
graceful and pared down to the essential intent of the life
form As | watch himl feel my analytical mnd working
again. Very quickly the roomfades and we are al one,
wal king in the orchard.

"I I'i ke Decks very nmuch; he's bionomcally different,
havi ng adapted to sone unusual ecol ogy, but | believe that
he's also bionic,"” | say.
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"He is, ny sharp Spice. | found himon one of the very
old test drifters, those self-sustaining, mniature
propul sion col onies, slowy escaping the galaxy. | nyself
made hi mbionic. He was dying, a beautifully superior
being. | suspended him and had our fleet lab build him
spare parts. The sort of thing they |love to do, although
|"ve no doubt you could have done it better. | installed
the parts, and he's been clicking away ever since. He likes
to call ne Doctor, instead of Condor, which as wandering
Controller I must hear fromso many quarters. And you...you
sonetinmes call nme Doctor, although | think it's done with a
little malice, sophistry,” Amon says, |aughing to hinself.

| look up. There is the dark-haired, bearish head,
framed by great bursts of white blossons fringed in pink.

Al this against the startling cobalt donme. The powerful

bl ack pupils now burn only with white fl ecks of orchard,

m ni ature vani shing rows. Then the reflected orchards are
replaced by Jurith, and I know our thoughts will send us to
our knees. He takes hold of ne, lowers ne into the sweet
grass of the orchard. | am a streaking sunset, hot colors
sliding down anong cool grasses, warm ng each bl ade.

In awhile I find nyself encircled by bottom ess pools
of dark brown iris, and slowy the iris transitions to a
reflecting universe. | watch the sapient nouth curving into
atineless smle. W are traveling again.

The awesone throb of a white-speed propul sion system
runmbl es beneath ne in a chase/attack phase. | listen,
chilled to the bone by approaching thunder. There are great
vi brations, each lasting only a few seconds as the ship is
held in place by a powerful force field. W are in a large
and sunptuous cabin with buff padded walls and dark porthol e
wi ndows. The cobalt blue carpets roll out before us, strewn
with tawny furniture cast in soft adjusting forns.
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"We're aboard your flagship,"” | say.

"Yes...the Condor's lonely nest. Wl cone to the First
Fl eet. ™

Ammon' s voi ce comand causes a wall to effulge as a
broad screen.

"If you look there, you'll see your position. Aside
fromfour Breaker Escorts slightly in the lead, you' re at
t he head of sonething rather awesone."

A massive and intricate diagramof the fleet hurtles
across the screen. On and on an intermnable city of war
mat éri el of the nost form dable configuration crosses our
vision, until finally the |ast menacing bl ack warshi p cones
into view at the narrowing tail. An evil black dragon, |
t hi nk and Ammon answers ny thought.

"Consi derably | arger and nore persuasive than when it
| eft our honel and,” Amon says, letting the screen fade.

"You're very quiet, Jurith.”

"I was trying to renmenber what | felt in the orchard.™

"You no | onger feel it?"

"Here, the feeling is coomingled with pain. Here, you
are the Condor, omnous vulture indeed, at the head of al
you've shown ne...and nuch, rmuch nore in far-flung pl aces.
And not only that..."

"What ?"

"You' ve brought nme to a war. These vibrations..

W' re under attack."

"Not hing very threatening. Renenber the vulture cleans
t he environnent."

"But what in black suns can we be obliterating with al
this?" | feel that I'mshouting as | sweep ny hand aft to
i ndicate what follows the flag ship.

Ammon smiles, his face bearing a grimlight. "Actually
t he Breaker Escorts are doing all the work here. Jurith’s
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hand is incul pating the wong end of ny fleet.

"We're outside the colony of Burgan. Do you renenber
t he Bur gans?"

"Of course | do. 1've traded with them"

"You forgave themfor firing on the Quester Expedition
in free space?”

"How did you know that? GCh | see, it was nmy nessage.
| regretted wave-logging that information because | was
afraid of endangering the Burgans.”

"Even though they weren't afraid of endangering you?"

"I can hardly blane themfor fearing ny appearance. |
represented their disdained masters.”

"I know what they did, Jurith. | was behind you and
closing rapidly. | nonitored your protest to the Burgans as
wel | as your wave-log to Control."

"You! You were following me to Laon?"

"No." Ammon smiles, lost in a sadly titillating nonent
of reflection. "I was followi ng you off the Hustler planet
and...follow ng you through a few rough places. Not |ong
afterward | vectored off to another quadrant. | began
al nost i mredi ately picking up resources from outlying
colonies in order to reinplenment and expand the fleet.

"But as to the Burgans...your voice is still logged in
our fleet records. | listened to your brave and sensible
protest, Jurith. | swore aloud and gleefully to ny

astoni shed captain on the bridge and told himthat Jurith

was exactly as | knew her to be. | could have answered you
then. | could have said in coded officialese, "Jurith, this
is Condor at your back.' But | couldn't have continued a
conversation which led nowhere. | didn't really want you to

know | was there. You were headed for Jurith's world. |
remai ned silent...at great cost to nyself."
Time slides away and | think of that nonent when
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Quester was in the range of Burgan out-flyers. There was
nothing I would or could have done differently had I known
of Amon's nearness. | feel a deep sorrow, as though we
have parted agai n.

"Cone," he says, "l didn't nean to nmake you sad. Let's
go on the bridge now. "

"The bridge! To see what you're doing to the Burgans?
Don't make ne watch this, please.”

| struggle but in nmny weak nonent of sorrow am overcone
and slip into a gray |linbo while Ammon tal ks.

"We are revisiting a period just a few years ago when |
deci ded to revoke Burgan's petition to secede. They have at
this particular nonment taken out their last Control flyby."

"Why shoul d they have done this?" | ask, snapping to
attention. "You nust have been antagonizing them"

"No, they are far nore bellicose than we."

“"A small colony naturally feels it nust have a

defense,” | say.

"Ah, then you approve of their tactics."

"How | loathe it when you try to ensnare ne in war
ganmes. | amonly trying to defend the Burgans. Soneone

shoul d. "

Ammon makes no answer but suddenly I find nyself in a
| arger roomfull of flashing screens which | eave not a
particle of the Burgan drama | ost to the inagination.
Several nmen and wonen are sitting at panels nonitoring the
conpl ex data i nput which obviously runs the fleet with
nanosecond effi ci ency.

"Captain,” | hear the First Mate say, "with al
respect, our Breaker Escort nust slip shield and dead target
i mredi ately. A sinple maneuver, but your order for Hold
Phase is allow ng the Burgans the advantage of costing us
sone repairs due to close-field burns.™
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The Captain turns to Ac”mmon.  For a nmonent | think | am
sitting at one of the masterfully chilling video dramas so
famus on the Hustler planet. The climax is about to change
the destiny of the players, and | amonly a hel pl ess, unseen
Wi tness to sonething which is already history. | listen to
Ammon as he inclines his head to the captain and gives his
or der.

"Unj am t he Burgan screens and give thema full view of
our fleet down to the last voider beam prod. Now tell them
we' ve decided their total annihilation is nore feasible than
this protracted ganme of chess in which the king and his nen
try to preserve scant opposing pieces. Gve themfive
m nutes, until 0900, and then, if negative, renove themfrom
our system"

"Murderer!" | cry. "Mght nmakes right, you nurderer!"

Ammon does not answer, but | feel the terrible
unwavering force of his will. | amconpelled to go on
wat chi ng, having forgotten how | cane to be here.

Very soon the captain turns to Anmmon and says, "The
Bur gans have surrendered."”

| see that Ammon renai ns expressionl ess as he speaks.

"Send a governing body down fromFleet 11l to be left
in place until our next circuit, at which time they'll be
relieved.”

"Did you know they woul d surrender?” | ask, stil

pul sing with the adrenaline of anger.

"If their |eaders had not done so they would share the
bl ame for their nurder.”

"You woul d have done it?"

"I always deliver what | prom se unl ess demands are
met, but | knew | wouldn't have to this tinme. M ght does
not al ways nake right but there's no doubt it can prevent
anni hilation. But enough of this, Jurith. Wy did | bring
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you here? No -- | hear you -- it wasn't to swagger."

"I've seen what you wanted ne to see.”

In the next instant we are back in ny crystal, having
arrived there on a strong current of Anmon's displ easure.

"I want you to see nuch nore of Amon, the whol e of
him actually, which is, of course, inpossible. But why do
| need this? Tell ne what | already know. "

"“You...you nysteriously believe that |I’m connected to
immortality...that the nore I know of you the nore |ikely
you are to feel immortal."

Ammon is looking at ne wth an inscrutable expression
whi ch | believe masks acknow edgnent, and | go on.

"It's sinply your desire for order. Those who create
and play in chaos are always striving for their own order.
But order is of the infinite, unseeable by us, having little
to do with the eye-blink span of we nortals."

"Perhaps nmy imortality is easier than all this,
Jurith...with your help."

"Ah...ny android Anmon?"

"Yes."

"But is he imortal ?"

"He believes, Jurith, that he is indestructible, that
only he can destroy hinself.”

"Yes, | gave himall the indestructible qualities I
could but--"
"And | gave himone nore -- a multifunctional force

field even nore invincible than ny own. M/ Shield was
advanced by your father in a MACRA | ab. Very sophisticated.
You see the Amon android has becone a famly project.”

"Javan made such a force field?. ..but, why?"

"Qut of necessity. He was being attacked by a faction
within MACRA itself."

"I can't believe this. MACRA by its very nature is a
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stable entity, nonconbatant, conposed of a totally dedicated
body of scientists.”

"Jurith, you underestimate the devious and conpetitive
nature of man, the designs which formas malignancies in his
thought. It's all ego. Ego is mlitant; it perseveres."

"Designs," | whisper, catching up this word of Amon's,
for sonething has occurred to ne so preposterous that | fal
into a nonent of silent astonishnment.

“I't couldn't be that all this was of your construction,
Ammon? No, no, | can't believe...the exacting videos of
yoursel f which you sent with nme so | ong ago, the denial of
your feelings and the withdrawal of yourself, so that |
woul d need...would create Ammon imortal. Nothing so
el aborate...nothing so elongated could ever have been your

design. .. But even as | demand that it be inpossible |
begin to believe that what | have said is the truth

| kneel before Ammon on ny vicuna mattress and struggle
to west some clue fromthis inscrutable mnd. | still see
in the dark eyes the |anbent flames of a |over, but there
flows a terrible void behind that fire. There the nouth,
glow ng golden in ny crystal, relaxed and w thout any cur
of nystery, maddeningly snoboth and deceptively calm There
is no tight muscul ar wi thhol di ng of news, but neither is
there a way into the chanber of secrets. Ammopn has set up
an invisible wall between us, |like the netal door upon which
| once pounded. | had pounded to be let out while | was
crying to be let in. Something in his manner, sone snal
flicker or synapse of warning nakes nme afraid to go on with
this lest I can never turn back, and yet | am consuned with
a desire to know Was it a grand schene, a schene atop
ot her | esser schenmes, or have | now becone so paranoid by
the constant vacillation of enotions that nmy suspicions are
unst oppabl e, a self-destructive anbival ence?
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There foll ows a nmenacing silence between us. Qur m nds
are not now | inked, yet Anmmon can |ook into mne with a
consi derabl e degree of ease, and | nyself can interpret his
restive inpulses with a deeply shapi nhg awar eness.

"Can you," | ask, "take nme back with you to those days
when we shared the Hustler planet?"

There is a second of swift puzzlenent, then he smles.
"You'll learn nothing new of ne there. | was inprisoned in
artifice. The country runs on it. |If you are a |large
prom nent boul der stuck on the prong of a nountain, you wll
cone crashing down without an artificial brace. You never
really know who you are until you |leave the famliar behind
and begin to fend for yourself with the tools you al one
devise. Isn't that why you wanted to go, Jurith? You had
al ways a desire, a need to step beyond the constricting
envi ronnent whi ch presunably defined you...proscribed you.
Wasn't it so? Wat was it that you wanted?"

"I wanted to create...first to create a place...an
unassail abl e place for ny work...a totally new environnent."

"“An environment which unavoi dably defined you, Spice.
And thus you wanted ultimately to define yourself -- creator
of Laom ..creator of the super-android.”

"But you believe that you did it, Amon...that you
reached into my mnd and recreated Jurith.”

“"No, | could never recreate a machine as magnificent as
you. You are alnost flaw ess in your single-mndedness...in
the purity of your nethod at obtaining your objective."

"Then what is it that you think you' ve done?"

"It's too clear, clear as the indefectible optics we
produce in unfettering space...so clear that you cannot see
it but only see through it."

"Ch, Amon, you are naddeni ng!"

"You aren't the first to say so, but the first |I care
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about. And you want to go back there, backwards for clues.
It isn't a good idea."

"Because you know that | will go with this m nd, not
the m nd of that young, reaching, experimenting cadet."”

"Perhaps you'll recognize a lying man there, Jurith.
There was nore deception in ne then, although you don't
believe it -- you think I've grown nore evil. Not |ong
before I net you, | began to keep a journal...l didn't tel
it all. | lied even to its private pages, sone truth, sone
purposeful lies, exactly the way a life generally goes."

"Isn't it the same even now?" | ask.

"Do | still lie? Not to nyself.”

"But to ne."

"I withhold certain things fromyou, Jurith."

"To what end?"

"Well put. A good end -- thank you for making ny
answer so sweet -- to a very good end."

"Just when | think | may cone to know who you are,
Ammon, you slip away |ike vapor and recast yourself into yet
anot her enigma. You have the audacity to say you want nme to
know you...and then to inply that not know ng you i s sonehow
to a good end. Are you as self-serving as you seen?"

"Yes! As you are; it's what nakes us valuable.”

"Do you care nmuch for the way things devel op beyond
your existence?"

"I don't knowif it's possible to achieve anything
|asting -- lasting being relative. |If it is, I do. | nake
gestures...let us say that | care but | don't knowif it
wi |l do any good. Everything goes around but we want to
believe that it also ascends. And you, Jurith, you really
want to create |ife not nechanical beasts."

"No. "

"Yes, it's true, a human android and another soul, nore
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sweet...one you and I have unwittingly created together."

"Qoo," | whisper, with the adrenaline shooting through
and t hrough ne.

"Yes." He smiles. The light of my crystal strikes his
face with a green shaft. "Perhaps | wanted you to create
Ammon because | refused to anticipate Qyoo. Above all else,
| did not want to father another being. M own tunultuous
chi |l dhood was a cruel ronmp with death. | could never have
imagined a life as beautiful as Qyoo, whose body woul d course
with nmy own bl ood."

"You with all your prescience couldn't foresee her?"

“I didn't try. | didn't even reflect onit."

"Did you want ne to create Amon?"

"Did I, didn't I, did 1, didn't I?" he chants, taking
nme by the arnms and paralyzing ny vision -- white wi ngs of
t hought flying high above and soon dropping us through
shi meri ng noctilucent clouds, down upon a distant planet |
remenber well...but to a place there |I've never known.

| asked to come here and now | wonder what |'ve done.
At this noment | amfar nore frightened of the past than of
anyt hing the future holds.

"What paradox you are, Jurith, making us slog through
this fear, and yet we've cone here because you wi shed it."

"I think you intended us to conme here,"” | say.

Ammon is standing with his hands in his pockets. He
wears the formal black tunic of The Seat. He too seens
formal, restrained, as he once was with nme until that
occasi onal nonment when his w |l dness woul d break through, a
wi | dness which at the tine perhaps confounded even him

| ask where we are because nothing is famliar.

"This is the estate of R___. | often stay here.

O hers have always | oaned nme their privileged spaces.
Owmni ng space is a nuisance. | once tried to own a space
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whi ch bel onged to Jurith.”

"What do you nean?"

"Nothing. | was speaking of nadness.

"l brought you here because, anobng ot her reasons, it's
a less alarmng reentry, a place unknown to you."

"But it's beautiful. | had noidea R lived like
this."

"He spent |ater years here...died here."

"One of the better places to die. | don't know what to
call it. It's a forest but--"

"Both a massive roomand a forest doned. R liked

to sleep out of doors but he liked even tenperatures and a
gentle, rather noist breeze. O course, rain was only to be
wat ched froma wi ndow, although it can rain here too in a
few select places. Here is the irony of captured nature."

"“I"ve often thought how | would like to walk again in
rain,” | say. | amw stful

| look around, drinking in the gently withing grass
clunps, wildflowers, and ferns sparkling in refracted
sunlight. The lushness overspreads a forest floor where
towering trees reach toward a bl ue done one can only m stake
for naked sky. The shaggy, red tree trunks affixed with
sweepi ng boughs are an invitation to sanctuary. Birds
flutter through the foliage, their echoing songs etching
ornately noted pat hways through the stillness. W walk
forward anong the massive |iving colums which guard the
secretive depths. | take a deep breath of resinous air. A
butterfly dances over the stony path. | try to see where
the path leads but it disappears and reappears and vani shes
again among the dark trunks. It curves through |ight and
shadow, dividing small bunches of cel estefl ower and dense
beds of arched ferns.

"Why shut out the rain when one could sleep under a
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shel ter?" |'mthinking.

"R___ shut out nore than rain here, Spice. He shut
out trouble. He didn't like shelters over his head; he was
cl aust rophobi ¢ but a space done gave himno cause for alarm
The towering forest is well fed with msted air and
underground irrigation."

"Wy are we here?"

"You wanted to see it...me init. Just come along and
et things unfold.”

| take a deep breath of air pungent with resinous fir
needl es and mul ched ground, and float ahead in a pl easant
dream After awhile | hear voices, |aughter, a stringed
instrument. My steps falter.

"R___is having one of his gatherings. | didn't
attend many of these unless it was demanded of ne. |
preferred to come here and be alone. | cane here briefly
after I nmet you at Black Hall. | should have plunged back
into my work. Instead | lay under a tree thinking of the
way you ate oysters and the whiteness of your skin. | never

i ked | eaving you and going directly back to nmy work.

| smile with an arousing pleasure, for never, except in
a rare dream have | sensed so strongly the feeling of
Ammon' s earlier nental enbrace.

We enter an interior nmeadow and find an androi d-
attended banquet table lined with guests. The table is
covered with a bright gold cloth and piled high with exotic
edibles. Of to the left is a round stone structure rising
three stories and with a steps spiraling up the side of its
creany wall. Androids are com ng down the steps carrying
trays of food and drink and huge stuffed pillows. Anmmon
explains silently that R liked to watch forns gracefully
ascendi ng and descendi ng stairs.

| sit on alittle padded stool with my feet in the
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grass, feeling so lazy | can't imgine getting up to
approach the table, even though |I know that Amon expects ne
to dine there. An android cones over to ne, picks nme up and
carries ne to a pillowed seat at the table while Amon
| aughs at ny astonishnment. | amleft reposing between two
wel | -sated guests, nenbers of the high inner circle, while
Ammon goes off to speak with a nenber of The O ub, who nods a
smling welcome. Across fromwhere | sit, the ground opens
and a playing chanber orchestra rises on a nmarble dais. A
shaft of gold light ignites the crystal goblets of w ne.
Everyone at table except nyself is wearing a pale blue robe.
| amin white. Anmmon cones to the table, obdurate in his
sol erm bl ack tunic and skin pants. R__, at whose right
Ammon sits, is led off to dance.

A tall woman with long red hair rises and goes to
Ammon, kissing himon the neck. | feel jeal ousy and flush
deeply at ny inability to control it. Amon will sense
this. | want to get away, try to rise, and find that |
cannot. | stare at the woman. The el egant |ines of her
body are clearly visible through the di aphanous robe. |
rem nd nyself that Anmon is master of this scene to which he

has brought us. | am angry.
"Save your strength, Jurith." | hear his voice
whi spering in nmy head. "I amonly building a scene as it

happened except that you are here. You wanted to know ne in
this place; now wait and listen.”

"Lithia," |I hear Amon speak softly to the redhead,
"R____ doesn't care in the | east when you cone to ne."
"I't isnN"t R___ 1 wish to unsettle,” the clever Lithia

whi spers back, averting her gaze from Amon's probi ng eyes.
"Then who has gl eaned enough inportance to capture your

favor?" Ammon asks, gl ancing down the long table. But even

as he utters this stinging question a revel ati on appears on
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his face, and he turns quickly and | ooks over his shoul der.
There stands Menren at the edge of the meadow, his |ong
shadow stretching out before him Ammon rises and goes to

Menren at once. "Lithia wants you jealous,” he says with
the utter frankness which he often enpl oys to advant age.
"You should be flattered at such eagerness, though |I refuse
to lend nyself to this puerile schene.™

“"I"'mthe schene's victim Master," Menren says with a
smle, and | believe that his voice has sone irony in it.

"It's nore than Lithia' s beauty warm ng your heart.
She clains to know i nportant secrets and you use her thus.
What has her spying given you as a prom sed condition?"

Menren, who nust know the futility of anything but
truth before Amon, speaks. "You' ve found ne out. Lithia
has been close to you. Now she cares nore for nme than | for
her, but | do care."

"Much less than you care for know edge of ny intent,"”
Ammon says.

"She hasn't told nme much, nostly speculation. You're
so inscrutable, Master, that you foster these nethods."

"Next you'll tell me it's only because you | ove ne that

you ferret out ny plans,” Amobn says.

"Nevertheless, it's so," Menren replies. "I love you
as Master, even as | covet your world."

"Well said. 1've taught you zeal ousness and have only
nyself to blame,” Amon says. "You strive to |earn when and
if I"ll succeed R___. Wiy not sinply ask? You, Menren, of

all present here may ask."

"You might m stake ny asking for a wish to elevate
nysel f, Master."

"I make no such mstake. |[|f you replace ne, poor
Menren, you'll wish you'd followed ne out."

"I wonder what that portends,” Menren says with a grin.
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“I"1l |leave you to inmagine, my capable aide,” Amon
answers.

He cones and |leads me fromny place at table. W
stroll anong nobl e hol |l yhocks with high crinson bl oons.
"I"ve always | oved these particular flowers,"” | say, "but |
hate the intrigues of your office."

"When power is lusted after, fate is exacting,” Ammon
says, and his voice foreshadows sonething he intends to show

me which | want to resist.

"How can you smle so fetchingly at this?" | ask
"Dol smle? |'ve survived many tiresonme intrigues.
There is a great deal of rot at the top. It spreads anong

depraved nmenbers who arrive at Control's gates.”

"You need a benevol ent anarchy such as we have on
Laom " | suggest.

"Ch, ho, ho! How you nmake ne | augh, Queen Jurith. You
who reign suprene over adoring coll eagues and worshi pfu
androids in your limted perinmeter. You should try to
govern this malignant Medusa who clainms ne. One can hardly
stroke the egos of The Federation through a tel escope.”

"Lithia was your lover," | say, not realizing
imedi ately that this is the subject Amon intends. "She's
beautiful ."

"She wasn't ny lover, but only an occasional neal which
left me still hungry. In our ways we used each other."

"Are you show ng nme her disloyalty? Then she's a
fool," | say.

"She goes to Menren because she wants to punish nme for
not giving her nore than physical satisfaction, and then
must puni sh Menren by returning to me. A sunptuous body
housing a narrow m nd."

"You don't show ne this to nake ne jeal ous,” | say.
"You aren't so base or petty."
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Ammon shakes his head fromside to side. Hi s face
beside the flowers is solem and his eyes apol ogetic. Cone
away fromthese bloonms, | want to say. You hurt their
beauty. But | say nothing because Amon knows.

"Don't | ook so sad. You wanted to know all ny
guarters. Now it seens you can't abide one.™

| feel a coldness creeping over ne, his coldness. | am
begi nning to see the conclusion of this story.

In the next instant, we are hiding in Menren's room
Lithia has cone here with sonme stolen piece of Anmon's plan
to tame an uprising by offering up a corrupt official who is
an erstwhile friend of Menren's. Lithia and Menren lie
together. | hear clearly her whispers against Menren's fair
head. Then Amon steps fromthe shadows, smling.

"How beautiful your bodies are together,"” Amobn says.
"Excuse nme. | should have sent soneone else, but since it's
you, Menren, | have thought of your welfare.” Ammon sighs
and says, "The disgusting things with which | nust contend.
Damm you, Menren! Finish her now before R____'s nen get
here. They won't be so kind."

Menren |l eaps fromhis silver bedclothes |ike an
athlete. Lithia screans and runs toward the door which
Ammon has sealed. The roomis dusky orange and dark with

shadows. Lithia runs to Amon, cursing. "I'll live to see
you die. | swear! | swear! You never cared for ne.

Never! Never! That is ny death. Wy kill ne? Wy? You
will drown in your own blood!" Her voice is wld, pleading

and threatening. Her fingers reach out to rake Anmon's

face, but she m stakenly | ooks into his eyes. "I |oved you.

| loved you!"™ she cries in a last attenpt to save herself.

Her body trenbles as she whines and crunples to the floor.

Menren cones fromthe bat hroom hol di ng a m croderm gun
"This is not to sleep,” Ammon char ges.
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“"No, not to sleep,” Menren says, shaking his head at
Lithia. "You are ruined. Do you understand, Lithia? You
have rui ned yourself, but 1'Il help you."

He lifts her armand jabs her and in an instant her
life is gone.

"There, Master," Menren says with great enotion,

"bel oved Master."

"Bel oved, " Ammon says. "Then you are nearly alone in
your sentinment, Menren."

Ammon runs his fingers through Lithia' s thick flamng
hair. "So lovely," he says. | shiver and shiver with
revul sion. He has shown ne his guilt.

"I don't want to know this quarter,” | inplore. "
believe that life should conme to a natural end.”

"We should be so fortunate,”™ Amobn says. "She was
poi soning ny food slowy, so that she could nurse nme back to
health while Menren assumed nmy position beside R___ . | am
capabl e of verifying that Menren didn't know. Unfortunately,
her dosage killed a nenber of the kitchen staff. R
found out and was going to have her freeze-dried. | thought
this nmore nerciful. Lithia was careless in all things.
wi sh that her life had come to a natural end. Wo killed
her, Jurith?"

"W all did," |I answer.
" \M?ll
"We of the human race,” | say. "W didn't teach her

howto |live with a reverence for life."

“Ah, ny idealist,” Amobn says. "Wat have you done
with all these years? | see the beauty of Laom the
spl endor of your amazi ng androids, but what have you done
with all this interest in mankind...we, the w cked and
prof ane, squirm ng and hal f - evol ved?"

"y

ve loved you," | say, "...tried to nake ny androids
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exenpl ars and hel pmates for the human species. |'msorry |
couldn't do nore...being human, |I'mdeficient.”

"For me, as well as mankind, | own it was enough from
you," Ammon says. "You made nme want to live."

Very soon we are standing on a volcanic nountain in
Karak, and | realize that for the first tine it is | who
have brought us sonewhere.

“Now you'll taunt nme," Amon says, "while |I'm
vul nerable in self-Ioathing."

"I wanted to get you away fromthere, and | think
wanted to show you ny roots,"” | say. "This is where ny Lupe
was rocked in her cradle."

"This is a battlefield,” Amobn says, hinmself wary.

"No," | say. "That's over now. This is the peace you
made. "

"When | cane here to stop the war, | renmenbered your
hand bl oodied on nmy door. | never wanted you in ny office,

defiled by ny office. You were tossed unfledged into a
snake pit."

"It wasn't a viper who |oved ne there."

"Did you transfer the enotion for your parents to nme?
Is that what finally happened?”

"You...ny anal yst, how can you ask? You know the two
feelings are separate. | love themstill as if they lived.
They do in nme. You know also that | tried to avoid you.
When | thought of that kind of relationship at all, |
t hought it mght be wth a man Iike ny father."

"A benevol ent scientist |like you...but you have a
wi | dness which... It wouldn't work,” Ammon says. "But | do
envy scientists who' ve managed to renove thenselves fromthe
popul ace. They control the variables of their worlds."

“"Not altogether,” | reply. "This world was created by
devoted agrarian scientists. Their good science led to
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prosperity, and that led to war."

"Now you understand what | neant about your androids
and about Laomte," Ammon says.

"My work didn't create a war," | insist. "You did
that...experinmenting again...to see if | would fight."

"You need only have come up to nmy ship."

"They wouldn't let ne. They thought you woul d take ne
host age. "

"I mght have taken you away...for a tinme."

| turn to Ammon. He's not possibly in my dream in ny
mnd. He's there on a hill in Karak, his head against the
ascendi ng dark green peaks at his back, forested nountains
of basalt tough as his will. H's profile is cunning, the
jet eyes |ooking out at the valley below, hair black as a
raven's feathers bl ow ng over his forehead.

You are finite, | think, and it's the worst thing about
you.

He turns to ne, smles and says, "Only that? And it's
t he worst thing about you."

He points to the edge of the cliff and says, "This is
where you canme with your Karakian boy, Ing. Yes? | sent
Decks here to help Ing. He was inportant to ne not only
because of the powerful warrior he becanme but because he
| oved you. A conpany of Kursand took him prisoner and
tortured him He was strong and withstood a great deal, but
it was too |late for Decks to be of any help."

Now | see Ing raising his hands and calling the

Karaki an farewell, "Keep our life." | didn't keep it.
There is no joy in ny honeland. "I didn't need to know
this, did I?" | ask and think: nore sorrow

"I was afraid you woul d search for himand see what
happened, " Ammon says. "You could do it through ne...what |
saw t hrough Decks. "
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"I did think of |ooking."

"I know. "

| am washed over with a sadness which is sonmehow
connected with Lupe, perhaps because a part of her is here

on Kar ak.
"Lupe didn't love ne as nuch as | wanted," | say. "I
didn't realize | could be so greedy...selfish. | never

really got over it...the abandonnent.™

"I don't know specifically how nother |ove feels. |
can only approximate it," Ammon says, "but | know you
received nore of it than nost. It apparently gave you nost
of your rare virtues, this nother and father |ove...along
with the only serious fault | could ever find in you: You
couldn't deal with having it taken away."

"Wt hout parental [ove we aren't human."”

“I"'mnot human?"

"Crochi loved you," | say, not wanting to taunt Anmon
wi th what he was deni ed.

"Jurith, you feel sorry for ne," Amopn says. He is

anused. "Parental love is overrated. It's nore often a
ltability. It inpedes useful ness, expends needed strength.™
"Why did you want to find your nother?" | ask.

"She's been dead a long tine, but | did wish to find
sonme relative, some fleshly history of nyself. Curiosity,
suppose. | searched in vain and finally gave it up as a
sel f-indul gence. "

"I feel sorrowin you," | say.

Ammon doesn't answer. He doesn't like this, doesn't
wi sh to explain his own instinctual |onging.

"Do you | ove Qyoo?" | ask.

"Yes," he says at once.

"Parental |ove," | say.

"I believe it is nostly love of Jurith,” he says, "an
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extension of Jurith that | |ove."
"An extension of yourself too," | rem nd him
"Yes," he says, "but I'mnot so enanored of nyself."
He turns to me with a brooding | aughter, and still he
is on the cliff and still his hair is black.

"Ah, now you've beconme ny analyst,"” he says. "You're
t hi nki ng that my preoccupation wth viol ence, subterfuge,

and war is really a search for |l ove. Everything nust revert

tothat. It's Jurith's way." He gives hinmself over to a
| aughter he can enjoy. "But if you believe this nonsense,
Spice, you nust finally admt that war is necessary."

"No," | insist.

"You are not illogical."

"War is illogical."

"Jurith, war is nerely a brutal instinctual effect of
imperfect man. Al animals fight to survive. Mn with his
ponderous intelligence has evolved to the point of fighting
sinply for possession.”

"You'll never possess ne by that nethod,"” | say, and ny
pronouncenent energes as vanity, and |'m ashaned.

"“Ah, but I don't want to possess you, as if | could. I
want to cone near you and have a little of your light."

"My light is going out,"” | answer.

“"No, it isn'"t. It will shine beyond you in the things
you' ve done, in Laom in Qoo, in the Ammon, the Aning,
you've made. | know this, although I can never know all of
you, Jurith."

"Can we ever know anyone? Wo was Lupe and who was
Javan?" | cry out over the valley of Karak.

"They were the beginning of Jurith. It's all we need

to know, " Ammon answers.
"I would | oathe nyself if | thought |ike that.”
"My prejudice pleases ne, nonetheless,”™ Amon replies.
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"Cone back now," he suddenly decides, and there we are
reclining in the mddle of ny crystal. "It isn't easy to
take you places, ny conplicated Jurith."”
"You're far nore conplicated...an unsolved nystery," |
insist, still hopeful of discovery.
"It isn"t fruitful to try and sol ve such nysteri es,
Spice. The real ones are insoluble; the rest is artifice.
“"Are you ny friend?" Amon asks.
| am surprised, very much so. The question is so
unlike Amon it is worrisonme. Even his voice is different.
It remnds nme of soneone else. Then | realize it rem nds ne

of ny android Amon, our Anima. | am astonished. | say
not hing of this and don't know if Ammon has read ny

t houghts. | study himso carefully that | amlost in ny
scrutiny. "Yes, I'"'myour friend," | finally whisper. M

abbrevi ated voice silently beconmes a long affirmation
stretching over decades backward and forward.

"Jurith, when we sat so long ago in the Quad | had ny
schenes and ny dreans of your acconplishnents. You've
outdone them Let's go back and find out what we were then,
what el se we m ght have been. Cone with me now and | et us
live for a nonent in an unfinished past."

"I tried so many tines to do that but couldn't," | say.
"How is it that you could do it now?"

“I"'mAmon...the real one.” He laughs. "And I'll do it
because you are Jurith. Do you trust me now?"

"Yes," | say, already traveling in Amon's vision, "but
even if | didn't trust you, | would nake this journey."

| amswiftly back in nmy white Quester uniform |In a
facilitating nmutual eagerness we have hastily returned to
the long ago Quad. There is no other human near us. The
sun spangles the table and chairs. Amon's face is spl ashed
with playful |eaf shadow fromthe tall eucal yptus trees. |
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marvel at their pungent fragrance.

"Can't you open the collar of your tunic? You |ook so
serious."

"Do it for me," Amopn says.

| do. | can feel the stiff fabric in nmy hands.

"No one can see you?"

"No, do you see anyone? We have each other all to
oursel ves."

"What shall we do?"

"Breathe the air," Amon says. "And |ook at each other
as we couldn't do then.

"I didn't know what had happened to us," | say.

"W nust talk,” Amon says, "I'mfilled with lust. A
strand of hair has bl own across your eyes. You are
vul nerabl e...vul nerabl e.

"When did you first know that you needed to reinvent
yourself in a distant place?" Amobn asks.

"You tell nme," | say.

He takes ny hands and stares across the table into ny
eyes. "You were six years old and your parents had just
told you how carefully you were sel ected and how special you
were. They had taken you to Zoologia. You were permtted
to hold a gray-furred chinchilla. You stared into those
| arge brown chinchilla eyes--"

"Yes! The fur was exquisitely soft, and the eyes!

"The innocent life of that warmcreature pulsing in
your hands was a mraculous thing to you. You were overconme
with the nystery of it. After that you never wanted to be
in one place, neither your body nor your mnd. Your |arge
t houghts strayed further and further, deeper and deeper.

You were a volatile creature, wild to go and create
somet hing. Your parents had to tanp you down and channel
your thinking. Then you were studiously aggressive, single-
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m ndedl y aggressive but growi ng overly consuned with the
passing of time. This was manifested as fear of failure.
Your parents dispelled it by making you break away from your
study with desultory periods in which you were to |et your
i deas range freely. You did this very well. 1In no tine
your thoughts were catapulted off the planet by a prodigi ous
i magi nation. You had, have, a facile ability to assim/l ate,
anal yze and synthesi ze data. You began to create your own
worl d, a construction of your mnd which you set out to
reify. It wasn't Utopia. You were too smart for that. You
liked to put flaws -- you called them beauty -- into
everything, just as an ancient designer flawed his patterns
so as not to enrage the gods with hubris.”

"Stop! Stop!™ I cry. "W should never crave to be
known so intimately. You will steal nmy fire."

"You have stolen mne."

Ammon | eans back in his chair, watching two green
parrots natter high on a linb. "Your grandfather believed
that we long to be |Iike those above, unquestioni ng, unaware
of self, unafraid of tinme, driven only by instinct."

"The noncognitive animals are never wthout wariness,"
| say, "but | agree that they have a superb innocence.

"Let nme see ny grandfather.”

Ammon's tilted chair crashes to the flat stones beneath
its legs. He stares at me. "I cannot do that."

"You can," | say, realizing that we are back in ny
crystal.

“I won't do that."

"\ 2"

"Jurith, be content with what |’ ve given you of him"

"I never knew him" | say. "I want nore."

“Jurith..." Anmon stops a |ong nonent and then goes
on. "M beloved, forgive ne. | cannot."
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This term of endearnent softens ne. "Wy?" | whisper.

"Jurith, can you not see that if | speak in ny thoughts
for your grandfather | nust speak agai nst you? He was proud
of you, but he didn't approve of what you did. He thought
you shoul d have stayed in your honeland...fixed it."

"Perhaps | should have. Had | a selfish wanderl ust?
Dd 1l run away? | wanted to do the nost good w th what
had to offer."

"Bl ack suns, you cannot doubt your anmazing achi evenent!
| would rather you doubted ny |ove."

"Because your |ove is based upon ny achi evenent and ny
belief init."

"Of course.”

"What does this |eave me? Can | be jeal ous of ny own
achi evenent ?"

"Ch, how you nmake me | augh. You are your achievenent!
| was never wong to |ove you as fiercely as | do.

"Keep the nenory of your grandfather as | gave it to
you, Jurith. | can't make it better than that."

"l suppose you're right. 1It's my old famlial | onging.
Then let's go to Werlfoss.™

"No! "

"You deny ne everything."

"Werlfoss is not to be tanpered with. It was a giant
stepping stone for you. If we go back we may slip on that
stone and fall into the cataracts.”

"W can't really go back at all, recapture anything."

"You don't need to recapture that. You' ve seen it al
as | gave it to you twenty years ago."

"Wy did we go hone then, Doctor?"

"You're angry."

"Di sappointed.”

"Jurith, once you were interested in know ng ne."
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"But | am.. Ah, that's what you want. \Were shall we
go then...to know you?"

"Even your sarcasmis delicious.

"Take ny hands and | ook here.™

| look and fall again into the linpid eyes, but
recogni ze nothing. He is alone, a nuscular youth in a place
of fearful darkness. | amfilled with dread and fight to
stay there...to see where he has gone on the Hustler planet.
He enters a side door within a dimand cobbl ed alley.

"You will feel no pain," He says, and as | am wondering
at this | see that two nen who | ook |ike guards have cone to
bl ock his entry. They beat, kick, pummel, and punch until
he is down, bloody and brui sed. Sonehow | am able to watch
this and at the same tinme know that Ammon is above this
abuse and alone with ne. He withes on the floor, pulls his
knees up, rolls over and stands up. The guards are wal ki ng
away assured of their success. Wth all the grace of a
skilled martial artist he tackles one unsuspecting guard,
chops the base of the man's spine and turns, rising with a
spi nning heel kick directed at the other's side. This guard
then receives the edge of Amon's hand on his neck and is
swiftly out of conmmission. They lie in pain as Amon | unges
t hrough anot her door and enters a room where a naked man is
bei ng beaten by two wonen. Just the nmenace of Amon's
brui sed and rippling body is enough to nmake the wonmen pause
and back away. He lifts the man who crunpl es agai nst him

"You' ve cone then," the man says. "Once again you' ve
come. |'msorry, boy. They always go too far."

"Where are your clothes?" Ampn says just as a wonan
rushes forward wwth a robe. Amon wenches it from her
grasp and slips it over the man's head. "It would be easier

if you didn't give orders to allow no one in," he says.

"Next tinme exclude ne fromthose orders.™
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"1 thought you considered it good practice,” the
el derly man of ol eagi nous appearance and manner i ntones.
"You were a bellicose student when we net. |'d have thought
this woul d sal ve your surly disposition."

"I wasn't bellicose...only serious, and as to this I'm
not ommi potent. Death is practice for nothing."

"How you overstep protocol. Do you forget that | ama
menber of The C ub?"

"I remenber and grieve."

"How dare you show any sentiment in ny presence! You
are here to serve ne...to serve us all."

"I amhere to serve nyself...or | would not be here at
all.”

"I could have you flayed for this insubordination," the
man adnoni shes as he trenbl es agai nst Amon' s shoul der.

"You already have...in this rotten cave!" Anmon
replies. "If you don't like ny opinions find soneone el se
to scrape you up fromthese sado-masochistic ronps."”

The man | aughs. "I cannot. You're the best. You
break the bones of others and subsequently nmend mine. And
as nearly as | can tell your |lips are seal ed agai nst what

you consider infany. | resent you and...ah, the bl oody
pain!...marvel at you, envy you...perhaps fear you...al nost
| ove you. Still you could replace nme, Doctor."

"I could never replace you," Amobn says, but the man is
t oo wounded to notice the censure in Amobn's voi ce.

| feel a rage seething within ne and then we are back
in the Quad beneath the eucal yptus trees.

"My youthful years were different fromyours,"” Amon
says. He feels ny anger even as he studies ny face.

"You didn't have to do those things."

"I did...as surely as you had to find Laom \Wen you
see a | eader who | eads anything very |arge, renenber that.
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The office is unobtainable w thout serving darkness as well
as light. Only Jurith's fine hernmetic world is clean and
bright."

"My world was not so effortless.”

"I said clean and bright."

"It wasn't always so bright either.”

"What was wwong with it?"

"You weren't init."

"I was and am |'mglad you suffered as | did, or you
woul dn"t wel cone ne...violent beast that | am"

"Why nust you al ways so graphically illustrate how
necessary viol ence is?"

"Because it is. | want your acceptance of the whole
Ammon.  Anything less is dishonest. You |ove a sonetines
violent man, Jurith."

"Nol "

"Did you love ne on the floor all bloodied?"

"Yes."

"Did you |l ove ne when | got up and broke bones?"

"No. "

"Liar! What would you have had ne do, die there?"

"No. Is this how we visit the one innocent nonent of
our past? It can't be why you returned to the Quad. O is
it? Is this why I'mhere...another trick! Yes, | see. You
want to remnd ne that |ong ago | sat here beside a devious
warrior."

"You | ove a violent man."

“No! No! No!"

We are back in ny crystal, and ny fists are coiled
agai nst Ammon's chest. He will not give up. He demands
affirmation, his nouth suppressing mne, demands the truth I
see so clearly...but then | cry, "There's no | onger any
l[ight in nme but you! You're the real one and I'mfalse. |
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too have violence in nme. |'ve been--"

"Sh, sh." Amon says against nmy nouth. "OF course
it's the reverse. You are Jurith. | cannot...nust not ever
try to steal your fire. This argunent is nmoot. You are
Jurith and I am Ammon and we are good. Together we are very
good and powerful.

"Tell me about Anima, Jurith. D d he--"

"No. He tried to touch me and | was horrified."

"Afraid of yourself, Jurith, not of your own creation.”

"Yes, but Anima was ny self, at |east when | knew him"

"Do you realize you have neuroses?"”

"Yes, of course. | believe you created them..or at
| east the madness | devel oped for want of you."

"Do you, woman of such high nentation, now see one of
the reasons we are so in need of each other."

| do not answer.

"Still you won't cone clean.”

"The expression is strange on your lips. Yes, | am
soiled aren't I1? Soiled with dishonesty."

"I retract that, not soiled, no never soiled, but
di shonest with yourself. You are drawn to pain, msery and
brutality, hoping to fix these curses of man, but they are
the truth of man. In fixing themyou kill him You cannot
cut away half his face and | eave himalive."

"What do you want ne to say?"

"You know. "

"You want ne to say that | amfascinated with your dark
power, that | want to come near you and touch this aspect of
you, that | can never be whole w thout this adm ssion.
That's why you keep showing ne this part of your nature,
because you know that it draws ne to you and you want the
truth. The truth is that destructive forces create the
nount ai ns we venerate."
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"There. Now | can rest in peace. Your peace. | have
no shanme or hesitation in saying it is this which draws ne
to you. This light. This good intent. This hopel ess,

i npel li ng del usi on of peace."

"Now turn about is fair play. |If you don't believe in
peace, you cannot think much of ne."

"I love you, all of Ammon loves all of Jurith.”

"Then |I'm satisfied.”

"How do you | ove nme, Jurith?"

"Unconditional ly."

We are together, transcending arrival and departure, no
surface to our skins, no nenbrane between our thoughts, no
sorrow dividing us. W are bright chroma of the senses,
traveling a high rainbow ring w thout beginning or ending,
glittering and diffusing, glittering and diffusing.

The door slides open. | have not | ocked the seal!
Ezzlin cones in. He picks sonething up off the floor, and |
see a flash of light. Ammon's body pulls up around ne,
coils and tightens until | cannot breathe and then rel axes.

He reaches for ne. "Love you," he says, letting out his
breath. | am scream ng, holding him staring at the broken
eyes...screamng at Ezzlin.

"You cannot! You've killed him  You cannot!"

Ammon | aughs, choking. "I'mnot dead yet -- the clunsy
pervert -- but...soon will be. | should have...should have
left himout...obsessive hysteric."

| am weepi ng, grieving, holding Amon.

“It's all right,"” he says. "Now it's done. | never
wanted to be as old as...as old as... Ah, | think | finally
know how to do this."

"Roggi!" | scream "Roggi! Roggi!"

Ezzlin stands |looking at us, a wild hollow thing, his
eyes glazed. | don't know what he thinks he has done.
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Sorret hi ng good?"

"Ch, Ezzlin, Ezzlin!™ | cry. "Kill nme too!"

He stands stiffly then shudders and draws his hand over
his face, dropping slowy to his knees.

"Gve ne that!" | demand, but he lifts the dangling
weapon and holds it against his head. M hand reaches out.
"No!" | see a flash. Ezzlin ripples, flows down upon the
floor. The weapon slides toward me. | pick it up, reaching
forward with Amon's fingers still clasping ny other hand.

Ammon has been speaking slowy into his telewist, to
the captain of his flagship, laboring to nake the words an
assurance. | don't know what he is saying in this coded
nmessage. | haven't heard the words, cannot bear to hear the
finality which nust be in them He is utterly cool and
self-contained. | amflooded with fear.

| hold the weapon, studying it dunbly with my broken
anal ytical m nd.

Roggi comes running in. She touches Amon with her
corpus neter and | ooks so startled. "No," she says. Her
voice is soft. "No, I'msorry, Jurith. Forgive nme." Rogg
means that Ammon's white blood cells are swiftly dying from
this vile weapon; the dying will spread and spread,
mul ti plying in speed and thoroughness. If it wounds
anywhere positioned on its term nus phase, the weapon
ultimately kills no matter how clunmsy the wound. | hardly
know how to use it but I knowits effect, have seen its
effect, this excellent, this vile killing inplenent.

Ammon is using up his strength to save Laom from
extinction. He has executed sonme |ast plan which is
famliar to his aides. He is sending the First Fleet hone.
How t hey nust be gnashing their teeth. | kneel before him
turning this consummate killing instrunment over and over in
nmy hand. Roggi, who has gone to | ook at Ezzlin, is watching
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me now, creeping toward us. | wave her away.
"Don"t! Don't even think of it, Jurith.”™ Her voice is
unusual ly high and frightened. "You are so strong, stronger
than all of us." She is weeping now, down on her knees, but

nmy thought is unchanged. "Please, Jurith, please don't
| eave us. W |ove you and need you. Qoo is awake. She's
going to be so wonderful. Please, Jurith."”

"I know she is," | say. "She is Anmobn too. She knows
her father now, unnaned. Thank you, Roggi, for Qoo. Tel

her | love her. Tell her...teach her to take care of Laom
of you. | love you all. | give you Qyoo. |'msorry, Roggi
but at | east we've made sonething inportant here, so
inmportant. You'll see. Keep this part from Qyoo."

Roggi is crawling, reaching toward ne. | put the

weapon to nmy head and notion her away. She |eaps back.

"Jurith, I'mso angry! W need you to finish this!"
she screans.

"No! You don't need the crazed woman | woul d be.
Pl ease Roggi dear friend have Boaz renove Ezzlin, then go
over there just outside the door and wait."

| watch as Boaz carries Ezzlin's body out followed by
Roggi who stunbl es outside and crunpl es agai nst the outer
passage wall with her head in her hands. Then | seal the
door .

| have left Qoo now, |left her the way Javan and Lupe
left me, with finality. WII she forgive ne? | forgive
Lupe and Javan. Qoo won't mss ne so nmuch. She's a wonan,
a new person now, our Phoenix bird, Amon's and m ne.
She' Il struggle with our potent and stubborn gene pool and
it wll be a glorious fight.

Amon has been watching ne, straining to read ny
t houghts. | bend down to hear his voice.

"Qyoo is so pale...deceptively fragile power. | never
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found ny al bino nother's people but | told you that, didn't
|? But Qoo0...Qo0 will be a bright star. |'ve seenit."”

He finishes speaking and closes his eyes with a
finality which terrifies ne. He is so still.

"Ammon! Wake up, please. Help ne. I'mtired. |I'm
afraid I won't do it right."

"No," he says, and without his eyes | am| ost.

"Help me," | insist. "I've done what | set out to do.
|"'mfinished...the rest will go on without ne."
Still with his eyes closed, he groans. "You've had

your way, Jurith, but this...this is not a good price to
pay. "
"No price, just ny sovereign right...and better for the

others. Don't leave nme...help ne. | hurt nore than you."
Ammon opens his eyes and grins. "Don't...don't deny ne
alittle suffering." He lifts his hand for the weapon.

"Gve to the expert then, pacifist...poor white rabbit,"” he
nmutters. For an instant | believe there is nothing wong
with him It is Amon of |ong ago, laying nme waste with a
smle, faraway on the edge of the gol den-green park. | am
so relieved. | lie down, holding himw th an unrel enting
passion. He drags his armaround nme and | ooks at nme, still
smling. "Cosmc rays aren't the excuse now," he says. H's
eyel i ds qui ver.

| begin to weep uncontrollably. | have never cried
enough and nmust have ny conpensating fl ood of rage and

msery. It lends nothing to our condition but | cannot
st op.

"Did | kill us or did you?" he asks, and | understand
that he wants me to find sone levity in this. "The answer,"”
he says, "if...if there were one...would be tine...tine did

it! There is no answer, but we...we've certainly killed
time."
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Hi s face is anused, cold, bloodless. Then glistening
beads of sweat appear on his forehead. He doesn't want ne
to scrutinize himand holds ny face against his danp cheek.
| can hardly stand to breathe. The one thing | know
absolutely and of my owmn free will is that | can no | onger
tolerate ny world without Amon in it.

| lift nmy head, startled at sonething that has occurred
to me. "You knew this would happen,” | say.

"Sonething like it, but to know and to...to control are
far apart,” he answers. "lI'mbetter at reading thought than
| amat...at making predictions...but | have...have often
known the progressions of things. It was the reason |...]|
want ed you to conme up to...to ny ship...thought I could
forestall this...but you wouldn't...| needed you.. . deci ded
to take the chance. You too are prescient, Jurith...but
you' ve never...never indul ged yourself."

"No," | answer, thinking of the strange flashes of
future which have sonetines been revealed to ne. |If only |
had gone up to neet Harquint. Wuld Anmon have carried ne
off? 1'd have gone away if |'d realized...but I don't want
to think of anything...what m ght have been...or new ideas.
My work was good. |I'mtired.

The weapon is at his side but kept frommny sight.
don't look for it, only knowit is there in his hand
wai ting, an unfailing, alnost sweet relief. The heavy

t hought of it fades away. | amthinking only of Amon. No,
not the loss of himagain. |In an instant | see so nuch life
in himthat |'mspellbound. | laugh with him feeling such

happi ness. How has he done this, or have we had any hand in

it, does it necessarily flowlike a circle? | am seized

with a wondrous, wild euphoria and I can feel it in him
"Amon!" | cry as his armgrips ne tighter and tighter.

"Carry out your plan...ny only love," he whispers.
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| reach for the place which will create our frozen
vacuum and ny fingers obey their final conmand.

He releases his grip to turn nmy head so that we can
| ook at each other while his other wei ghted hand noves with
its last expert finesse.

"Uncaged, " he whispers, his dauntless |aughter a soft
promse. "W fly away!" his voice proclains. | amheld so
fiercely close that his nouth is part of ny own voice, ny
own song. | amsoaring, soaring, spreading as a weightless
feathered thing floating into the velvet night of his star-
pi erced eyes.

#

| wake up in ny sonmetinme bed inthe little pilot's
di gs, sweating and sick. No side effects the kid told ne,
but I find she's made herself scarce. | wonder if it's the
drug making ne sick or the dream The dream was enough to
do it. None of it could touch reality. Jurith wouldn't |et
it happen like that, but where in black suns did it all cone
fron? | stagger into the shower. The water is so full of
rotten chemcals it begins stripping off several |ayers of
my skin. Excoriated, | stand thinking of the dream It
isn't like a normal dream where you have to struggle to put
the elusive fragnments together after you wake up. |nstead,
the scenes flash through my head with details sharp as |aser
beans, and | feel like | played all the principals nyself.
My inmredi ate environnent is only a dull shadow in this
state, and | wonder if the drug is still working.

The kid left food for nme: fruit; even a cold gane hen,
a plunp little norsel she probably liberated from sone
unworthy destiny. | just can't eat it but nmy nmouth is dry
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so | drink mldly fernented cl oudberry juice. It has a
tangy, exotic flavor but actually comes fromthis planet, up
north around Werlfoss. As | drink it |, of course, think
of Jurith. Everything renminds me of her. Did she die like
that, nurdered by love? 1| shudder and al nost puke. |'ma
sick old boy. M shoes | finally locate stashed in the
closet...too damed tidy for ne.

| go out and wal k up and down in the park. | know
where |I' m supposed to go but I"mafraid to go there, so |
stall. | sit down on a bench, nuttering obscenities at the
peopl e who stare because |'mnuttering obscenities.
Eventual |y, a bl and-faced young man steps up. He's trimand
cl ean, muscul ar and quietly jugular-oriented. He wears no
apparent uniformbut his clothes are all of a nuddy-green
piece, a uniformstripped of its insignia. He has the sly
confidence of a governnment official, a Reducer.

"Excuse ne, big man. |s there something wong?" he
inquires with thinly feigned interest in ny welfare.

“I"l'l say," | reply, having just registered the
understatenent of all recorded tine. "Quite a bit, as a
matter of fact."

| stop, reverently staring after a red nonkey flying
bet ween the branches of a tattered old mahogany. The
Reducer is nowtotally focused on nme and pays no attention
to his graceful progenitor.

"You know, you guys were a good idea way back at the
begi nni ng but you haven't done well by us little folk."

Now he's listening as well as focusing. H's eyes draw
a keen bead on ny hands, which | see are shaking, the damm
drug or the drean? "O course you haven't done a thing
about alleviating the |larger problens. Fromthis you're
excused, but it's your explicit job to at |east make them
appear to be nonexistent, and they do stick out.
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Furthernore, you haven't done much about the little things
either, like advertising and its handmai d sel f-del usion,
which 1s a real pet peeve of mne. But right now!l want to
start a cause -- isn't that what you call it? -- and here |
know you can help. Right down your alley, eh?"

"A cause. | see. And are there many who feel as you
do, sir?"

"Ch, never trouble yourself about that, Reducer. There
are many indeed. Geat bl eeding nunbers of us.”

Reducers don't |ike big nunbers.

"And what is this cause?"

"Well...time."

"Time? You wish to nove the tinme forward or back?"

"We want it stopped.”

" St opped?”

"Actually, Reducer, we'd |like to see it nade all the
sanme in the universe. And being all the sane, there would
be none...no future and no past, only now. You see that's
the way we all really live, and this phony business of tine
is killing us."

"l see you're a jester, big man."

"Yes...a fool in the nbost conveni ent sense, a |oving
termfor a historep...a tired, shamefully confused old
meddl er. "

"Well, historep, you ought to go honme and sleep it
of f," the Reducer says, turning to take his | eave. He
bel i eves he understands everyt hi ng.

"I was afraid of that,"” | say to his vanishing back
“I"'mcured of sleep so I'll just go on talking to ny friend.
She didn't, doesn't, wouldn't like time either. There isn't
any, after all. |It's only an illusion, and distance too is
an illusion. Maybe Jurith can hear ne. Maybe she's just
around the corner, emerging froma frontless, backless
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continuum..one of the nyriad inverted funnels of multi-
di mensi onal space."

| sit awhile until ny siman-eyed friends cone out and
play tag with ny feet. | feed them governnent issue food
pell ets which they eat or pee on according to their cunning
whins. They are the only living primtes who never ask
questions which should not be asked. Red-coated or bl ack
and white with thick-plumed tails, they are majestic in
their authenticity and changel ess indifference.

| go along the edge of the park, nostly with ny head
down, reverently gl ancing si deways now and then at the
spreadi ng branches of the great ceibas. As slowy as | can
| am making my way to H30. It nust be done, although as |
reach its portals | amnearly delirious with expectation and
dr ead.

Back to my old tactics at H30. | play around with a
file termnal and find out the story is there, fresh input,
but routinely classified and not yet released by Control.
feed in ny senior historep top clearance identification,
hack through a barrage of verification codes, then start
slipping in markers until | unlock the young historep who
was crazy enough to get strung on nmy wire: Zlo Nur, "the
fortunate.” He didn't even originate on this planet. The
conputer tells me he got away fromLaomwi th a video di sk
whi ch was hastily waved here from sonme renote outpost. Then
it must not have been considered classified at the tine, or
maybe in the confusion the transm ssion was overl ooked.
There isn't anyone out in Jurith's neck of the woods paying
attention to things like that. Guess | softened Jurith up
for him and off he went right on ny tail. | go to the
videolariumand find a private screen in a dark corner. |
set nyself down in a vulgar rendition of a soothe chair and
call up ny nenesis.
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Zl o gives hinself a flattering introduction, does a
haunti ng but artful nontage of Laom-- these young pups with
their flashy gas -- then launches into a cavalier interview
with Jurith. Like a bolt fromthe big deep, Jurith takes
control of this svelte blue-haired peacock, and is | eading
hi m down the garden path, quite literally. She takes him
into her garden and they sit on the stone benches, chatting
about New Frontiers while ny heart aches.

The next thing I know Zl o is doing videos of the faned
Laom m nes whil e hanging around waiting for the Jurith-

Har qui nt confrontation to conclude. |I'magetting fairly

rel axed when suddenly there is a cut to a startling new
segnent. Zlo is babbling with excitenment and taking a few
qui ck shots of the exterior of Jurith's opaqued crystal
before he's ordered off Laom | sit stunned, breathless, ny
heart ricocheting off nmy ribs as though sonething in the

i mges has bounced out and struck nme hard in the solar

pl exus. | crunble forward, out of the chair, down on ny
knees in front of the inmage.

"Bl ack suns, black suns,” | mutter, watching Zlo's
nmout h, hearing his words in disbelief as he finally
summari zes his story aboard a white-speed, Laomte-fed
transport bound for the Hustler planet.

"...s0 again we can only report what we are told, that
the cel ebrated entrepreneur Harquint and the brilliant and
still youthful genius of Laom Jurith -- creator of Juroids
-- were both fatally wounded yesterday in a freak accident,
occurring inside the neeting chanber. That magnificent
crystal is now permanently sealed and the two prine novers
remain tragically entonbed within their glittering vacuum
Certainly this dazzling crystal is destined to becone a
great shrine throughout the universe. W were assured by
Jurith's personal physician and associate that there would
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be no further danage to factories, mnes, or androids on
Laom that Harquint, as he lay dying, was able to stabilize
the threat of the devastating war matériel at his command
and that Laom would continue to supply Control wth adequate
amounts of the rare netal Laomite, known in the honel and as
77. What supply agreenent was reached with Harquint's
construction amal ganmate was not revealed at the tine of our
| eave taking. Shortly before our transport shuttle ferried
this historep out, Control representatives departed the air
space, |leaving behind only a snmall observer patrol."

The first thing | try to do when | can see straight is
find Zlo Nur, but he's not findable, vanished, even his
address erased. No, not a pretty boy like that, with al
t hat hot anbition?

"He no | onger works here," a |ow echelon fad-head tells

"Well, he's fromBatarr, isn't he?" | say.

"We don't have that information."

"Conme on, | know a Batarrian when | see one. Has he
gone back there?"

"We don't have that information.”

"You don't have any information, you worthless scrap
heap!" | rage and stormout of there. They don't care in
the least but it helps ne get on. They' ve been progranmed
toroll their eyes -- sone bored nodal engineer with a cute
sense of hunor.

| requisition a comunication term nal and contact
Batarr's transformati on headquarters which rel ays al
i ncom ng conmuni cations to that colony. |I'min Nurs up to
nmy ears. The place is crawing with them but | get ahold
of one of Zlo's fornmer bosses, a man | happened to know who
handl ed Zl o when he was buil ding a hotshot reputation as a
| ocal busybody. He tells me he saw Zl o briefly and that he
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t hi nks the young man is on the pl easure col ony Hedone,
taking a breather froma recent enervating assignment.
shoul d be so lucky. [I'mwondering if Zl o has iced hinself
under his own volition. | doubt it. In any event, | catch
a transport, expecting to find Zl o happily dissipating at
t he Luxe or one of the other |eisure clubs on Hedone.

The hardware and the presentation have changed nunerous
times at the Luxe, but it's essentially the same place it
was when Lupe and Javan took young Jurith here to flap her
restl ess new wings. The noise vortex is alnost tolerable
now. They say it gets better if you buy a vial of Hedatone
and get tuned, but |'m here on business, even though
business with the custoners is frowned upon.

| put the word out that I'mlooking for Zl o, and he
| ocates me with the appropriate anmount of awe and respect
for his newy professed idol

"The Mrabul |ooking for ne," Zl o says, and | can tel
he's well tuned. He also has a stunning little tripper in
t ow, whom he probably snagged off a transport shuttle on his
way down.

As long as Zlo views ne as a glorified ceiling ornanment
| realize I'll get nowhere, so | apologize for interloping
and suggest that he get zipped by next norning and neet ne
for breakfast. Zlo is no cub, even though he slept on the
long trip home, the sanme as | did.

The next Hedone norning well before | like to rise, I'm
headi ng for a sunny table poolside -- a fairly natural
| ooking pool with lots of tropical verdure overspreading its
broad stone perineter. Zl o junps up with an obsequi ous and
zeal ous greeting.

"Bl azing conets, |'ve been trading your incredible
stories all over the place, Mrabul. | thought maybe | was
hal I uci nati ng | ast night, but here you are. Your reputation
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i s ubiquitous. Wy, they say you can get in and out of a
place with a story before the transport captain rises from
her seat."

“If it's that easy | hope it's true," | say. "However,
you may find in the end that I"mnot quite all that I am"”

Zl o | aughs and orders breakfast, offering to buy m ne.

"I don't eat that stuff,” | say, "but I'll drink a
| arge gl ass of guava juice, on you since you seemso flush."

"But not so pleased about it, not so pleased," Zl o says
and changes the subject. The first sign that |I am correct
in ny assunption.

| sip ny juice and watch the pretty young things
playing in the pool, one of themZ o's tripper, while Zl o
nmesses with his food.

"Well, what can | do for you, | nean for the pleasure
of your conpany, Mrabul ?" Zl o asks, pushing back his plate
and his chair.

"I"'mgoing to cone straight at you, Zl o, because I'min
a hurry. The older you get the bigger the hurry. No tine
for oblique niceties.”

"Sure, sure, what is it?" Zl o asks, and | see he's
ner vous now.

"I want you to tell ne everything you can about your
visit to Laom"

"My visit to...what? | don't..." Zl o |ooks around
over his shoulder. "Mrabul...you' re kidding."

"You think | hauled nmy weary carcass onto this tw nky
bubbl e because |I'm ki ddi ng? Your report about Jurith and
Harqui nt?" | prod.

"But that's... | can't. It's classified. Probably
for good they told ne. After all the work | did. But how
do you know. .. how- -?"

"You haven't seen many hi storeps around who are ny
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vi nt age, have you, Zl o? The casualty list is high for us.
Just let nme assure you that the Laom story is mne. You
arrived there on ny heels, probably caught up with ne on the
way hone, traveling on one of those new Laom nodified
freighters. Jurith let you cone because she wanted to tel
me sone things. | talked to Harquint first, then | had to
go before he would conme in. Now !l want the rest."
"Bl ack suns, Mrabul! | can't. Control...that is...
was paid for ny work and sent here.”
"By whon®"
"Control. That's it. The absolute top." He shrugs.
Hi s femal e conpanion rises out of the pool in a surging
cascade of water and heads for Zl o, splashing us |ike a wet
puppy. She flings her head, dousing us again with her |ong
bl ack hair.
"Ckay, okay, hon, get off. Get off ny lap, dam it!
Look what you've done. W're all wet. Sorry, Mrabul."
"You said you'd cone in with ne. You aren't a dud are
you? Are you, big smart historep, a dud?" the tripper
coaxes Zl o.
"Look, here's a stack of credits. Go get yourself a
vial...plant your cute little ass at the bar and wait.
Ckay?"
"Ckay, but you better show up soon. You're supposed to
be having fun here.” She glares at ne as the interl oper.
"I's that an order?" Zl o shouts. He |ooks enbarrassed.
"She's probably a spy,"” Zlo nutters. Now he | ooks
par anoi d.
We both watch her thin red straps slide up and down
over her plunp buttocks as she bounces away.
"Blast it!" Zl o says, slanm ng down his passion fruit
j ui ce.

"Well, that was refreshing,” | say, nopping ny face.
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"Sorry | can't help you, Mrabul."

"Not hi ng has changed,” | insist. "Just start fromthe
poi nt where you're standing by the crystal after it's
happened. "

"How in blazing conmets did you get ahold of that?"

"Here's a question for you: why was it there in the
first place?"

"Because he told nme he wanted everything done

correctly. It had to be filed, on record, but not
rel eased. "

"Who's he, Zlo?"

"Control."

"Control who?"

"The Condor. He canme. He was there. He wanted a
requiem | could see that he was really interested, even
t hough he never renpoved his protective suit -- there was no
time to decontam nate. Afterward, his aide sent ne to the
Hustl er planet -- | was asleep -- white speed with Laom
freight...in a twinkle, then here. That's it. You aren't

going to make any of this part of your story are you? |It's
nmy neck. Hey, conme on now. |'ve heard you're a real
straight arrow when it cones to stuff like this."

"Li ke what ?"

"Li ke nmy not getting permanently iced."

"Don't worry," | say, trying hard to sound casual ,
"but I mght want to see you again. Mybe we can work
toget her sonetine...ny silent partner.” | offer this as
incentive -- me work with this gassed up unit? "Leave your
address at H 30 under the name Lon. Ckay?"

"Ckay," Zlo says. He looks a little hopeful, but
anxi ous now to see ny backsi de.

| feel sonewhat inclined to have a vial too, but | get
nmyself out to a transport and hoi st ny stunned frame aboard.
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On the flight honme | think about what Zl o has told ne.
VWhat am | to make of this? | remnd nyself that it is only
nmy amazi ng dream whi ch brings Jurith and Anmon together on
Laom But it is the Condor of ny dream who cane to the
requiem The Condor is out-cruising Control, and the only
out-cruising Control | know of is Amon. |Is this another
schene of the diabolical Dr. Amon to rid Control of
interference with the precious Laomte? 1Is it to be endless
space-cruising cities of war after all? Can he be this cold
and cunni ng?
Back on the Hustler planet | make ny way through the
m ddl e of the park, down the broad avenue which rolls out
fromthe entrance of Control's great Tower. | can see snal
shuttles taking off and | anding on the pad of its pinnacle
in the clouds. These are the novers and shakers of the
Hustl er planet. Lower echelons nust use the elevator. The
Tower itself is a marker of time: at twelve o' clock noon in
the sumrer its | ong shadow sweeps strai ght down the avenue,
cl oaking all the rushing hustlers. Do they know their haste
is futile? |1 veer off to the side and stare into the thick
foliage at a pair of canaries, one in full-throated song, as
t hey bounce from branch to branch on the sun-spangl ed | eaves
of a banana tree. Coned canaries, bright yellow feathers
of nature which | would sorely mss if they had been
consigned to extinction. Their eggs, could they |ay any,
woul d not survive but, thanks to the efforts of Flora and
Fauna Intragal actic, the birds exist. | think of offspring
and rare genes. | think of Qoo and all at once have a
m ghty curiosity about her, about her destiny already
witten. | think about Amon's and Jurith's predictions for
her -- voices in ny dream | remnd nyself. | nmust try to
keep nenories of the dream separate fromthose of reality,
or are they the same? The dream seens nore real than rea
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parts of ny life. M Ilife has all been a dream The sun is
sinking and | realize |I've been thinking a long tine, ny
t houghts ranging far out there again. Apparently |I'm going
to be haunted by this |loss and speculation right to the end
of ny existence. So far | don't grow weary of it, only of
not know ng.

VWhile |I've been sitting there in ny reverie, Tower
Avenue has been cl eared of pedestrians and the shoul ders are
bei ng cordoned of f by shield beans which sinply rise out of
t he stone causeway and flash at nme. As the beans approach,
an anplified voice tells ne to | eave ny bench. | get up,
shuffling onto the narrow strip of grass which leads into
the forested park. People are gathering and staring in the
direction opposite The Tower. | hear nusic, a marching band
pl ayi ng real instrunents.

"This is a rare occurrence,” | remark to a young wonan
who is gazing down the |ighted causeway.

"Well, so is his comng,"” the wonman says. "No one
believed it would ever happen. |It's pretty amazing."

An excited man turns to speak to the wonan. "They say
things will be different now "

"They always say that," an old woman says, "but |
wonder... Never thought I1'd live to see it."

|"ve been so buried in nmy owm endeavor |, for once in
my life, don't know what is going on here. Lest they think
"' m sone kind of deviant whose just crawl ed out fromunder a
rock, | refrain fromasking. | wait and watch.

It's dark now and the sky is lighting up with
hol ogr aphi ¢ pyrotechnics above the band. Then | see,
hovering a few neters off the ground in Control's official
air car, the blazing figure of a man approaching. He is
surrounded by dignitaries and aides, all standing
respectfully at a lower level. He wears a dark bl ue
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uniform sinply and smartly cut, adorned with only one
enbel | i shment near the left shoulder: the carved gold
infinity synbol which signifies the | eader of The ub. He
is Control.

The air car passes, noving slowy toward the exalted
hierarchic pillar rising up to neet the distant winking stars.
The spotlighted head turns nmy way with uplifted hand.
stare at the face floating before the dazzling blue and gold
lights of the eternal Tower.

"He's really cone back,"” a young girl says.

"There he is! There he is! Back at last," voices in
the crowmd repeat, their words nelting together and rippling
down t he avenue.

| see the curly black hair with perhaps a strand of
gray, and the serene smle. | strain forward with crashing
heart and quivering knees. For one fleeting instant | am
able to catch even the sparkle and dark nystery of Ammon's
eyes.

"Who is this?" | whisper to ny frenzied self. "And who
was that in my dreanf"

The End



