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Jurith' s Way
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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



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 10

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



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 13

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



Jurith s Wy

Kubat - 26
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



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 28
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 seemthen®"

"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 and awhil e
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,



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 41

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 crunbl 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 awhile 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
find handsonme, and a clever, very persuasive nmouth. 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. This Dr.
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
Dr. Amon 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 Dr. Ammon is headed
for the big seat at Control, a radical shift at the top, a



Jurith s Wy

Kubat - 54
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
prying Dr. Amon. He asks ne, where are ny friends? 1| tel
him 1 have al ways been too busy...I| realize that all of ny
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
Dr. Amon is doing everything to get ne permanently
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. 1|'mnauseated. W nderful! It
suits ne. | told Dr. Anmmon | 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 1... Sonmething 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. Dr. 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 beconme any age Dr. Ammon 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. It appears that Dr. Amobn 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,
Dr. Ammon?

Let's tal k about you.

| don't want to talk about nyself, Dr. Amon. |'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
Dr. Amon 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, Dr. Amon 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 sonething about Dr.

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 like
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 Dr.
Ammon i ntends sonmething new for Control? It sounds al nost
nmenaci ng...and yet | don't want to believe this about him
| know |'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 Dr. 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
Dr. Amon and what he woul d say about ny 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 -- Dr. Amon. | felt
i ntense anger, enbarrassnment...a quivering fear. | didn't
want to | et 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, Dr. Amon. You really should go now,
or I"'l'l go. I'msorry you force me to be so honest. Sorry,

but I 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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little."

"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.™

"Dr. Ammon, | know very well nothing is that clear and
sinple...especially nme."

"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, Dr. Amon."

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, Dr. Anmon
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 nmake ne fond of you, Dr. Ammon. |
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, Dr. 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."



Jurith s Wy
Kubat - 73

"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 nme | augh. 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. H's door was ajar and a snall, blue glow | anp gave

t he cavernous marble rooma sad, cold light. Amobn 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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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 on 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