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The time you have waited for has come.

The work is complete; the final world is here.
He has been transplanted and is alive.
--Mysterious voice in the night



CHAPTERI1

It came time to put Manny in a school. The government had a specid school. The law stipulated
that Manny could not go to a regular school because of his condition; there was nothing Elias Tate
could do about that. He could not get around the government ruling because this was Earth and the
zone of evil lay over everything. Elias could fed it and, probably, the boy could fed it, too.

Elias understood what the zone signified but of course the boy did not. At the age of Sx Manny
looked lovely and strong but he seemed half-adeep dl the time, asif (Elias reflected) he had not yet
been completely born.

"Y ou know what today is?' Elias asked.

The boy amiled.

"OK," Elias sad. "WEell, a lot depends on the teacher. How much do you remember, Manny?
Do you remember Rybys?' He got out a hologram of Rybys, the boy's mother, and held it to the
light. "Look at Rybys," Eliassad. "Just for asecond.”

Someday the boy's memories would come back. Something, a disnhibiting stimulus fired at the
boy by his own prearrangement, would trigger anamnesis-the loss of annesa, and dl the memories
would flood back: his conception on CY 30-CY 30B, the period in Rybyss womb as she battled her
dreadful illness, the trip to Earth, perhaps even the interrogation. In his mother's womb Manny had
advised the three of them: Herb Asher, Elias Tate and Rybys hersdf. But then had come the
accident, if it redly had been accidentd. And because of that the damage.

And, because of the damage, forgetfulness.

The two of them took the locd rall to the schoal. A fussy little man met them, a Mr. Plaudet; he
was enthusiastic and wanted to shake hands with Manny. It was evident to Elias Tate that this was
the government. Firgt they shake hands with you, he thought, and then they murder you.

"S0 here we have Emmanud," Plaudet said, beaming.

Severd other smdl children played in the fenced yard of the school. The boy pressed againgt
Elias Tate shyly, obvioudy wanting to play but afraid to.

"What a nice name," Plaudet said. "Can you say your name, Emmanue?' he asked the boy,
bending down. "Can you say 'Emmanud'?"

"God with us," the boy sad.

"l beg your pardon?' Plaudet said.

Elias Tate sad, "That's what 'Emmanud’ means. That's why his mother chose it. She was killed
in an arr collison before Manny was born."

"l wasin a synthowomb," Manny said.

"Did the dysfunction originate from the-" Plaudet began, but Elias Tate waved him into sllence.

Hustered, Plaudet consulted his clipboard of typed notes. "Let's see . . . you're not the boy's
father. Y ou're his grest-uncle.”

"Hisfather isin cryonic sugpenson.”

"The same air collison?'

"Yes" Eliassad. "Heswaiting for a gpleen.”

"It's amazing that in X years they haven't been able to come up with-"

"I am not going to discuss Herb Asher's death in front of the boy," Elias said.

"But he knows his father will be returning to life?" Plaudet sad.



"Of course. | am going to spend severd days here a the school watching to see how you handle
the children. If | do not gpprove, if you use too much physica force, | am taking Manny out, law or
no law. | presume you will be teaching him the usuad bullshit that goes on in these schoals. It's not
something I'm especialy pleased about, but nether is it something that worries me. Once | am
satisfied with the school you will be paid for ayear ahead. | object to bringing him here, but thet is
thelaw. | don't hold you persondly responsible.” Elias Tate smiled.

Wind blew through the canes of bamboo growing at the rim of the play area. Manny listened to
the wind, cocking his head and frowning. Elias patted him on the shoulder and wondered what the
wind was telling the boy. Does it say who you are? he wondered. Does it tell you your name?

The name, he thought, that no oneisto say.

A child, a little girl wearing a white frock, gpproached Manny, her hand out. "Hi," she sad.
"You're new.

Thewind, in the bamboo, rustled on.

Although dead and in cryonic suspension, Herb Asher was having his own problems. Very close
to the Cry-Labs, Incorporated, warehouse a fifty-thousand-watt FM transmitter had been located
the year before. For reasons unknown to anyone the cryonic equipment had begun picking up the
powerful nearby FM sgnd. Thus Herb Asher, as well as everyone ese in suspension at Cry-Labs,
had to listen to devator music dl day and dl night, the Sation being what it liked to cdl a "pleasing
sounds' outfit.

Right now an al-gtring version of tunes from Fiddler on the Roof assailed the dead at Cry-Labs.
This was especidly distasteful to Herb Asher because he was in the part of his cycle where he was
under the impression that he was 4ill dive. In his frozen brain a limited world sretched out of an
archaic nature; Herb Asher supposed himself to be back on the little planet of the CY30-CY30B
system where he had maintained his dome in those crucid years.. . . crucid, in that he had met Rybys
Rommey, migrated back to Earth with her, after formdly marrying her, and then getting himself
interrogated by the Terran authorities and, as if that were not enough, getting himsdf perfunctorily
killed in an ar collison that was in no way his fault. Worse yet, his wife had been killed and in such a
fashion that no organ transplant would revive her; her pretty little head, as the robot doctor had
explained it to Herb, had been riven in twain-a typical robot word-choice.

However, inasmuch as Herb Asher imagined himsdlf gill back in his dome in the sar system
CY30-CY30B, he did not redlize that Rybys was dead. In fact he did not know her yet. This was
before the arrivd of the supplyman who had brought him news of Rybysin her own dome.

Herb Asher lay on his bunk listening to his favorite tape of Linda Fox. He was trying to account
for abackground noise of soupy strings rendering songs from one or ancther of the well-known light
operas or Broadway shows or some damn thing of the late twentieth century. Apparently his
recaiving and recording gear needed an overhaul. Perhgps the origind sgna from which he had
made the Linda Fox tape had drifted. Fuck it, he thought dismaly. I'll have to do some repairing.
That meant getting out of his bunk, finding his tool kit, shutting down his receiving and recording
equipment-it meant work.

Meanwhile, he listened with eyes shut to the Fox.

Weep you no more, sad fountains,
Wheat need you flow so fast?



Look how the snowy mountains

Heaven's sun doth gently waste.

But my sun's heavenly eyes

View not your wesping

That now lies deeping...

This was the best song the Fox had ever sung, from the Third and Last Booke of [ute songs of
John Dowland who had lived a the time of Shakespeare and whose music the Fox had remastered
for the world of today.

Annoyed by the interference, he shut off the tape transport with his remote programmer. B,
mirabile dictu, the soupy string music continued, even though the Fox fell Slent. So, resgned, he shut
off the entire audio system.

Even so, Fiddler on the Roof in the form of eighty-seven strings continued. The sound of it filled
his little dome, audible over the gjurk-gjurk of the air compressor. And then it came to him that he
had been hearing Fiddler on the Roof for-good God!-it was something like three days, now.

This is awful, Herb Asher redized. Here | am billions of miles out in space ligening to eighty-
seven strings forever and ever. Something iswrong.

Actudly a lot of things had gone wrong during the recent year. He had made a dreadful
mistake in emigrating from the Sol System. He had falled to note that return to the Sol System
became automaticdly illegd for ten full years. This was how the dud Sate that governed the Sol
System guaranteed a flow of people out and away but no flow back in return. His dternative had
been to serve in the Army, which meant certain deeth. SKY OR FRY was the dogan showing up on
government TV commercias. Y ou ether emigrated or they burned your assin some fruitless war.

The government did not even bother to judtify war, now. They just sent you out, killed you and
recruited a replacement. It al came from the unification of the Communigt Party and the Catholic
Church into one mega-apparatus, with two chiefs-of-state, asin ancient Sparta.

Here, at least, he was safe from being murdered by the government. He could, of course, be
murdered by one of the ratlike autochthons of the planet, but that was not very likey. The few
remaining autochthons had never assassinated any of the human domers who had appeared with their
microwave transmitters and psychotronic boosters, fake food (fake as far as Herb Asher was
concerned; it tasted dreadful) and meager cresture comforts of complex nature, al items that baffled
the smple autochthons without arousing their curiogty.

I'll bet the mother ship is directly overhead, Herb Asher said to himsalf. It's beaming Fiddler on
the Roof down a me with its psychotronic gun. Asajoke.

He got up from his bunk, walked unsteadily to his board and examined his number-three radar
screen. The mother ship, according to the screen, was nowhere around. So that wasn' it.

Damndest thing, he thought. He could see with his own eyes that his audio system had correctly
shut down, and 4till the sound oozed around the dome. And it didn't seem to emanate from one
particular spot; it seemed to manifest itsdf equaly everywhere.

Seated a his board he contacted the mother ship. "Are you transmitting Fiddler on the Roof?"
he asked the ship's operator circuit.

A pause. Then, "Yes, we have a video tape of Fiddler on the Roof, with Topol, Norma Crane,
Molly Ficon, Paul-"

"No," he broke in. "What are you getting from Fomahaut right now? Anything with al strings?’

"Oh, you're Station Five. The Linda Fox man."

"Istha how I'm known?' Asher said.



"Wewill comply. Prepare to receive at high speed two new Linda Fox aud tapes. Areyou set to
record?’

"I'm asking about another matter,” Asher said.

"We are now transmitting at high speed. Thank you." The mother ship's operator circuit shut off;
Herb Asher found himsdlf listening to vastly speeded-up sounds as the mother ship complied with a
request he had not made.

When the transmission from the mother ship ceased he contacted its operator circuit again. "I'm
getting 'Matchmaker, Matchmaker' for ten hours straight,” he said. "I'm sick of it. Are you bouncing
asgnd off someonesrday shidd?'

The operator circuit of the mother ship said, "It is my job continudly to bounce sgnds off
somebody's-"

"Over and out,” Herb Asher said, and cut the circuit of the mother ship off.

Through the port of his dome he made out a bent figure shuffling across the frozen wasteland. An
autochthon gripping a meager bundle; it was on some errand.

Pressing the switch of the externd bullhorn, Herb Asher said, "Step in here aminute, Clem." This
was the name the human settlers had given to the autochthons, to al of them, since they dl looked
dike. "l need a second opinion.”

The autochthon, scowling, shuffled to the hatch of the dome and sgnaled for entry. Herb Asher
activated the hatch mechanism and the intermediate membrane dropped into place. The autochthon
disappeared ingde. A moment later the displeased autochthon stood within the dome, shaking off
methane crysta's and glowering at Herb Asher.

Getting out his trandating computer, Asher spoke to the autochthon. "This will take just a
moment." His anadog voice issued from the ingrument in a series of dicks and dacks. "I'm getting
audio interference that | can't shut off. Isit something your people are doing? Listen.”

The autochthon listened, his rootlike face twisted and dark. Findly he spoke, and his voice, in
English, assumed an unusud harshness. "l hear nothing.”

"Yourelying," Herb Asher said.

The autochthon said, "1 am not lying. Perhaps your mind has gone, due to isolation.”

"| thrive on isolation. Anyhow I'm not isolated.” He had, after dl, the Fox to keep him company.
"I've seen it happen,” the autochthon said. "Domers like you suddenly imagine voices and
shapes."

Herb Asher got out his stereo microphones, turned on his tape recorder and watched the VU
meters. They showed nothing. He turned the gain up to full. Still the VU meters remained idle; their
needies did not move. Asher coughed and a once both needles swung wildly and the overload
diodes flashed red. Wdll, the tape recorder smply was not picking up the soupy string music, for
some reason. He was more perplexed than ever. The autochthon, seeing dl this, smiled.

Into the stereo microphones Asher said digtinctly, " '0 tel me dl about Anna Livial | want to
hear dl about Anna Livia Well, you know Anna Livia? Yes, of course, we dl know Anna Livia Tel
me dl. Tel me now. Youll die when you hear. Wédl, you know, when the old cheb went futt and did
what you know. Yes, | know, go on. Wash quit and don't be dabbling. Tuck up your deeves and
loosen your talktapes. And don't butt me- hike !-when you bend. Or whatever-"

"What is this?" the autochthon said, listening to the trandation into his own tongue. Grinning,
Herb Asher said, "A famous Terran book. ‘Look, look, the dusk is growing. My branches lofty are
taking root. And my cold cher's gone ashley. Fiduhr? Filou! What age is a? It seon is late. Tis
endless now senne- "The man ismad,” the autochthon said, and turned toward the hatch, to leave.



"It's Finnegans Wake," Herb Asher said. "I hope the trandating computer got it for you. ‘Can't
hear with the waters of. The chittering waters of. Hittering bats, fieldmice bawk talk. Ho! Are you
not gone ahome? What Thom Malone? Can't hear-'

The autochthon had left, convinced of Herb Asher's insanity. Asher watched him through the
port; the autochthon strode away from the dome in indignation. Again pressing the switch of the
externd bullhorn, Herb Asher ydled after the retreating figure, ™Y ou think James Joyce was crazy, is
that what you think? Okay; then explain to me how come he mentions ‘talktapes which means audio
tapes in a book he wrote starting in 1922 and which he completed in 1939. Before there were tape
recorders! You cal that crazy? He dso has them stting around a TV set-in abook started four years
after World War |. | think Joyce was & The autochthon had disappeared over a ridge. Asher
released the switch on the externd bullhorn.

It'simpossible that James Joyce could have mentioned 'talk- tapes’ in hiswriting, Asher thought.
Someday I'm going to get my article published; I'm going to prove that Finnegans Weake is an
information pool based on computer memory systems that didn't exist until a century after James
Joyce's era; that Joyce was plugged into a cosmic consciousness from which he derived the
inspiration for his entire corpus of work. I'll be famous forever.

What must it have been like, he wondered, to actudly hear Cathy Berberian read from Ulysses?
If only she had recorded the whole book. But, he redlized, we have Linda Fox.

His tape recorder was il on, till recording. Aloud, Herb Asher said, "I shall say the hundred-
letter thunder word." The needles of the VU meters swung obediently. "Here | go," Asher said, and
took a deep breath. 'This is the hundred-letter thunder word from Finnegans Wake. | forget how it
goes." He went to the bookshelf and got down the cassette of Finnegans Wake. "I shall not recite it
from memory,” he said, insarting the cassette and rolling it to the firgt page of the text. "It is the
longest word in the English language” he said. "It is the sound made when the primordia schism
occurred in the cosmos, when part of the damaged cosmos fell into darkness and evil. Origindly we
had the Garden of Eden, as Joyce points out. Joyce-"

His radio sputtered on. The foodman was contacting him, telling him to prepare to receive a
shipment. "...awake?' the radio said. Hopefully.

Contact with another human. Herb Asher dhrank involuntarily. Oh Chrigt, he thought. He
trembled. No, he thought.

Please no.



CHAPTER 2

You can tell they're after you, Herb Asher said to himself, when they bore through the celling.
The foodman, the most important of the severd supplymen, had unscrewed the roof lock of the
dome and was descending the ladder.

"Food ration comtrix," the audio transducer of his radio announced. " Start rebolting procedure.”

"Rebolting underway,” Asher said.

The speaker said, "Put helmet on."

"Not necessary,” Asher said. He made no move to pick up his helmet; his atmosphere flow rate
would compensate for the loss during the foodman's entry: he had redesigned it.

An darm bdl in the dome's autonomic wiring sounded.

"Put your hedmet on!" the foodman said angrily.

The darm bell ceased complaining; the pressure had restabilized. At that, the foodman grimaced.
He popped his hadmet and then began to unload cartons from his comtrix.

"We areahardy race" Asher said, helping him.

"You have amped up everything," the foodman said; like al the rovers who serviced the domes
he was sturdily built and he moved rapidly. It was not a safe job operating a comtrix shuttle between
mother ships and the domes of CY 30 II. He knew it and Asher knew it. Anybody could St in a
dome; few people could function outside.

"Can | 9t down for awhile?' the foodman said, when his work had ended.

"All | haveisacupee of Kaff," Asher sad.

"That'll do. | haven't drunk red coffee since | got here. And that was long before you got here.”
The foodman seated himself at the dining module service area.

The two men sat facing each other across the table, both of them drinking Kaff. Outsde the
dome the methane messed around but here neither man fdlt it. The foodman perspired; he gpparently
found Asher's temperature leved too high.

"You know, Asher," the foodman said, "you just lie around on your bunk with al your rigs on
auto. Right?'

"l keep busy."

"Sometimes | think you domers" The foodman paused. "Asher, you know the woman in the
next dome?'

"Somewhat,” Asher said. "My gear tranders data to her input circuitry every three or four
weeks. She stores it, boosts it and transmitsit. | suppose. Or for al | know-"

"Shelssick," the foodman said.

Startled, Asher said, "She looked dl right the last time | talked to her. We used video. She did
say something about having trouble reading her termind's displays.”

"She'sdying,” the foodman said, and sipped his Ka&ff.

The word scared Asher. He fdt a chill. In his mind he tried to picture the woman, but strange
scenes assalled him, mixed with soupy music. Strange concoction, he thought; video and aud
fragments, like old cloth remnants of the dead. Small and dark, the woman was. And what was her
name? "l cant think," he said, and put the pams of his hands againgt the Sdes of his face. Asif to
resssure himsdlf. Then, rising and going to his main board, he punched a couple of keys, it showed



her name on its display, retrieved by the code they used. Rybys Rommey. "Dying of what?' he said.
"What the hdll do you mean?'

"Multiple sclerosis”

"You can't die of that. Not these days."

"Out here you can.”

"How-shit." He reseated himsdf; his hands shook. I'll be god damned, he thought. "How far
advanced isit?'

"Not far a dl," the foodman said. "What's the matter?' He eyed Asher acutely.

"l don't know. Nerves. From the Kaff."

"A couple of months ago she told me that when she was in her late teens she suffered an-what is
it cdled? Aneuryam. In her left eye, which wiped out her centra vison in that eye. They suspected a
the time that it might be the onset of multiple scleross. And then today when | talked to her she said
she's been experiencing optic neuritis, which-"

Asher said, "Both symptoms were fed to M.E.D.?"

"A correlaion of an aneurysm and then a period of remission and then double vison, blurring . . .
Youredl rattled up.”

"l had the strangest, most weird sensation for just a second, there," Asher said. "It's gone now.
Asif this had al happened once before.”

The foodman said, "You ought to call her up and tak to her. It'd be good for you as well. Get
you out of your bunk."

"Don't mastermind my life," Asher said. "That's why | moved out here from the Sol System. Did
| ever tell you what my second wife used to get me to do every morning? | had to fix her breskfadt,
in bed; | had to-"

"When | was ddlivering to her shewas crying.”

Turning to his keyboard, Asher punched out and punched out and then read the display.
"Therés athirty to forty percent cure rate for multiple sclerosis.”

Patiently, the foodman said, "Not out here. M.E.D. can't get to her out here. | told her to
demand atransfer back home. That's what 1'd sure as hell do. She won't do it.”

"She's crazy," Asher said.

"You'reright. She'srattled up crazy. Everybody out hereis crazy.”

"| just got told that once today aready."

"Y ou want proof of it? She's proof of it. Wouldn't you go back home if you knew you were very
sck?'

"We're never supposed to surrender our domes. Anyhow it's againgt the law to emigrate back.
No, it'snot," he corrected himself. "Not if you're sick. But our job here-"

"Oh yesah; that's right-what you monitor here is so important. Like Linda Fox. Who told you that
once today?"

"A Clem," Asher sad. "A Clem waked in here and told me I'm crazy. And now you climb down
my ladder and tell me the same thing. I'm being diagnosed by Clems and foodmen. Do you hear that
sappy string music or don't you? It's dl over my dome: | can't locate the source and I'm sick of it.
Okay, I'm sick and I'm crazy; how could | benefit Ms. Rommey? You sad it yoursdf. I'm in here
totaly rattled up; I'm no good to anyone.

The foodman set down his cup. "I haveto go.

"Fine" Asher said. "I'm sorry; you upset me by telling me about Ms. Rommey."

"Cdl her and tak to her. She needs someone to tak to and youre the closest dome. I'm
surprised she didn't tell you."
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Herb Asher thought, | didn't ask.

"It isthe law, you know," the foodman said.

"What law?'

'If adomer isin distress the nearest neighbor-"

"Oh." He nodded. "Wédll, it's never come up before in my case. | mean-yeah, it is the law. |
forgot. Did shetel you to remind me of the law?'

"No," the foodman said.

After the foodman had departed, Herb Asher got the code for Rybys Rommey's dome, started
to run it into his trangmitter and then hesitated. His wall clock showed 18:30 hours. At this point in
his forty-two-hour cycle he was supposed to accept a sequence of high-speed entertainment, audio-
and video-taped signas emanating from a dave satellite at CY 30 1l1; upon storing them he was to
run them back a normd and sdect the materiad suitable for the overal dome system on his own
planet.

He took alook at the log. Fox was doing a concert that ran two hours. Linda Fox, he thought.
You and your synthesis of old-time rock, modern-day streng and the lute music of John Dowland.
Jesus, he thought; if | don't transcribe the rday of your live concert every domer on the planet will
come storming in here and kill me. Outside of emergencies-which redlly didn't occur -thisis what I'm
paid to handle: information traffic between planets, information that connects us with home and keeps
us human. The tgpe drums have to turn.

He darted the tape transport at its high-speed mode, set the modul€e's controls for receive,
locked it in at the satdllite's operating frequency, checked the wave form on the visua scope to be
sure that the carrier was coming in undistorted and then patched into an audio transduction of what
he was getting.

The voice of Linda Fox emerged from the strip of drivers mounted above him. As the scope
showed, there was no digtortion. No noise. No clipping. All channels, in fact, were baanced; his
meters indicated that.

Sometimes | could cry mysdlf when | hear her, he thought. Speaking of crying.

Wandering dl acrossthisland,

My band.

In the worlds that pass above,

| love.

Pay for me you spirits who are weightless.

| believe in drinking to your greatness.

My band.

And, behind Linda Fox's vocd, the vibrolutes which were her trademark. Until Fox no one had
ever thought of bringing back that sixteenth-century insrument for which Dowland had written s0
beautifully and so effectively.

Shdl | sue? shall | seek for grace?

Shdl | pray? shdl | prove?

Shdl | striveto aheavenly joy

With an earthly love?

Are there worlds? Are there moons

Where the lost shdl endure?

Shdl | find for aheart that is pure?

These remagterings of the old Iute songs, he said to himsdlf; they bind us. Some new thing, for
scattered people as flung as if they had been dropped in haste: here and there, disarranged, in
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domes, on the backs of miserable worlds and in satdlites and arks-victimized by the power of
oppressive migration, and with no end in sght.
Now the Fox was singing one of his favorites.
Sily wretch, let merail
At avoyagethat is blind.
Holy hopes do require
A flurry of gatic. Herb Asher grimaced and cursed; the next line had been effaced. Damn, he
thought.
Again the Fox repested the lines.
Sily wretch, let merail
At avoyagethat isblind.
Holy hopes do require
Agan the gatic. He knew the missng line. It went:
Grester find.
Angrily, he signded the source to replay the lagt ten seconds of its transmission; obligingly, it
rewound, paused, gave him the signd back, and repeated the quatrain. This time he could make out
thefind line, despite the eerie Satic.

Sily wretch, let merall
At avoyagethat is blind.
Holy hopes do require
Y our behind.
"Chrigt!" Asher said, and shut his tgpe transport down. Could he have heard that? "Y our
behind"?

It was Y ah. Screwing up his reception. This was not the first time.

The locd throng of Clems had explained it to him when the interference had firgt set in severa
months ago. In the old days before humans had migrated to the CY30-CY30B sar system, the
autochthonic population had worshiped a mountain deity named Y ah, whose abode, the autochthons
had explained, was the little mountain on which Herb Asher's dome had been erected.

His incoming microwave and psychotronic signals had gotten cooked by Yah every now and
then, much to his disoleasure. And when no sgnas were coming in, Yah lit up his screens with faint
but obvioudy sentient driblets of information. Herb Asher had spent a long time fussing with his
equipment, trying to screen out this interference, but with no success. He had studied his manuas and
erected shields, but to no avail.

This, however, was the first time that Yah had wrecked a Linda Fox tune. Which, as far as
Asher was concerned, put thematter over acrucid line,

Thefact of the matter was, whether it was healthy or not, he was totally dependent on the Fox.

He had long maintained an active fantasy life dedling with the Fox. He and Linda Fox lived on
Earth, in Cdifornia, a one of the beach towns in the Southland (unspecified beyond that). Herb
Asher surfed and the Fox thought he was wonderful. It was like a living commercid for beer. They
had campouts on the beach with their friends; the girls waked around nude from the waist up; the
portable radio was adways tuned to a twenty-four-hour no-commercias-at-all rock station.

However, the truly spiritual was what mattered most; the topless girls at the beach were smply-
well, not vitd but pleasant. The total package was highly spiritua. It was amazing how Spiritud an
elaborated beer commercial could get.



And, a the pesk of it dl, the Dowland songs. The beauty of the universe lay not in the stars
figured into it but in the music generated by human minds, human voices, human hands. Vibrolutes
mixed on an intricate board by experts, and the voice of Fox. He thought, | know what | must have
to keep on going. My job is my delight: | transcribe this and | broadcast it and they pay me. Thisis
the Fox," Linda Fox said.

Herb Asher switched the video to holo, and a cube formed in which Linda Fox smiled a him.
Meanwhile, the drums spun at furious speed, getting hour upon hour into his permanent possession.

"You are with the Fox," she declared, "and the Fox is with you." She pinned him with her gaze,
the hard, bright eyes. The diamond face, fera and wise, fera and true; this is the Fox / Spesking to
you. He smiled back.

"Hi, Fox," he said.

"Your behind," the Fox said.

Wadl, tha explained the soupy string music, the endless Fiddler on the Roof. Yah was
reponsble. Herb Asher's dome had been infiltrated by the ancient loca deity who obvioudy
begrudged the human settlers the dectronic activity that they had brought. | got bugs dl in my med,
Herb Asher thought, and | got deities dl in my reception. | ought to move off this mountain. What a
rinky-dink mountain it is anyhow-no more, redly, than a dight hill. Let Yah have it back. The
autochthons can dtart serving up roasted goat mesat to the deity once more. Except that dl the
autochthonic goats had died out, and, ong with them, theritua.

Anyhow his incoming tranamisson was ruined. He did not have to replay it to know. Yah had
cooked the sgnd before it reached the recording heads, this was not the first time, and the
contamination always got onto the tape.

Thus | might aswell say fuck it, he said to himsdlf. And ring up the sick girl in the next dome.

He dided her code, feding no enthusiasm.

It took Rybys Rommey an amazingly long time to respond to his Sgnd, and as he sat noting the
signa-register on his own board he thought, Is she finished? Or did they come and forcibly evacuate
her?

His microscreen showed vague colors. Visud dtic, nothing more. And then there she was.

"Did | wake you up?' he said. She seemed so dowed down, o torpid. Perhaps, he thought,
she's sedated.

"No. | was shooting mysdlf in the ass.”

"What?' he said, sartled. Was Y ah screwing him over once again, cooking his sgnd? But she
had sad it, dl right.

Rybys said, "Chemotherapy. I'm not doing too well."

But what an uncanny coincidence, he thought. Y our behind and shooting mysdlf in the ass. I'min
an egrie world, he thought. Things are behaving funny.

"l just now taped a terrific Linda Fox concert,” he said. "I'll be broadcagting it in the next few
days. It'll cheer you up."

Her dightly swollen face showed no response. "It's too bad were stuck in these domes. | wish
we could vigt one another. The foodman was just here. In fact he brought me my medicetion. It's
effective but it makes me throw up.”

Herb Asher thought, | wish | hadn't called.

"|sthere any way you could vist me?' Rybys said.
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"l have no portable air, none at al." It was of course alie.

"l have," Rybys said.

In panic he said, "But if you're Sick-"

"l can make it over to your dome."

"What about your station? What if data come in that-"

"I've got a beeper | can bring with me." Presently he said, "OK."

"It would mean alot to me, someone to St with for alittle while. The foodman stays like haf an
hour, but that's as long as he can. You know what he told me? There's been an outbresk of aform
of amyotrophic laterd sclerosis on CY30 VI. It mugt be a virus. This whole condition is a virus.
Chrig, I'd hate to have amyotrophic lateral scleross. Thisis like the Marianaform.”

"Isit contagious?' Herb Asher said.

She did not answer directly; she said, "What | have can be cured."” Obvioudy she wanted to
reassure him. "If the virusis around... | won't come over; it's okay." She nodded and reached to shut
off her transmitter. "I'm going to lie down,” she said, "and get more deep. With this you're supposed
to deep as much as you can. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Good-bye."

"Come over," he sad.

Brightening, she said, "Thank you."

"But be sure you bring your beeper. | have ahunch alot of telemetric confirms are going to--"

"Oh, fuck the telemetric confirmd™ Rybys said, with venom. "I'm s0 sick of being stuck in this
goddam dome! Aren't you going bugward gitting around watching tape-drums turn and little meters
and gauges and shit?'

"| think you should go back home," he said. "To the Sol System.”

"No," she sad, more cadmly. "I'm going to follow exactly the M.E.D. ingructions for my
chemotherapy and best this fucking M.S. I'm not going home. I'll come over and fix you dinner. I'm a
good cook. My mother was Itdian and my father is Chicano so | spice everything | fix, except you
can't get the spices out here. But | figured out how to beat that with different synthetics. I've been
experimenting.”

Herb Asher said, "In this concert I'm going to be broadcasting, the Fox does a verson of
Dowland's'Shdl | Sue'

"A song about litigation?'

"No. 'Su€ in the sense of to pay court to or woo. In matters of love." And then he redized that
she was putting him on.

"Do you want to know what | think of the Fox?' Rybys said. "Recycled sentimentdity, which is
the worgt kind of sentimentality; it isn't even origina. And she looks like her face is on upside down.
She has amean mouth.”

"I like her," he said, giffly; he fet himseaf becoming mad, redlly mad. I'm supposed to help you?
he asked himsdlf. Run the risk of catching what you have so you can insult the Fox?

"I'll fix you beef Stroganoff with pardey noodles™ Rybys sad.

"I'm doing fing" he said.

Hestating, she said in alow, fatering voice, Then you don't want me to come over?'

"l-" hesad.

Rybys said, "I'm very frightened, Mr. Asher. Fifteen minutes from now I'm going to be throwing
up from the I-V Neurotoxite. But | don't want to be adone. | don't want to give up my dome and |
don't want to be by mysdlf. I'm sorry if | offended you. It's just that to me the Fox isajoke. Sheisa
joke media persondity. Sheis pure hype. | won't say anything more; | promise.”
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"Do you have the-" He amended what he intended to say. "Are you sure it won't be too much
for you, fixing dinner?'

"I'm stronger now than | will be," she said. "I'll be getting wesker for along time."

"How long?'

"There's no way to tell.”

He thought, You are going to die. He knew it and she knew it. They did not have to talk about
it. The complicity of slence was there, the agreement. A dying girl wants to cook me a dinner, he
thought. A dinner | don't want to egt. I've got to say no to her. I've got to keep her out of my dome.
The ingstence of the weak, he thought; their dreadful power. It is o much easier to throw a body
block againg the strong!

"Thank you," he said. "I'd like it very much if we had dinner together. But make sure you keegp in
radio contact with me on your way over here-so I'll know you're okay. Promise?’

"Well, sure" she said. "Otherwise-" She amiled. "They'd find me a century from now, frozen with
pots, pans and food, as well as synthetic spices. Y ou do have portable air, don't you?"

"No, | redly dont," he said.

And knew that his lie was papable to her.
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CHAPTER 3

The med smdled good and tasted good but hafway through Rybys Rommey excused hersdf
and made her way ungteadily from the centrd matrix of the dome-his dome-into the bathroom. He
tried not to listen; he arranged it with his percept system not to hear and with his cognition not to
know. In the bathroom the girl, violently sick, cried out and he gritted his teeth and pushed his plate
away and then dl a once he got up and s&t in motion his in-dome audio system; he played an early
abum of the Fox.

Come again!

Swest love doth now invite

Thy graces, that refrain

To do me due ddight .

"Do you by any chance have some milk'?" Rybys said, standing at the bathroom door, her face
pale.

Silently, he got her aglass of milk, or what passed for milk on their planet.

"l have anti-emetics," Rybys said as she held the glass of milk, 'but | didn't remember to bring
any with me. They're back at my dome.”

"I could get them for you," he said.

"You know what M.E.D. told me?' she said, her voice heavy with indignation. "They said that
this chemothergpy won't make my hair fal out but aready it's coming out in-"

"Okay," heinterrupted. 'Okay'?"

"I'm sorry," he said.

Rybys sad, "This is upsetting you. The med is spoiled and you're-l don't know what. If I'd
remembered to bring my anti-emetics I'd be able to keep from-" She became slent. "Next time I'll
bring them. | promise. Thisis one of the few abums of the Fox thet | like. She was redlly good then,
don't you think?'

"Yes" hesad tightly.

"LindaBox," Rybyssad.

"What?' he sad.

"Lindathe box. That'swhat my sster and | used to cdl her." Shetried to smile.

He said, "Please go back to your dome.”

"Oh," she sad. "Wel-" She smoothed her har, her hand shaking. "Will you come with me? |
dont think | can make it by mysdif right now. I'm redlly week. | redlly am sick.”

He thought, Y ou are taking me with you. That's what thisis. That iswhat is happening. Y ou will
not go done; you will take my spirit with you. And you know. You know it as well as you know the
name of the medication you are taking, and you hate me as you hate the medication, as you hate
M.E.D. and your illness; it is dl hate, for each and every thing under these two suns. | know you. |
understand you. | see what is coming. In fact it has begun.

And, he thought, | don't blame you. But | will hang on to the Fox; the Fox will outlast you. And
sowill I. You are not going to shoot down the luminiferous ether which animates our souls.

| will hang onto the Fox and the Fox will hold me in her arms and hang on to me. The two of us-
we can't be pried gpart. | have dozens of hours of the Fox on audio and video tape, and the tapes
are not just for me but for everyone. You think you can kill that? he said to himsdif. It's been tried
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before. The power of the weak, he thought, is an imperfect power; it loses in the end. Hence its
name. We call it wesk for areason.

"Sentimentdity,” Rybys sad. "Right,” he sad sardonicaly. "Recyded a that." "And mixed
metgphors™ "Her lyrics?' "What I'm thinking. When | get redly angry | mix-"

"Let me tel you something,” Rybys said. "One thing. If | am going to survive | cant be
sentimental. | have to be very harsh. If I've made you angry I'm sorry but thet is how it is. It is my
life. Someday you may be in the spot | am in and then you'll know. Wait for that and then judge me.
If it ever happens. Meanwhile this suff you're playing on your in-dome audio system is crap. It hasto
be crap, for me. Do you see? Y ou can forget about me; you can send me back to my dome, where |
probably redly belong, but if you have anything to do with me..."

"Okay," he said. "l understand.”

"Thank you. May | have some more milk? Turn down the audio and well finish esting. Okay?'

Amazed, he said, "Y ou're going to keep on trying to-"

"All those creatures-and species-who gave up trying to eat aren't with us anymore." She seated
hersdf shakily, holding on to the table.

"l admire you."

"No," shesad, "I admire you. It's harder on you. | know."

"Death-" he began.

"Thisian't death. Y ou know whét thisis? In contrast to what's coming out of your audio system?
Thisislife. Themilk, please; | redly need it.”

As he got her more milk he sad, "l guess you can't shoot down ether. Luminiferous or
otherwise."

"No," she agreed, "since it doesn't exig.”

"How old are you?' he said.

"Twenty-seven."

"Y ou emigrated voluntarily?"

Rybys said, "Who can say? | can't recongtruct my earlier thinking, now, a this point in my life.
Bascdly | felt there was a spiritual component to emigrating.. It was ether emigrate or g into the
priesthood. | was raised Scientific Legate but-"

"The Party," Herb Asher said. He il thought of it by its old name, the Communist Party.

But in college | began to get involved in church work. | made the decision. | chose God over the
materid universe”

So you're Catholic.”

"CIC.. yes. You're using aterm that's under ban. AsI'm sure you know."

It makes no difference to me," Herb Asher said. "I have no involvement with the Church.”

'Maybe you'd like to borrow some C. S. Lewis."

'No thanks."

"Thisillness that | have" Rybys said, "is something that made me wonder about-" She paused.
"You have to experience everything in terms of the ultimate picture. As of itsdf my illness would
seem to be evil, but it serves a higher purpose we can't see. Or can't see yet, anyhow."

"That'swhy | don't read C. S. Lewis," Herb Asher said.

She glanced a him dispassonately. "Is it true that the Clems used to worship a pagan deity on
thislittle hill?"

"Apparently 0," he said. "Cdled Yah."

"Hdlduyjah," Rybys sad.

"What?' he said, startled.
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"It means 'Praise ye Yah.' The Hebrew is Hdlduyah.”

"Y ahweh, then."

'You never say that name. That's the sacred Tetragrammaton. Elohim, which is not plura but
singular, means 'God," and then later on in the Bible the Divine Name appears with Adonay, o you
get 'Lord God." Y ou can choose between Elohim or Adonay or use both together but you can never
say Yahweh."

"Youjust sadit.”

Rybys smiled. "So nobody's perfect. Kill me."

"Do you believe dl that?'

"I'm just stating matters of fact." She gestured. "Higtoric fact.”

"But you do believeit. | mean, you beieve in God."

"y es"

"Did God will your M.S.?"

Hestating, Rybys sad dowly, "He permitted it. But | believe he's heding me. There's something
| haveto learn and thisway I'll learn it.”

"Couldn't he teach you some easier way?"

"Apparently not."

Herb Asher sad, "Y ah has been communicating with me."

"No, no; that's a mistake. Origindly the Hebrews bdieved that the pagan gods existed but were
evil; later they redized that the pagan gods didn't exist."

"My incoming Sgnas and my tapes" Asher said.

"Areyou serious?’

"Of course | am."

"Therésalife form here besdes the Clems?"

"There is where my domeis; yes. It's on the order of C.B. interference, except that it's sentient.
It's selective.”

Rybys sad, "Play me one of the tapes.”

"Sure" Herb Asher walked over to his computer termind and began to punch keys. A moment
later he had the correct tape playing.

Slly wretch, let merail

At avoyagethat is blind.

Holy hopes do require

Y our behind.

Rybys giggled. "I'm sorry, she said, laughing. "Is that Y ah who did that? Not some wise guy on
the mother ship or over on Fomahaut? | mean, it sounds exactly like the Fox. The tone, | mean; not
the words. The intonation. Somebody's playing goke on you, Herb. That isn't adeity. Maybe it'sthe
Clems."

"l had one of them in here" Asher said sourly. "I think we should have used nerve gas on them
when we settled here origindly. | thought you only encountered God after you die.”

"God is God of higory and of nations. Also of nature. Origindly Yahweh was probably a
volcanic deity. But he periodically enters history, the best example being when he intervened to bring
the Hebrew daves out of Egypt and to the Promised Land.

They were shepherds and accustomed to freedom; it was terrible for them to be making bricks.
And the Pharaoh had them gathering the straw as well and till being required to meet their quota of
bricks per day. It is an archetypa timeess stuation, God bringing men out of davery and into
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freedom. Pharaoh represents dl tyrants at dl times." Her voice was calm and reasonable; Asher felt
impressed.

"So you can encounter God while you're dive," he said.

"Under exceptiond circumstances. Origindly God and Moses talked together as a man taks
with hisfriend."

"What went wrong?"

"Wrong in what way?'

"Nobody hears God's voice anymore.

Rybys said, "You do."

"My audio and video systems do.”

"That's better than nothing.” She eyed him. "Y ou don't seem to enjoy it."

"Itsinterfering with my life"

Shesad,"Soam |."

To that he could think of no response; it was true.

"What do you normdly do dl the time?' Rybys asked. "Lie in your bunk ligening to the Fox?
The foodman told methat; isit true? That doesn't sound to me like much of alife”

Anger touched him, aweary anger. He was tired of defending his life-style. So he said nothing.

"l think what I'll lend you firs," Rybys said, "is C. S. Lewiss The Problem of Pain. In that book
he-" "I read Out of the Silent Planet,” Asher said.

"Did you like it?'

"It was OK."

Rybys said, "And you should read The Screwtape Letters. | have two copies of that.”

To himsdf, Asher thought, Can't | just watch you dowly die, and learn about God from that?
"Look,” he said. "I am Scientific Legate. The Party. You understand? That's my decison; that's the
sde | found. Pain and illness are something to be eradicated, not understood. There is no afterlife
and there is no God, except maybe a fresk ionospheric disturbance that's fucking up my equipment
here on this dipshit mountain. If when | die | find out I'm wrong I'll plead ignorance and a bad
upbringing. Meanwhile I'm more interested in shidding my cables and dimingting the interference
than | am in taking back and forth with this Yah | have no goats to sacrifice and anyway | have
other things to do. | resent my Fox tapes being ruined; they are precious to me and some of them |
can't replace. Anyhow God doesn't insert such phrases as 'your behind' in otherwise beautiful songs.
Not any god | can imagine.”

Rybys said, "Hes trying to get your attention.”

"He would do better to say, 'Look, let'stalk.’

"This apparently is afurtive life form. It's not isomorphic with us. It doesn't think the way we do.”

"It'sapest.”

Rybys said, pondering, "It may be modifying its manifestations to protect you."

From what?"'

Fromit." Suddenly she shuddered wildly, in evident pain. "Oh goddam it! My hair isfaling out!"
She got to her feet. "I have to go back to my dome and put on that wig they gave me. Thisis awful.
Will you go with me? Please?"

He thought, | don't see how someone whose hair is falling out can bdieve in God. "I can't,” he
sad. "l jugt can't go with you. I'm sorry. | don't have any portable air and | have to person my
equipment. It'sthe truth.”

Gazing a him unhappily, Rybys nodded. Apparently she beieved him. He fdt allittle guilty, but,
more than thet, he experienced overwheming relief that she was leaving. The burden of dedling with
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her would be off him, at least for a time. And perhaps if he got lucky he could make the reief
permanent. If he had any prayer at al it was, | hope | never see her enter this dome again. Aslong as
shelives.

A pleasad sense of relaxation stole over him as he watched her suit up for the trip back to her
dome. And heinquired of himself which of histrove of Fox tapes he would play when Rybys and her
cruel verba snipings had departed, and he would be free again: free to be what he truly was, the
connoisseur of the undying lovely. The beauty and perfection toward which al things moved: Linda
Fox.

That night as he lay deeping a voice said softly to him, "Herbert, Herbert."

He opened his eyes. "I'm not on standby,” he said, thinking it was the mother ship. "Dome Nine
isactive. Let me deep.”

"Look," the voice said.

He looked-and saw that his control board, which governed al his communications gear, was on
fire. "Jesus Chrigt," he said, and reached for the wal switch that would turn on the emergency fire
extinguisher. But then he redlized something. Something perplexing. Although the control board was
burning, it was not consumed.

The fire dazzled him and burnned his eyes. He shut his eye and put his arm over his face. "Who
isit?" hesad.

Thevoice sad, "It is Ehyeh."

"Well," Herb Asher said, amazed. It was the deity of the mountain, spesking to him openly,
without an eectronic interface. A strange sense of his own worthlessness overcame Herb Asher, and
he kept his face covered. "What do you want?' he said. "I mean, it'slate. Thisis my deep cycle”

"Slegp no more" Yah said.

"I've had a hard day." He was frightened.

Yah sad, "I command you to take care of the aling girl. Sheisal done. If you do not hasten to
her side | will burn down your dome and dl the equipment in it, as well as dl you own besides. | will
scorch you with flame until you wake up. You are not awake, Herbert, not yet, but | will cause you
to be awake; | will make you rise up from your bunk and go and help her. Later | will tell her and
you why, but now you are not to know."

"l don't think you have theright person,” Asher said. "I think you should betalking to M.E.D. It's
their respongbility.”

At that moment an acrid stench reached his nose. And, as he watched in dismay, his control
board burned down to the floor, into alittle pile of dag.

Shit, he thought.

"Were you to lie again to her about your portable air,” Yah sad, "I would &fflict you terribly,
beyond repair, just as this equipment is now beyond repair. Now | shdl destroy your Linda Fox
tapes.” Immediately the cabinet in which Herb Asher kept his video and audio tapes began to burn.

"Please" he said.

The flames disgppeared. The tapes were undamaged. Herb Asher got up from his bunk and
went over to the cabinet; reaching out his hand he touched the cabinet-and ingtantly yanked his hand
away; the cabinet was searingly hot.

"Touchit agan,” Yah sad.

"l will not," Asher said.
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He reached out again and this time found the cabinet cold. So he ran his fingers over the plastic
boxes containing the tapes. They, too, were cold. "Well, goodness," he said, at aloss.

"Play one of the tapes,” Yah said.

"Which one?'

"Any one."

He sdlected atape a random and placed it into the deck. He turned his audio system on.

The tape was blank.

"You erased my Fox tapes," he said.

"That iswhat | have done" Yah said.

"Forever?'

"Until you hasten to the sde of the ailing girl and care for her.”

"Now? She's probably adeep.”

Yah sad, "Sheisgtting crying.”

The sense of worthlessness within Herb Asher burgeoned; in shame he shut his eyes. "'I'm sorry,”
he said.

"It isnot too late. If you hurry you can reech her intime."

"What do you mean, 'in time?"

Yah did not answer, but in Herb Asher' s mind appeared a picture, resembling a hologram; it
was in color and it was in depth. Rybys Rommey sat at her kitchen table in a blue robe; on the table
was a bottle of medication and a glass of water. In dgection she sat resting her chin on her figt; in her
fist she clutched a wadded-up handkerchief.

"Il get my suit on," Asher said; he popped the suit-compartment door open, and his suit-little
used and long neglected-tumbled out onto the floor.

Ten minutes later he stood outside his dome, in the bulky suit, his lamp sweeping out over the
expanse of frozen methane before him; he trembled, feding the cold even through the suit-which was
addusion, he redized, snce the st was absolutely insulating. What an experience, he said to himsdlf
as he garted waking down the dope. Roused out of my deep in the middle of the night, my
equipment burned down, my tapes erased-bulk erased in their totdity.

The methane crystals crunched under his boots as he walked down the dope, homing in on the
automatic Sgnad emitted by Rybys Rommey's dome; the signd would guide him. Fictures insgde my
head, he thought. Pictures of a girl about to take her own life. It's a good thing Y ah woke me. She
probably would have doneit.

He was ill frightened, and as he descended the dope he sang to himsef an old Communist
Party marching song.

Because he fought for freedom

He was forced to leave his home,

Near the blood-stained Manzanares,

Where he led the fight to hold Madrid,

Died Hans, the Commissar,

Died Hans, the Commissar.

With heart and hand | pledge you,

Whilel load my gun again,

Y ou will never be forgotten,

Nor the enemy forgiven,

Hans Bemler, our Commissar,



Hans Bemler, our Commissar.
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CHAPTER 4

As Herb Asher descended the dope the meter in his hand showed the homing signa growing in
drength. She ascended this hill to get to my dome, he redized. | made her wak uphill, since |
wouldn't go to her. | made asick girl toil her way up step by step, carrying an armload of supplies. |
will fry in hell.

But, heredlized, it's not too late.

He made me take her serioudy, Asher redlized. | Smply was not taking her serioudy. It was asiif
| imagined that she was making up her iliness. Telling a tale to get attention. What does that say
about me? he asked himsdlf. Because in point of fact | redly knew she was sck, truly sck, not
faking it. | have been adeep, he said to himsdlf. And, while | dept, agirl has been dying.

And then he thought about Y ah, and he trembled. | can get my rig repaired, he thought. The gear
that Y ah burned down. That won't be hard; dl | have to do is notify the mother ship and inform them
that | suffered ameltdown. And Y ah promised to restore to me my Fox tapes-which undoubtedly he
can do. But I've got to go back to that dome and live there. How can | live there? | cant live there.
It'simpossble.

Y ah has plansfor me, he thought. And he fdit fear, redizing this. He can make me do anything.

Rybys greeted him impassvely. She did have on a blue robe and she did hold a wadded-up
handkerchief, and, he saw, her eyes were red from crying. "Come in," she said, athough he was
dready in the dome; she seemed a little dazed. "I was thinking about you," she said. "Sitting and
thinking."

On the kitchen table stood a medicine bottle. Full.

"Oh, that," she said. "'l was having trouble degping and | was thinking about taking a deeping
pill."

"Put it away," he said.

Obediently, she returned the bottle to her bathroom cabinet.

"l owe you an gpology,” he said.

"No you don't. Want something to drink? What time isit?" She turned to look a her wal clock.
"l was up anyhow; you didn't wake me. Some telemetric data was coming in." She pointed to her
gear; lights showed, indicating activity.

Hesad, "I mean| had air. Portable air.”

"I know that. Everyone has portable air. Sit down; I'll fix you tea" She rooted in an overflowing
drawer beside her stove. "Somewhere | have teabags.”

Now, for the first time, he became aware of the condition of her dome. It was shocking. Dirty
dishes, pots and pans and even glasses of poiled food, soiled clothing strewn everywhere, litter and
debris . . . Troubled, he gazed around, wondering if he should offer to clean up the place. And she
moved so dowly, with such evident fatigue. He had an intuition, suddenly, that she was far Scker
than she had origindly led him to believe.

"Itsady," shesad.

Hesad, "You are very tired."

"Well, it wears me out to heave up my guts every day of the week. Here's a teabag. Shit; it's
been used once. | use them and then dry them out. It's OK once, but sometimes | find I'm reusing
the same bag again and again. I'll try to find afresh one." She continued to rummage.

The TV screen showed a picture. It was an animated horror: avast hemorrhoid that swelled and
pulsed angrily. "What are you watching?' Asher asked. He averted his gaze from the animation.
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"Theré's a new soap opera on. It just began the other day. 'The Splendor of-' | forget.
Somebody or something. It'sredly interesting. They've been running it alot.”

"You like the sogps?’ he said.

"They kegp me company. Turn up the sound.”

He turned up the sound. The soap opera had now resumed, replacing the animated hemorrhoid.
An dderly bearded man, an exceedingly hairy old man, struggled with two popeyed arachnids who
sought, gpparently, to decapitate him. "Get your fucking mandibles off mel" the elderly man shouted,
flailing about. The flash of laser beams ignited the screen. Herb Asher remembered once again the
burning down of his communications gear by Y ah; he fdt his heart race in anxiety.

"If you don't want to wetch it-" Rybys said.

"It's not that." Telling her about Yah would be hard; he doubted if he could do it. "Something
happened to me. Something woke me." He rubbed his eyes.

"I'll bring you up to date," Rybys said. "Elias Tate-"

"Who is Elias Tate?' Asher interrupted.

"The old bearded man; | remember what the program is cdled, now. 'The Splendor of Elias
Tate' Elias has fadlen into the hands-athough they don't have hands, actudly-of the ant-men of
Sychron Two. There's this queen who is redly evil, named-l forget." She reflected. "Hudwillub, |
think. Yes, that's it. Anyhow, Hudwillub wants Elias Tate dead. She's redlly awful; you'l see her. She
has one eye.

"Gracious," Asher said, not interested. "Rybys," he sad, "listen to me."

Asif she had not heard him, Rybys plodded on, "However, Elias has this friend Elisha McVane,
they're redlly good friends and they aways help each other out. It's sort of-" She glanced at Asher.
"Like you and me. You know; hdping each other. | fixed you dinner and you came over here
because you were worried about me.”

"| came over here" he said, "because | wastold to."

"But you were worried."

"Yes" hesad.

"Elisha McVare is a lot younger than Elias. He's redly good-looking. Anyhow, Hudwillub
wants-"

"Yah sent me" Asher sad.

"Sent you what?"

"Here" His heart continued to labor.

"Did he? That's redly interegting. Anyhow, Hudwillub is very beautiful. Youll like her. | mean,
youll like her physcdly. Wdl, let me put it this way; she's objectively obvioudy éttractive, but
spiritudly she's lodt. Elias Tate is a sort of externa conscience for her. What do you take in your
tea?'

"Did you hear-" he began and then gave up.

"Milk?" Rybys examined the contents of her refrigerator, got out a carton of milk, poured some
of the milk into a glass, tasted it and made a face. "It's sour. Goddam.” She poured the milk down
thesnk drain.

"What | am tdling you," Asher said, "isimportant. The deity of my hill woke me up in the night to
tell me that you were in trouble. He burned down haf my equipment. He erased dl my Fox tapes.”

"Y ou can get more from the mother ship." Asher Sared & her.

"Why are you staring a me?' Quickly, Rybys ingpected the buttons of her robe. "I'm not
unfastened, am 17"

Only mentdly, he thought.
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"Sugar?' she sad.

"Okay," he sad. "I should notify the C-in-C on the mother ship. Thisisamgor matter."

Rybys said, "Y ou do that. Contact the C-in-C and tell him that God talked to you."

"Can | useyour gear?I'll report my meltdown at the same time. That's my proof.”

"No," shesad.

"No?' He glared at her, baffled.

"That's inductive reasoning, which is suspect. Y ou can't reason back from effects to causes.”

"What the hell are you talking about?'

Camly, Rybys said, "Your metdown doesn't prove that God exigts. Here; I'll write it down in
symboalic logic for you. If | can find my pen. Look for it; it'sred. The pen, not theink. | used to -"

"Give me a minute. Just one goddam minute. To think. Okay? Will you do that?' He heard his
voice risng.

"There's someone outside,” Rybys said. She pointed to an indicator; it blinked rapidly. "A Clem
stedling my trash. | keep my trash outside. That's because-"

"Let the Clemin,” Asher said, "and I'll tdll it."

"About Yah? Okay, and then they'll start coming to your little hill with offerings, and they'll be
conaulting Yah dl day and dl night; you'l never get any peace. Y ou wont be able to lie in your bunk
and ligten to Linda Fox. Theteaisready." She filled two cups with boiling weter.

Asher dided the mother ship. A moment later he had the ship's operator circuit. "I want to
report a contact with God," he said. "This is for the Commander-in-Chief persondly. God spoke to
me an hour ago. An autochthonic deity called Yah."

"Just a moment." A pause and then the ship's operator circuit said, "This wouldn't be the Linda
Fox man, would it? Station Five?'

"Yes'" hesad

"We have your video tape of Fiddler on the Roof that you requested. We tried to tranamit it to
your dome but your receiving manifold appears to be mafunctioning. We have notified repair and
they will be out shortly. The tape features the origind cast starring Topol, Norma Crane, Mally
Picon-"

"Jugt aminute," Asher said. Rybys had put her hand on his arm, to atract his atention. "What is
it?" hesad.

"Theré's a human being outside; | got alook at it. Do something.”

To the mother ship's operator circuit, Asher sad, "I'll call you back." He rang off.

Rybys had turned on the externd floodlight. Through the dome's port Asher saw a strange sight:
a human being, but not wearing a standard suit; instead the man wore what looked like a robe, a
very heavy robe, and leather apron. His boots had a rugtic, much-mended quaity about them. Even
his hemet seemed antique. What the hell isthis? Asher asked himsdif.

"Thank God you'e here," Rybys said. From the locker by her bunk she brought out a gun. “I'm
going to shoot him," she said. "Tdl him to come in; use the bullhorn. Y ou make sure you're out of the
way."

I'm degling with lunetics, Asher thought. "Let'sSmply not let him in.

"Fuck that! Hell wait until you're gone. Tdl him to come in. HeSs going to rgpe me and kill me
and kill you, if we don't get him first. Y ou know what he is? | recognize whet heis; | know that gray
robe. He's a Wild Beggar. Y ou know what a Wild Beggar is?'

"l know what aWild Beggar is" Asher sad.

"They're criminad”

"They're renegades," Asher said. "They don't have domes any more.”
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"Criminds." She cocked the gun.

He did not know whether to laugh or be dismayed; Rybys stood there swollen with indignation,
in her blue bathrobe and furry dippers; she had put her hair up in curlers and her face was puffy and
red with indignation. "I don't want him skulking around my dome. It's my dome! Hell, I'l cal the
mother ship and they'll send out a party of cops, if you're not going to do anything."

Turning on the externd bullhorn, Asher said into it, ™Y ou, out there.”

The Wild Beggar glanced up, blinked, shielded his eyes, then waved a Asher through the port.
A wrinkled, weethered, hairy old man, grinning at Asher.

"Who areyou?' Asher said into the bullhorn.

The old man's lips moved, but of course Asher heard nothing. Rybyss outside mike either wasn't
turned on or it wasn't working. To Rybys Asher said, "Please don't shoot him. OK? I'm going to let
himin. | think I know who heis"

Sowly and carefully Rybys disarmed her gun.

"Come indde" Asher sad into the bullhorn. He activated the hatich mechanism and the
intermediate membrane dropped into place. With vigorous steps the Wild Beggar disgppeared
ingde.

"Who ishe?' Rybys sad.

Asher said, "It'sElias Tate"

"Oh, then that soap opera isn't a soap opera.” She turned to the screen of the TV. "I've been
intercepting a psychotronic information-transfer. | must have plugged in the wrong cable. Damn.
W, what the hell. | thought it was on the ar an awful lot of thetime."

Shaking off methane crystds, Elias Tate gppeared before them, wild and hairy and gray, and
happy to beinsde out of the cold. He began at once to remove his helmet and vast robe.

"How are you feding?' he asked Rybys. "Any better? Has this donkey been taking good care of
you? Hisassis grassif he hasn't."

Wind blew about him, asif he were the center of astorm.

To thegirl in the white frock Emmanuel said, "1 am new. | do not understand where | am.”

The bamboo rustled. The children played. And Mr. Plaudet stood with Elias Tate watching the
boy and girl. "Do you know me?' the girl said to Emmanud.

"No," he said. He did not. And yet she seemed familiar. Her face was small and pale and she
had long dark hair. Her eyes, Emmanuel thought. They are old. The eyes of wisdom.

To him in alow voice the girl said, " "When there was yet no ocean | was born." She waited a
moment, studying him, searching for something, a response perhaps, he did not know. ™l was
fashioned in timeslong past,’ "the girl said. " 'At the beginning, long before earth itsaf.!

Mr. Plaudet called to her reprovingly, "Tel him your name. Introduce yoursef.”

"l am Zing" the girl sad.

"Emmanud,”" Mr. Plaudet sad, "thisis Zina Pdlas."

"l don't know her," Emmanud said.

"You two are going to go and play on the swings" Mr. Plaudet said, "while Mr. Tate and | talk.
Go on. Go."

Elias came over to the boy, bent down and said, "What did she say to you just now? This little
girl, Zina; what did she tell you?' He looked angry, but Emmanud was accustomed to the old man's
anger; it flashed forth congtantly. "I couldn't hear.”

"Y ou grow desf," Emmanud said.
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"No, she lowered her voice" Elias sad. "l said nothing that was not said long ago,” Zina said.
Perplexed, Elias glanced from Emmanud to the girl. "What nationdity are you?' he asked the girl.

"Let's go," Zina sad. She took Emmanud by the hand and led him away; the two of them
walked in sllence.

"Isthisanice school ?* Emmanud asked her presently.

"It's OK. The computers are outdated. And the government monitors everything. The computers
are government computers, you must keep that in mind. How old is Mr. Tate?"

"Very old," Emmanud said. "About four thousand years old, | guess. He goes away and comes
back."

"Y ou've seen me before” Zinasaid.

"No | haven't."

"Your memory ismissng.”

"Yes" he said, surprised that she knew. "Elias tels meit will return.” ™Y our mother is dead?' He
nodded. "Can you see her?' Zinasaid. " Sometimes.”

"Tap your father's memories. Then you can be with her in retrotime.”

"Maybe."

"Hehasit dl stored.”

Emmanud sad, "It frightens me. Because of the crash. | think they did it on purpose.”

"Of coursethey did, but it was you they wanted, even if they didn't know it."

"They may kill me now."

"Thereis no way they can find you," Zinasad.

"How do you know that?'

"Because | am that which knows. | will know for you until you remember, and even then | will
stay with you. You adways wanted thet. | was a your side every day; | was your darling and your
delight, playing dways in your presence. And when you had finished, my chief ddight wasin them.”

Emmanuel asked, "How old are you?'

"Older than Elias"

"Older than me?'

"No," Zinasad.

"Y ou look older than me."

"That's because you have forgotten. | am here to cause you to remember, but you are not to tell
anyone that, even Elias.”

Emmanud sad, "1 tdl him everything.”

"Not about me" Zina said. "Dont tel him about me. You have to promise me that. If you tell
anyone about me the government will find out."

"Show me the computers.”

"Here they are" Zinaled him into a large room. "You can ask them anything but they give you
modified answers. Maybe you can trick them. | like to trick them. They're redly stupid.”

He said to her, "Y ou can do magic.”

At that Zina smiled. "How did you know?'

"Your name. | know what it means.”

"It'sonly aname."

"No," he sad. "Zinais not your name; Zinais what you are.”

"Tdl mewha that is" the girl said, "but tell me very quietly. Because if you know whet | am then
some of your memory isreturning. But be careful; the government listens and weatches."

"Do the magic fird," Emmanud sad.
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"They will know; the government will know."

Going across the room, Emmanud stopped by a cage with a rabbit in it. "No," he said. "Not
thet. Isthere another animal here that you could be?"

"Careful, Emmanud,” Zinasad.

"A bird," Emmanue sad.

"A ca," Zina said. "Just a second.” She paused, moved her lips. The cat came in, then, from
outsde, agray-striped femde. "Shdl | be the cat?'

"l want to be the cat,” Emmanud said.

"The cat will die

"Let the cat die”

"Why?

"They were cregted for that."

Zina said, "Once a caf about to be daughtered ran to a Rabbi for protection and puit its head
between the Rabbi's knees. The Rabbi said, 'Go! For this you were created,’ meaning, Y ou were
created to be daughtered.’

"And then?' Emmanue said.

Zinasad, "God grestly aflicted the Rabbi for along time."

"l understand,” Emmanuel said. "Y ou have taught me. | will not be the cat.”

"Then | will bethe cat,” Zinasad, "and it will not die because | am not like you." She bent down,
her hands on her knees, to address the cat. Emmanuel watched, and presently the cat came to him
and asked to speak to him. He lifted it up and held it in his arms and the cat placed its paw against
his face. With its paw it told him that mice were annoying and a bother and yet the cat did not wish
to see an end of mice because, as annoying as they were, dill there was something about them that
was fascinating, more fascinating than annoying; and so the cat sought out mice, dthough the cat did
not respect the mice. The cat wanted there to be mice and yet the cat despised mice.

All this the cat communicated by means of its paw againgt the boy's cheek.

"All right," Emmeanud sad.

Zinasad, "Do you know where any mice are right now?"

"You arethe cat,” Emmanud said.

"Do you know where any mice are right now?" she repested.

"You are akind of mechanism,” Emmanud sad.

"Do you know-"

"Y ou have to find them yoursdf," Emmanud said.

"But you could help me. Y ou could chase them my way. The girl opened her mouth and showed
him her teeth. He laughed.

Againg his cheek the paw conveyed more thoughts, that Mr. Plaudet was coming into the
building. The cat could hear his steps. Put me down, the cat communicated.

Emmanue ==t the cat down.

"Arethere any mice?' Zinasad.

"Stop," Emmanue said. "Mr. Plaudet is here.”

"Oh," Zinasaid, and nodded.

Entering the room, Mr. Plaudet said, "'l see you've found Misty, Emmanud. Isn't she anice little
animd? Zina, what's wrong with you? Why are you staring at me?"

Emmanud laughed; Zina was having trouble disentangling hersdf from the cat. "Be careful, Mr.
Paudet," he said. "Zinall scratch you.”

"You mean Migy," Mr. Plaudet said.
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"That's not the kind of brain damage | have," Emmanud said. "To-" He broke off; he could fed
Zinatdling him no.

"He's not very good a names, Mr. Plaudet,” Zina said. She had managed to separate herself
from the cat, now, and Misty, perplexed, waked dowly away. Obvioudy Misty had not been able
to fathom why, dl a once, she found hersdlf in two different places.

"Do you remember my name, Emmanud?' Mr. Plaudet asked.

"Mr. Tak," Emmanud sad.

"No," Mr. Plaudet said. He frowned. " 'Plaudet’ is German for ‘talk,’ though.”

"l told Emmanuel that," Zina said. "About your name.”

After Mr. Plaudet left, Emmanud said to the girl, "Can you summon the bells? For dancing?’

"Of course" And then she flushed. "That was atrick question.

"But you play tricks. You aways play tricks. I'd like to hear the bells, but | don't want to dance.
I'd like to watch the dancing, though."

"Some other time" Zina said. "You do remember something, then. If you know about the
dancing.”

"l think | remember. | asked Elias to take me to see my father, where they have him stored. |
want to see what he looks like. If | saw him, maybe I'd remember a lot more. I've seen pictures of
him."

Zinasad, "Therés something you want from me even more than the dancing.”

"l want to know about the time power you have. | want to see you make time stop and then run
backward. That's the best trick of al.”

"| said you should see your father about that.”

"But you can do it," Emmanud sad. "Right here."

"I'm not going to. It disturbs too many things. They never line up again. Once they're out of
synch- Well, someday I'll do it for you. | could take you back to before the collison. But I'm not
sure that's wise because you might have to live it over, and that would make you worse. Your
mother was very sick, you know. She probably would not have lived anyhow. And your father will
be out of cryonic suspension in four more years."

"You're sure?' Emmanud said excitedly.

"When you're ten years old youll see him. He's back with your mother right now; he likes to
retrotime to when he first met her. She was very doppy; he had to clean up her dome.”

"What isa'dome?' Emmanuel asked.

"They don't have them here; that's for outspace. The colonists. Where you were born. | know
Eliastold you. Why don't you listen to him more?!

"Hesaman," Emmanue said. "A human being."

"No he'snot."

"He was born as a man. And then I-" He paused, and a segment of memory came back to him.
"l didn't want him to die. Did 1?7 So | took him, dl at once. When he and-" He tried to think, to frame
the word in hismind.

"Hlisha" Zinasad.

"They were walking together,” Emmanud said, "and | took him up, and he sent part of himsdf
back to Elisha. So he never died; Elias, | mean. But that's not his real name.”

"That's his Greek name.”

"l do remember some things, then,” Emmanue said.
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before-wdll, when the right time came. You're the only one who knows what the simulus is. Even
Elias doesn't know it. | don't know it; you hid it from me, back when you were what you were."

"l amwhat | am now," Emmanud said.

"Y es, except that you have an impaired memory,” Zina said, pragmaticaly. "So it isn't the same.

"| guess not,” the boy said. "'l thought you said you could make me remember.”

"There are different kinds of remembering. Elias can make you remember alittle, and | can make
you remember more; but only your own disinhibiting stimulus can make you be. Theword is .. . you
have to bend close to me to listen; only you should hear this word. No, I'll write it." Zina took a
piece of paper from anearby desk, and alength of chalk, and wrote one word.

HAYAH

Gazing down at the word, Emmanue felt memory come to him, but only for a nanosecond; at
once-almost a once-it departed.

"Hayah," he sad, doud.

"Thet isthe Divine Tongue" Zinasad.

"Yes" he said. "I know." The word was Hebrew, a Hebrew root word. And the Divine Name
itself came from that word. He felt avast and terrible awe; he felt afraid.

"Fear not," Zinasad quietly.

"l am afraid,” Emmanue said, "because for amoment | remembered.” Knew, he thought, who |
am.

But he forgot again. By the time he and the girl had gone outsde into the yard he no longer
knew. And yet-strangel -he knew that he had known, known and forgotten again dmost at once. As
if, he thought, | have two minds indde me, one on the surface and the other in the depths. The
surface one has been injured but the deep one has not. And yet the degp one can't speek; it is closed
up. Forever? No; there would be the stimulus, one day. His own device.

Probably it was necessary that he not remember. Had he been able to recdl into consciousness
everything, the basis of it dl, then the government would have killed him. There existed two heeds of
the beadt, the religious one, a Cardina Fulton Statler Harms, and then a scientific one named N.
Bulkowsky. But these were phantoms. To Emmanue the Christian-ldamic Church and the Scientific
Legate did not condtitute redity. He knew what lay behind them. Elias had told him. But even had
Elias not told him he would have known anyhow; he would everywhere and at every time be able to
identify the Adversary.

What did puzzle him was the girl Zina. Something in the Stuation did not ring right. Y et she had
not lied; she could not lie. He had not made it possible for her to decelve, that condtituted her
fundamenta nature: her veracity. All he had to do was ask her.

Meanwhile, he would assume that she was one of the zine; she hersalf had admitted that she
danced. Her name, of course, came from dziana, and sometimes it appeared as she used it, as Zina

Going up to her, stopping behind her but standing very closeto her, he said in her ear, "Diana.”

At once she turned. And as she turned he saw her change. Her nose became different and
ingtead of a girl he saw now a grown woman wearing a meta mask pushed back so thet it reveded
her face, a Greek face; and the mask, he redlized, was the war mask. That would be Pallas. He was
seeing Pdlas, now, not Zina. But, he knew, neither one told him the truth about her. These were only
images. Forms that she took. Still, the metal mask of war impressed him. It faded, now, thisimage,
and he knew that no one but himsdlf had seen it. She would never reved it to other people.

"Why did you call me'Diand?"' Zina asked.



"Because that is one of your names.”

Zinasad, "We will go to the Garden one of these days. So you can see the animas.”

"l would like that," he said. "Whereis the Garden?'

"The Garden ishere" Zinasad.

"l can't seeit.”

"Y ou made the Garden," Zina sad.

"l can't remember.” His head hurt; he put his hands againg the sides of his face. Like my father,
he thought; he used to do what | am doing. Except that he is not my father.

To himsdf hesad, | have no father.

Pain filled him, the pain of isolaion; suddenly Zina had disgppeared, and the school yard, the
building, the city-everything vanished. He tried to make it return but it would not return. No time
passed. Even time had been abolished. | have completely forgotten, he redlized. And because | have
forgotten, it isal gone. Even Zina, his darling and ddlight, could not remind him now; he had returned
to thevoid.

A low murmuring sound moved dowly across the face of the void, across the deep. Heat could
be seen; a this transformation of frequency heet appeared as light, but only as a dull red light, a
somber light. He found it ugly.

My father, he thought. Y ou are not.

Hislips moved and he pronounced one word.

HAYAH

The world returned.
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CHAPTER 5

Elias Tate, throwing himsdf down on a hegp of Rybyss dirty clothes, said, "Do you have any
red coffee? Not that joke stuff the mother ship peddiesto you." He grimaced.

"l have some," Rybys said, "but | don't know whereit is"

"Have you been throwing up frequently?' Ehias said to her, eyeing her. "Every day or s0?"'

"Yes" Sheglanced a Herb Asher, amazed.

"You're pregnant,” Elias Tate said.

"I'm in chemo!" Rybys said angrily, her face dark red with fury. "I'm heaving up my guts because
of the goddam Neurotoxite and the Prednoferic-"

"Consault your computer termina,” Elias said. There was slence.

"Who are you?' Herb Asher said.

"A Wild Beggar," Elias said.

"Why do you know so much about me?' Rybys said.

Eliassad, "l cameto be with you. I'll be with you from now on. Consult your termind.”

Sedting hersdf a her computer termind. Rybys placed her am inthe M.E.D. dot. "I hate to put
it to you thisway," she said to Elias and Herb Asher, "but I'm avirgin.”

"Get out of here," Herb Asher said quietly to the old man.

"Wait until M.E.D. gives her the test result,” Elias sad.

Tears filled Rybyss eyes. "Shit. This is judt terrible. | have M.S. and then now this, as if MS.
isn't enough.”

To Herb Asher, Elias sad, "She mudt return to Earth. The authoritieswill permit it; her illness will
be sufficient legd cause.

To the computer termina, which had now locked onto the M.E.D. channd, Rybys sad
brokenly, "Am | pregnant?'

Slence.

Thetermind said, "Y ou are three months pregnant, Ms. Rommey."

Risng, Rybys walked to the port of the dome and stared fixedly out a the methane panorama.
No one spoke.

"ItsYah, isntit?' Rybys sad presently.

"Yes" Eliasssad.

"This was planned out along time ago," Rybys said.

"Yes" Eliasssad.

"And my M.S. isso thereisalegd pretext for meto return to Earth.”

"To get you past Immigration,” Elias said.

Rybys said, "And you know dl about it." She pointed at Herb Asher. "He's going to say he'sthe
father."

"He will," Ehias sad, "and he will go with you. Sowill I. You'l be checking in & Bethesda Nava
Hospitd a Chevy Chase. WEIl go by emergency axid flight, high-velocity flight, because of the
seriousness of your physica condition. We should start as soon as possible. You dready have the
papers in your possession, the necessary legal papers requesting a transfer back home.”

"Yah made me sck?' Rybys said. After apause Elias nodded.

"What isthis?' Rybys said furioudy. "A coup of some kind? Y ou're going to smuggle-"

Interrupting her, Elias said in alow, harsh voice, "The Roman X Fretengs”
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"Masada," Rybys sad. "Seventy-three C.E. Right? | thought so. | started thinking so when a
Clem told me about the mountain deity at our Station Five."

"He logt," Elias said. "The Tenth Legion was made up of fifteen thousand experienced soldiers.
But Masada held out for aimost two years. And there were less than a thousand Jews at Masada,
including women and children."

To Herb Asher, Rybys said. "Only seven women and children survived the fal of Masada. It
was a Jewish fortress. They had hidden in a water conduit." To Elias Tate she said, "And Yahweh
was driven from the Earth.”

"And the hopes of man," Elias said, "faded away."

Herb Asher said, "What are you two talking about?"

"A fiasco," Elias Tate said briefly.

"S0 he-Yah-first makes me sick, and then he-" She broke off. "Did he start out from this star
system origindly? Or was he driven here?'

"He was driven here" Elias said. "There is a zone around Earth now. A zone of evil. It kegps
him out.”

"TheLord?' Rybyssaid. "The Lord is kept out? Away from Earth?' She stared &t Elias Tate.

"The people of Earth do not know," Elias Tate said.

"But you know," Herb Asher said. "Right? How do you know al these things? How do you
know so much? Who are you?"

Elias Tate said, "My nameis Elijah."

The three of them sat together drinking tea. Rybyss face had an embittered, stark expression on
it, alook of fury; she said dmaost nothing.

"What bothers you the mogst?' Elias Tate said. "The fact that Y ah was driven off Earth, that he
was defeated by the Adversary, or that you have to go back to Earth carrying him insde you?"

Shelaughed. "Leaving my detion.”

"Y ou have been honored,” Elias said.

"Honored with illness" Rybys said; her hand shook as she lifted her cup to her lips.

"Do you redize who it is that you carry in your womb?' Elias said.

"Sure" Rybyssad.

"You are not impressed,” Elias said.

"I had my lifedl planned out,” Rybys sad.

"l think you're taking a smdl view of this" Herb Asher said. Both Elias and Rybys glanced at
him with distaste, asif he had intruded. "Maybe | don't understand,” he said, weakly.

Reaching out her hand, Rybys patted him. "It's OK. | don't understand either. Why me? | asked
that when | came down with the M.S. Why the hell me? Why the hell you? Y ou have to leave your
dation, too; and your Fox tgpes. And lying dl day and night in your bunk doing nothing, with your
gear on auto. Christ. Wdll, | guess Job had it right. God afflicts those he loves.”

"The three of us will travel to Earth," Elias sad, "and there you will give birth to your son,
Emmanue. Y ah planned this a the beginning of the age, before the defest at Masada, before the fall
of the Temple. He foresaw his defeat and moved to rectify the Situation. God can be defeated but
only temporarily. With God the remedy is greeter than the malady.”

"Fdix culpa’ "Rybys sad.



"Yes" Elias agreed. To Herb Asher he explained, "It means 'happy fault,’ referring to the fall, the
origind fall. Had there been no fal perhaps there would have been no Incarnation. No birth of
Chrigt."

"Catholic doctrine" Rybys said remotedly. "I never thought it would gpply to me personaly.”

Herb Asher said, "But didn't Christ conquer the forces of evil? He said, '| have overcome the
world.™

"Wel," Rybys said, "gpparently he was wrong.”

"When Masada fell,” Elias sad, "al was log. God did not enter higtory in the first century C.E,,
he |eft higtory. Christ's misson was afailure.”

"You arevery old,” Rybys said. "How old are you, Elias?

Almost four thousand years, | guess. You can take a long-term view but | cant. Y ou've known
thhis about the First Advent d thistime? For two thousand years?'

"As God foresaw the origind fdl," Elias said, "he dso foresaw that Jesus would not be
acceptable. It was known to God before it happened.”

"What does he know about this now?" Rybys said. "What we are going to do?"

Eliaswas dlent.

"He doesn't know," Rybys said.

"This" Elias hestated.

"Thefind battle," Rybys said. "It could go either way. Couldn't it?"

"Inthe end,” Elias sad, "God wins. He has absolute foresight.”

"He can know," Rybys said, "but does that mean he can- Look, | redly don't fed well. It's late
and I'm sick and I'm worn out and | fed asif. . ." She gestured. "I'm avirgin and I'm pregnant. The
Immigration doctors will never believeit."

Herb Asher said, "l think that's the point. That's why I'm supposed to marry you and come
adong."

"I'm not going to marry you; | don't even know you." She dared & him. "Are you kidding?
Marry you? I've got M.S. and I'm pregnant- Damn it, both of you; go away and leave me done. |
mean it. Why didn't | take that bottle of Seconax when | had the chance? | never had the chance;
Y ah was watching. He sees even the falen sparrow. | forgot.”

"Do you have any whiskey?' Herb Asher said.

"Oh fine" Rybys said bitterly. "Y ou can get drunk but can 1? With M.S. and some kind of baby
indde me? There | was'- she glared hatefully a Elias Tate-' ‘picking up your thoughts visudly on my
TV s, and | imagined in my deluded folly that it was a corny sogp opera dreamed up by writers at
Fomahaut -pure fiction. Arachnids were going to decapitate you? Is that what your unconscious
fantases consst of? And youre Yahweh's spokesperson?' She blanched. "1 spoke the Sacred
Name. Sorry."

"Chrigians spesk it dl thetime," Elias sad.

Rybys sad, "But I'm a Jew. | it'ould be a Jew; that's what got me into this. If | was a Gentile
Y ah wouldn't have picked me. If I'd ever been laid I'd-" She broke off. "The Divine Machinery has a
peculiar brutdity to it," she finished. "It isn't romantic. It's crud; it redly is”

"Because thereis so much at steke," Elias said.

"What is at sake?' Rybys said.

"The universe exigts because Y ah remembersiit,” Elias said.

Both Herb Asher and Rybys stared at him.

"If Yah forgets, the universe ceases" Elias said.

"Can he forget?' Rybys said.



"He hasyet to forget,” Elias sad dlipticaly.

"Meaning he could forget,” Rybys said. "Then that's what thisis about. You just spelled it out. |
see. Wdl-" She shrugged and then reflexively sipped a her cup of tea "Then | wouldn't exist in the
first place except for Yah. Nothing would exig."

Elias sad, "His name means 'He Brings into Existence Whatever EXigts" "

"Including evil?' Herb Asher asked.

"It saysin Scripture” Elias sad, "thus:

So that men from the risng and the setting sun

May know that thereisnonebut I:

| am the LORD, there is no other;

| makethelight, | create darkness,

author aike of prosperity and trouble.

I, the LORD, do dl these things."

"Where doesit say that?' Rybys said.

"|saiah forty-five" Elias sad.

'Prosperity and trouble," " Rybys echoed. " "Wed and woe.'

"Then you know the passage." Elias regarded her.

"It's hard to believe" she said.

"It ismonotheism,” Elias said harshly.

"Yes" shesad, "l guessitis. But it's brutd. What's happening to me is bruta. And theres more
ahead. | want out and | can't get out. Nobody asked me originaly. Nobody is asking me now. Yah
foresees what lies ahead but | don't, except that there's more crudty and pain and throwing up.
Serving God seems to mean throwing up and shooting yoursdf with a needie every day. | am a
diseased rat in akind of cage. That's what he's made meinto. | have no faith and no hope and he has

no love, only power. God is a symptom of power, nothing else. The hell with it. | give up. | dont
care. I'll dowhat | haveto but it will kill meand I know it. OK?"

The two men were slent. They did not look at her or a each other.
Herb Asher said findly, "He saved your life tonight. He sent me over here.”

"That and five credpops will get you a cupee of Kaff," Rybys said. "He gave metheillnessin the
firgt place!™

"And he's guiding you through,” Herb said.

"To what end?' shesaid.

"To emancipae an infinitude of lives" Elias sad.

"Egypt," she said. "And the brick makers. Over and over again. Why doesn't the emancipation
last? Why doesiit fade out? Isn't there any find resolution?!

"This" Elisssad, "isthet fina resolution.”

"l am not one of the emancipated,” Rybys said. "1 fell dong the way."

"Not yet," Elias said.

"But it's coming."

"Perhaps." The expression on Elias Tate's face could not be read.

Asthethree of them sat, there came alow, murmuring voice which said, "Rybys, Rybys."
Rybys gave amuffled cry and looked around her.

"Fear not," the voice said. "You will live on in your son. Y ou cannot now die, nor even unto the
end of the age.”

Silently, her face buried in her hands, Rybys began to cry.



Late in the day, when school had ended, Emmanue decided to try the Hermetic transform once
again, so that he would know the world around him.

First he speeded up his internad biologicd clock so that his thoughts raced faster and fagter; he
fdt himsdf rushing down the tunnd of linear time until his rate of movement dong that axis was
enormous. First, therefore, he saw vague floaing colors and then he suddenly encountered the
Waitcher, which is to say the Grigon, who barred the way between the Lower and Upper Realms.
The Grigon presented itsdlf to him as a nude fema e torso that he could reach out and touch, so close
was it. Beyond this point he began to trave &t the rate of the Upper Redm, so that the Lower Realm
ceased to be something but became, instead, a process; it evolved in accretiona layers a a rate of
31.5 million to onein terms of the Upper Redlm'stime scale.

Thereupon he saw the Lower Realm-not as a place-but as trangparent pictures permutating at
immense velocity. These pictures were the Forms outside of space being fed into the Lower Realm
to become redity. He was one step away, now, from the Hermetic transform.

The find picture froze and time ceased for him. With his eyes shut he could 4ill see the room
around him; the flight had ended; he had duded that which pursued him. That meant that his neurd
firing was perfect, and his pineal body registered the presence of light carried up its branch of the
optic conduit.

He st for alittle while, dthough "little whil€' no longer sgnified anything. Then, by degrees, the
transform took place. He saw outside him the pattern, the print, of his own brain; he was within a
world made up of his brain, with living information carried here and there like little rivers of shining
red that were dive. He could reach out, therefore, and touch his own thoughtsin their origina nature,
before they became thoughts. The room was filled with their fire, and immense spaces stretched out,
the volume of his own brain externd to him.

Meanwhile he introjected the outer world so that he contained it within him. He now had the
universe ingde him and his own brain outside everywhere. His brain extended into the vast spaces.
far larger than the universe had been. Therefore he knew the extent of dl things that were himsdif,
and, because he had incorporated the world, he knew it and controlled it.

He soothed himsalf and relaxed, and then could see the outlines of the room, the coffee table, a
chair, walls, pictures on the wals: the ghogt of the externd universe lingering outsde him. Presently
he picked up a book from the table and opened it. Insgde the book he found, written there, his own
thoughts, now in a printed form. The printed thoughts lay arranged dong the time axis which had
become spacia and the only axis dong which motion was possible. He could see, as in a hologram,
the different ages of his thoughts, the most recent ones being closest to the surface, the older ones
lower and deeper in many successive layers.

He regarded the world outside him which now had become reduced to spare geometric shapes,
sguares mostly, and the Golden Rectangle as a doorway. Nothing moved except the scene beyond
the doorway, where his mother rushed happily among tangled old rosebushes and a famland she
had known as a child; she was smiling and her eyes were bright with joy.

Now, Emmanud thought, | will change the universe that | have taken indde me. He regarded the
geometric shapes and dlowed them to fill up a little with matter. Across from him the raity blue
couch that' Elias prized began to warp away from plumb; its lines changed. He had taken away the
causdity that guided it and it stopped being a ratty blue couch with Kaff stains on it and became
instead a Hepplewhite cabinet, with fine bone china plates and cups and saucers behind its doors.



He restored a certain measure of time-and saw Elias Tate come and go about the room, enter
and leave; he saw accretiond layers laminated together in sequence dong the linear time axis. The
Hepplewhite cupboard remained for a short series of layers; it held its passive or off or rest mode,
and then it was whisked over into its active or on or motion, mode and joined the permanent world
of the phylogons, participating now in dl those of its class that had come before. In his projected
world brain the Hepplewhite cabinet, and its bone china pieces, became incorporated into true redlity
forever. It would now undergo no more changes, and no one would see it but he. It was, to
everyone dsg, in the past.

He completed the transformm with the formulary of Hermes Trismegistus:

Verum est . . . quad superius est sicut quod inferius et quad inferius est sicut quad
superius, ad perpetrando miracula rei unus.
That is

The truth is that what is above is like what is below and what is below is like what is above, to
accomplish the miracles of the one thing.

This was the Emerad Tablet, presented to Maria Prophetissa, the sster of Moses, by Tehuti
himsdlf, who gave namesto dl created things in the beginning, before he was expelled from the PAm
Tree Garden.

That which was below, his own brain, the microcosm, had become the macrocosm, and, insgde
him as microcosm now, he contained the macrocosm, which isto say, what is above.

| now occupy the entire universe, Emmanue redlized; | am now everywhere equally. Therefore |
have become Adam Kadmon, the First Man. Motion dong the three spacia axes wasimpossible for
him because he was dready wherever he wished to go. The only motion possible for him or for
changing redlity lay dong the tempord axis, he sat contemplating the world of the phylogons, billions
of them in process, continudly growing and completing themsdves, driven by the didectic that
underlay al transformation. It pleased him; the sight of the interconnected network of phylogons was
beautiful to behold. This was the kosmos of Pythagorias, the harmonious fitting-together of dl things,
eech initsright way and each imperishable.

| see now what Plotinus saw, he redized. But, more than that,| have rgoined the sundered
reelms within me; | have restored the Shekhinato En Sof. But only for a little while and only localy.
Only in microform. It would return to what it had been as soon as he released it.

"Judt thinking," he said doud.

Elias cameinto the room, saying as he came, "What are you doing, Manny?"

Causdity had been reversed; he had done what Zina could do: make time run backward. He
laughed in ddlight. And heard the sound of bells

"l saw Chinvat," Emmanue said. "The narrow bridge. | could have crossed it."

"You mugt not do thet," Elias said.

Emmeanud sad, "What do the bells mean? Bdlls ringing far off."

"When you hear the distant bells it means that the Saoshyant is present.”

"The Saviour,” Emmanud said. "Who is the Saviour, Elias?'

"It must be yoursdf," Elias said.

"Sometimes | despair of remembering.”

He could gill hear the bells, very far off, ringing dowly, blown, he knew, by the desert wind. It
was the desart itself gpesking to him. The desart, by means of the bells, was trying to remind him. To
Eliashesad, "Who am 17?7

"| can't say," Elias said.

'But you know."
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Elias nodded.

"Y ou could make everything very smple" Emmanud said, "by saying."

"You must say it yourself," Elias sad. "When the time comes you will know and you will say it."
"l am" the boy said hesitantly.

Elias amiled.

She had heard the voice issue forth from her own womb. For atime she fdt afraid and then she
fdt sad; sometimes she cried, and Hill the nausea continued-it never let up. | don't recall reading
about that in the Bible, she thought. Mary being afflicted with morning sickness. I'll probably get
edema and stretch marks. | don't remember reading about that either.

It would make a good graffito on some wall, she said to hersdf. THE VIRGIN MARY HAD
STRETCH MARKS. She fixed hersdlf alittle meal of synthetic lamb and green beans; seated done
a her table she gazed out listlesdy through the dome's port at the landscape. | redlly should clean up
this place, she redlized. Before Elias and Herb come back. In fact, | should make a list of what |
have to do.

Mog of dl, she thought, | have to understand this Stuation. He is dready insde me. It has
happened.

| need another wig, she decided. For the trip. A better one. | think I'll try out a blond one that's
longer. Goddam chemo, she thought. If the aillment doesn't kill you the therapy will. The remedy, she
thought acidly, is worse than the maady. Look; | turned it around. God, | fed sck.

And then, as she picked at her plate of cold, synthetic food, a strange idea came to her. What if
this is a maneuver by the Clems? she said to hersalf. We invaded their planet; now they're fighting
back. They figured out what our conception of God involves. They're smulating that conception!

| wish mine was Smulated, she ruminated.

But to get back to the point, she said to hersdlf. They read our minds or study our books-never
mind how they did it-and they fake us out. So what | have ingde me is a computer termind or
something, a glorified radio. | can see me going through Immigration. "Anything to declare, Miss?"
"Only aradio." Well, she thought, where is thisradio? | don't see any radio. Well, you have to look
rea hard. No, she thought; it's a matter for Customs, not Immigration. What is the declared value of
this radio, Miss? Tha would be hard to say, she answered in her mind. Y ou're not going to believe
me but-it's one of akind. Y ou don't see radios like this every day.

| should probably pray, she decided.

"Yah," shesad, "mysdf, | am wesk and sick and afraid, and | redlly don't want to be involved in
this" Contraband, she thought. I'm going to smuggle in contraband. "Lady, come with me. Were
going to conduct a complete body search. The matron will be in here in a minute; just St down and
reed amagazine." I'll tel them it's an outrage, she thought. "What a surprise!” Feigned amazement. "'l
have what indde me? You're kidding. No, | have no idea how it got there. Will wonders never
cease.

A grange lethargy came over her, akind of hypnagogic Sate, even as she st reflexively edting.
The embryo insde her had begun to unfold a picture before her, a view by a mind totaly different
from hers.

Sheredized, Thisishow they will view it. The powers of the world.

What she saw, through their eyes, was a mongter. The Chrigian-Idamic Church and the
Scientific Legate-their fear did not resemble her fear; hers had to do with effort and danger, with



what was required of her. But they- She saw them consulting Big Noodle, the Al System that
processed Earth'sinformation, the vast artificia intelligence on which the government relied.

Big Noodle, after andyzing the data, informed the authorities that something sinister had been
snuggled past Immigration and onto Earth; she felt ther recoil, their averson. Incredible, she
thought. To see the Lord of the universe through their eyes; to see him as foreign. How could the
Lord who cregted everything be aforeign thing? They are not in hisimage, then, she redized. Thisis
what Yah istdling me. | dways assumed-we were aways taught-that man is the image of God. It is
like calling to like. Then they redlly believe in themsdved They sncerdly do not understand.

The mongter from outer space, she thought. We must be on guard perpetudly lest it show up
and snesk through Immigration. How deranged they are. How far off the mark. Then they would kill
my baby, she thought. It is impossible but it is true. And no one could make them understand what
they had done. The Sanhedrin thought the same way, she said to hersdlf, about Jesus. Thisis another
Zedlot. She shut her eyes.

They are living in a chegp horror film, she thought. There is something wrong when you feer little
children. When you view them, any one of them, as weird and awful. | don't want this insight, she
said to hersdf, drawing back in averson. Take it away, please; I've seen enough.

| understand.

She thought, Thisis why it has to be done. Because they see as they do. They pray; they make
decisons, they shied their world-they keep out hodtile intrusions. To them this is a hogtile intrusion.
They are demented; they would kill the God who made them. No rationa thing does that. Christ did
not die on the cross to render men spotless; he was crucified because they were crazy; they saw as|
seenow. Itisavigaof lunecy.

They think they are doing the right thing.



CHAPTER 6

Thegirl Zinasad, "'l have something for you."

"A present?' He held out his hand, trugtingly.

Only a child's toy. An information date, such as every young person had. He fet keen
disgppointment.

"We madeit for you," Zinasad.

"Who isthat?' He examined the date. Sdf-governing factories turned out hundreds of thousands
of such dates. Each date contained common microcircuitry. "Mr. Plaudet gave me one of these
dready," he sad. "They're plugged into the school."

"We make ours differently,” Zinasaid. "Keep it. Tl Mr. Plaudet this is the one he gave you. He
won't be able to digtinguish them from each other. See? We even have the brand name on it." With
her finger she traced the letters 1.B.M.

"Thisoneignt redly |.B.M.," he sad.

"Definitely not. Turn it on."

He pressed the tab of the date. On the date, on the pde gray surface, a sngle word in
illuminated red gppeared.

VALIS

"That's your question for right now," Zinasaid. "To figure out whet 'Vdis is. The date is posing
the problem for you a a class-one levd . . . which means itll give you further clues, if you want
them.”

"Mother Goose," Emmanud said.

On the date the word VALIS disappeared. Now it read:

HEPHAISTOS

"Kyklopes" Emmanud sad ingantly. Zinalaughed. "Youre asfad asit is.,’

"What'sit connected to? Not Big Noodle." He did not like Big Noodle.

"Maybeitll tdl you," Zinasad.

The date now read:

SHIVA

"Kyklopes," Emmanud repested. "It's atrick. Thiswas built by the troop of Diana."
At oncethe girl's smile faded.
"I'm sorry,” Emmanue said. "1 won't say it again out loud even one more time.”
"Give me the date back." She held out her hand.
Emmanud sad, "l will giveit back if it saysfor meto giveit back. He pressed the tab.
NO
"All right," Zinasad. "I'll let you keep it. But you don't know what it is: you don't understand it.
Thetroop didn't build it. Pressthe tab."
Again he pressed the tab.
LONG BEFORE CREATION
"I-" Emmanud fatered.
"It will come back to you," Zina sad. "Through this. Use it. | don't think you should tdl Elias
either. He might not understand.”



Emmanud said nothing. This was a métter that he himself would decide. It was important not to
let others make his choices for him. And, basicdly, he trusted Elias. Did he aso trust Zina? He was
not sure. He sensed the multitude of natures within her, the profusion of identities. Ultimatdy he
would seek out the red one; he knew it was there, but the tricks obscured it. Who is it, he asked
himsdf, who plays tricks like this? What being is the trickster? He pressed the tab.

DANCING

To that, he gave a hod of assent. Dancing certainly was the right answer; in his mind he could
see her dancing, with dl the troop, burning the grass beneath their feet, leaving it scorched, and the
minds of men disoriented. Y ou cannot disorient me, he said to himsdf. Even though you control time.
Because | control time, too. Perhaps even more than you.

That night & dinner he discussed Vaiswith Elias Tate.

"Takemeto seeit,” Emmanue said.

"It'savery old movie" Eliassad.

"But at least we could rent a cassette. From the library. What does'Vais mean?'

"Vad Active Living Intdligence Sysem,” Elias said. "The movie is modily fiction. It was made by
arock singer in the latter part of the twentieth century. His name was Eric Lampton but he called
himsdf Mother Goose. The film contained Mini's Synchronicity Music, which had consderable
impact on al modern music to this day. Much of the information in the film is conveyed subliminaly
by the music. The setting is an dternate U.S.A. where a man named Ferris F. Fremount is president.”

Emmanud sad, "But what isVdis?'

"An atificid sadlite that projects a hologram that they take to be redity.”

"Then it'saredity generator.”

"Yes" Eliassad.

"Istheredlity genuine?'

"No; | sad it's a hologram. It can make them see whatever it wants them to see. That's the
whole point of the film. It'sastudy of the power of illuson.”

Going to hisroom, Emmanud picked up the date that Zina had given him and pressed the tab.

"What are you doing?' Elias said, coming in behind him.

The date showed one word:

NO

"That's plugged into the government, Elias said. "There's no point in usng it. | knew Plaudet
would give you one of those." He reached for it. "Giveit to me."

"l want to keep it," Emmanue sad.

"Good grief; it says 1.B.M. right on it! What do you expect it to tdl you? The truth? When has
the government ever told anyone the truth? They killed your mother and put your father into cryonic
suspension. Let me haveit, damnit.”

"If thisis taken from me" Emmanud said, "they will give me another.”

"l suppose s0." Elias withdrew his hand. "But don't believe what it says.”

"It says you're wrong about Vdis" Emmanud sad.

"In what way?"'

Emmanue said, "It just said 'no." It didn't say anything more." He pressed the tab again.

YOU

"Wheat the hell does that mean?"' Elias said, mystified.
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"l don't know," Emmanud said truthfully. He thought, | will keep usng it.

And then he thought, It is tricking me. It dances aong the path like a bobbing light, leading me
and leading me, away, further, further, into the darkness. And then when the darkness is everywhere
the bobbing light will wink out. | know you, he thought & the date. | know how you work. | will not
follow; you must cometo me.

He pressed the tab.

FOLLOW ME

"Where no one ever returns” Emmanue said.

After dinner he spent some time with the holoscope, studying Eliass most precious possesson:
the Bible expressed as layers a different depths within the hologram, each layer according to age.
The totd structure of Scripture formed, then, a three-dimensiona cosmos that could be viewed from
any angle and its contents read. According to the tilt of the axis of observation, differing messages
could be extracted. Thus Scripture yielded up an infinitude of knowledge that ceasdlesdy changed. It
became a wondrous work of art, beautiful to the eye, and incredible in its pulsations of color.
Throughout it red and gold pulsed, with strands of blue.

The color symbolism was not arbitrary but extended back in time to the early medieva
Romanesgue paintings. Red aways represented the Father. Blue the color of the Son. And gold, of
course, that of the Holy Spirit. Green stood for the new life of the eect; violet the color of mourning;
brown the color of endurance and suffering; white, the color of light; and, findly, black, the color of
the Powers of Darkness, of desth and sin.

All these colors could be found in the hologram formed by the Bible dong the tempora axis. In
conjunction with sections of text, complex messages formed, permutated, re-formed. Emmanuel
never tired of gazing into the hologram; for him as well as Elias it was the master hologram,
surpassing dl others. The Chrigtian-Idamic Church did not gpprove of transmuting the Bible into a
color-coded hologram, and forbade the manufacture and sale. Hence Elias had congtructed this
hologram himsdlf, without gpprova.

It was an open hologram. New information could be fed into it. Emmanud wondered about that
but he said nothing. He sensed a secret. Elias could not answer him, so he did not ask.

What he could do, however, was type out on the keyboard linked to the hologram afew crucid
words of Scripture, whereupon the hologram would dign itsdf from the vantage point of the citation,
aong dl its spacid axes. Thus the entire text of the Bible would be focused in relaionship to the
typed-out information.

"What if | fed something new into it?" he had asked Elias one day.

Elias had said severely, "Never do that."

"But it'stechnicaly possible.”

"It isnot done.”

About that the boy wondered often.

He knew, of course, why the Chrigtian-Idamic Church did not alow the transmuting of the Bible
into a color-coded hologram. If you learned how you could gradudly tilt the tempord axis, the axis
of true depth, until successive layers were superimposed and a verticd message-a new message-
could be read out. In thisway you entered into a didogue with Scripture; it became dive. It became
a sentient organism that was never twice the same. The Chrigtian-Idamic Church, of course, wanted
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both the Bible and the Koran frozen forever. If Scripture escaped out from under the church its
monopoly departed.

Superimpogtion was the critica factor. And this sophiticated superimpostion could only be
achieved in a hologram. And yet he knew that once, long ago, Scripture had been deciphered this
way. Elias, when asked, was reticent about the matter. The boy |et the topic drop.

There had been an acutdly embarrassing incident at church the year before. Elias had taken the
boy to Thursday morning mass. Since he had not been confirmed, Emmanue could not receive the
host; while the others in the congregation gathered at the rall Emmanuel remained bent in prayer. All
a once, as the priest caried the chdice from person to person, dipping the wafers in the
consecrated wine and saying, "The Blood of Our Lord Jesus Christ, which was shed for thee-" dl a
once Emmanuel had stood up where he was in his pew and ated clearly and camly:

"The blood is not there nor the body ether.”

The priest paused and looked to see who had spoken.

"You do not have the authority,” Emmanuel said. And, upon saying that, he turned and walked
out of the church. Elias found him in their car, listening to the radio.

"You cant do that," Elias had sad as they drove home. "You cant tell them things like that.
They'll open afile on you and that's what we don't want." He was furious.

"l saw,"Emmanue sad. "It was awafer and wine only."

"Y ou mean the accidents. The externa form. But the essence was"

"There was no essence other than the visible agppearance” Emmanud answered. "The miracle
did not occur because the priest was not a priest.”

They drovein slence after that.

"Do you deny the miracle of transubgtantiation?’ Elias asked that night as he put the boy to bed.

"l deny thet it took place today,” Emmanue said. "Therein that place. | will not go there again.”

"What | want," Elias said, "isfor you to be as wise as a serpent and as innocent as adove.”

Emmanud regarded him.

"They killed-"

"They have no power over me" Emmanuel sad.

"They can destroy you. They can arrange another accident. Next year I'm required to put you in
school. Fortunately because of your brain damage you won't have to go to a regular schoal. I'm
counting on them to-" Elias hesitated.

Emmanud finished, "-Consign anything they see about me that is different to the brain damage.”

"Right.”

"Woas the brain damage arranged?”’

"|- Perhaps.”

"It seems useful.” But, he thought, if only | knew my red name. "Why cant you say my name?'
he sad to Elias.

"Y our mother did," Elias said obliquely.

"My mother is dead.”

"You will say it yoursdlf, eventudly.”

"I'm impatient.” A grange thought came to him. "Did she die because she said my name?"

"Maybe," Elias said.

"And that's why you won't say it? Because it would kill you if you did? And it wouldn't kill me."

"Itisnot anamein the usua sense. It isacommand.”



All these matters remained in his mind. A name that was not a name but a command. It made
him think of Adam who named the animas. He wondered about that. Scripture said: ... and brought
them unto the man to see what he would cdl them... .

"Did God not know what the man would cal them?' he asked Elias one day.

"Only man has language,”" Elias explained. "Only man can give birth to language. Also-" He eyed
the boy. "When man gave names to creatures he established his dominion over them.”

What you name you control, Emmanue redized. Hence no one is to spesk my name because no
one is to have-or can have -control over me. "God played a game with Adam, then,” he said. "He
wanted to see if the man knew their correct names. He was testing the man. God enjoys games.”
"I'm not sure | know the answer to thet,” Elias said. "'l did not ask. | said.” "It is not something usudly
associated with God." "Then the nature of God is known." "His nature is not known.”

Emmanuel said, "He enjoys games and play. It says in Scripture that he rested but | say that he
played.”

He wanted to feed that into the hologram of the Bible, as an addendum, but he knew that he
should not. How would it dter the total hologram? he wondered. To add to the Torah that God
enjoys joyful sport . . . Strange, he thought, that | can't add that. Someone must add it; it has to be
there, in Scripture. Someday.

He learned about pain and death from an ugly dying dog. It had been run over and lay by the
Sde of the road, its chest crushed, bloody foam bubbling from its mouth. When he bent over it the
dog gazed a him with glasdike eyes, eyesthat dready saw into the next world.

To understand what the dog was saying he put his hand on its sumpy tail. "Who mandated this
death for you?' he asked the dog. "What have you done?"

"l did nothing," the dog replied.

But thisis a harsh death.”

"Nonetheless" the dog told him, "I am blaneess™

"Have you ever killed?'

"Ohyes. My jaws are designed to kill. | was congtructed to kill smaller things."

"Do you kill for food or pleasure?'

"I kill out of joy," thedog told him. "It isagame; it isthegame play."

Emmanue said, "l did not know about such games. Why do dogs kill and why do dogs die?
Why are there such games?'

"These subtleties mean nothing to me" the dog told him. "I kill to kill; | die because | mug. It is
necessity, the rule that is the find rule. Don't you live and kill and die by that rule? Surely you do.
Y ou are a creature, too."

"l dowhat | wish."

"You lieto yoursdlf," the dog said. "Only God does as he wishes."

"Then | must be God."

"If you are God, hedl me."

"But you are under the law."

"You are not God."

"God willed the law, dog."

"Y ou have said it, then, yoursdf; you have answered your own question. Now let me die.

When he told Elias about the dog who died, Elias sad:



Go, stranger, and to Lacedaemon tell
That here. obeying her behests, wefdll.

"That was for the Spartans who died at Thermopylae," Elias said.
"Why do you tdl me that?' Emmanue sad.
Elisssad:

Go tell the Spartans, thou that passeth by,
That here, obedient to their laws, welie.

"Y ou mean the dog," Emmanud sad. "I mean the dog,” Elias said.

"There is no difference between a dead dog in a ditch and the Spartans who died at
Thermopylae." He understood. "None," he said. "'l see”

"If you can understand why the Spartans died you can underdand it dl,” Elias said.

Y ou who pass by, a moment pause;
We, here, obey the Spartan laws.
"Isthere no couplet for the dog?' Emmanuel asked. Elias said:
Passer, this enter in your log: As Spartan was, o, too, the dog.
"Thank you,” Emmanud said. "What was the lagt thing the dog said?" Elias said. "The dog said,
‘Now let medie' Elias said:
Lasciatemi morire! E chi volete voi che mi conforte In cos durasorte, In cos gran martire?
"Whét isthat?' Emmanue said.
"The most beautiful piece of music written before Bach," Elias sad. "Monteverdi's madrigd
‘Lamento D'Arianna.’ Thus.
Let me die And who do you think can comfort me in my harsh misfortune, in such grievous
torment?

"Then the dog's degth is high at,” Emmanud sad. "The highest art of the world. Or a least
celebrated, recorded, in and by high art. Am | to see nobility in an old ugly dying dog with a crushed
chest?'

"If you believe Monteverdi, yes," Elias said. "And those who revere Monteverdi."

"|s there more to the lament?'

"Yes, but it does not apply. Theseus has left Ariadne; it is unrequited love.”

"Which is more awesome?' Emmanud said. "A dying dog in aditch or Ariadne spurned?’

Elias said, "Ariadne imagines her torment, but the dog'sisred.”

"Then the dog's torment is worse,” Emmanud said. "It is the grester tragedy.” He understood.
And, strangdly, he fdlt content. It was a good universe in which an ugly dying dog was of more worth
than a classc figure from ancient Greece. He fdlt the tilted balance right itsdlf, the scales that weighed
it dl. He fdt the honesty of the universe, and his confuson left him. But, more important, the dog
understood its own death. After dl, the dog would never hear Monteverdi's music or read the
couplet on the sone column a Thermopylae. High art was for those who saw degth rather than lived
desth. For the dying cresture a cup of water was more important.

"Y our mother detested certain art forms,” Elias said. "'In particular she loathed Linda Fox."

"Play me some Linda Fox," Emmanud said.



Elias put an audio cassette into the tape trangport, and he and Emmanue listened.

Flow not so fast, ye fountains,

What

"Enough,” Emmanue said. "Shut it off." He put his hands over his ears. "It's dreadful.” He
shuddered.

"What's wrong?' Elias put his arm around the boy and lifted him up to hold him. "I've never seen
yOU SO upset.”

"He ligtened to that while my mother was dying!" Emmanud stared into Eliass bearded face.

| remember, Emmanud said to himsdlf. | am beginning to remember who | am.

Eliassad, 'What isit?' He held the boy tight.

It is happening, Emmanud redized. At last. That was the firg of the sgnd tha I-I mysdf-
prepared. Knowing it would eventudly fire.

The two of them gazed into each other's faces. Neither the boy nor the man spoke. Trembling,
Emmanud clung to the old bearded man; he did not let himsdlf fall.

"Do not fear," Elias said.

"Elijah," Emmanuel said. Y ou are Elijah who comesfirst. Before the great and terrible day.”

Elias, holding the boy and rocking him gently, said, ™'Y ou have nothing to fear on that day."

"But he does" Emmanud said. "The Adversary whom we hate. His time has come. | fear for
him, knowing as| do, now, what isahead." "Ligten," Elias sad quietly.

How you have fdlen from heaven, bright morning gar, felled to the earth, sprawling helpless
across the nationd 'Y ou thought in your own mind, | will scae the heavens, | will set my throne high
above the gars of God, | will St on the mountain where the gods meet in the far recesses of the
north. | will rise high above the cloud-banks and make mysdf like the Most High. Yet you shdl be
brought down to Sheol, to the depths of the abyss. Those who see you will stare a you, they will
look at you and ponder . .

"You see?' Elias sad. "Heis here. Thisis his place, thislittle world. He made it his fortress two
thousand years ago, and set up a prison for the people as he did in Egypt. For two thousand years
the people have been crying and there was no response, no aid. He has them al. And thinks he is
safe”

Emmanud, clutching the old man, began to cry.

"Stll afrad?' Eliss sad.

7 Emmanud sad, "l cry with them. | cry with my mother. | cry with the dying dog who did not
cry. | cryfor them. And for Belid who fell, the bright morning star. Fell from heaven and began it al.”

And, he thought, | cry for mysdf. | am my mother; | am the dying dog and the suffering people,
and |, he thought, am that bright morning star, too . . . even Bdlid; | am that and what it has become.
The old man hed him fadt.



CHAPTER 7

Cardina Fulton Statler Harms, Chief Prelate of the vast organizationd network that comprised
the Chridian-ldamic Church, could not for the life of him figure out why there wasn't a sufficient
amount of money in his Specid Discretionary Fund to cover his mistiresss expenses. Perhaps, he
pondered as his barber shaved him dowly and carefully, he had too dim a notion of the extent of
Deirdré's needs. Origindly she had gpproached him-no smal task in itsdf, ance it involved ascending
the C.I.C. hierarchy rung by rung-ascending without faling entirdly off before reaching the top.
Deirdre, at that time, represented the W.C.L.F., the World Civil Liberties Forum, and she had alist
of abusesit was hazy to him then and it was 4ill hazy to him, but anyhow the two of them had
wound up in bed, and now, officialy, Dierdre had become his executive secretary. For her work she
blotted up two sdaries the visble one that came with her job and the invisble one doled out from
the subgtantiad account that he was free to dispense as he saw fit. Where dl this money went after it
reached Deirdre he hadn't the foggiest idea. Bookkeeping had never been his strong suit. ™Y ou want
the yellow removed from this gray on the Sde, don't you?"' his barber said, shaking up the contents of
abottle.

"Please" Harms said; he nodded.

"You think the Lakers are going to snep their losing streek?' his barber said. "I mean, they
acquired that What's-his-name; he's nine feet two inches. If they hadn't raised the-"

Tapping his ear, Harms said, "I'm ligtening to the news, Arnold."

"Wadll, yeah, | can see that, Father," Arnold the barber said as he splashed bleach onto the Chief
Prelate's graying hair. "But there's something | wanted to ask you, about homosexuad priests. Doesn't
the Bible forbid homosexudity? So | don't see how a priest can be a practicing homosexud.”

The news that Harms was attempting to hear had to do with the hedth of the Procurator
Maximus of the Scientific Legate, Nicholas Bulkowsky. A solemn prayer vigil had been formdly
cdled into being but nonethel ess Bulkowsky continued to decline. Harms had, sub rosa, dispatched
his persond physcian to join the team of specidists attending to the Procurator's urgent condition.

Bulkowsky, as not only Cardinal Harms but the entire curia knew, was a devout Christian. He
had been converted by the evangdica, charismatic Dr. Cohn Passm who, at his revivd mesetings,
often flew through the ar in dramatic demondration of the power of the Holy Spirit within him.

Of course, Dr. Passm had not been the same since he saled through a vast stained-glass
window of the cathedrd a Metz, France. Formerly he had talked occasiondly in tongues and now
he tadked only in tongues. This had inspired a popular TV comic to suggest tha an English
Glossoldia dictionary be brought out, so that folks could understand Dr. Passm. This in turn had
given rise to such indignation in the pious that Cardind Harms had it jotted down on his desk
caendar somewhere that, when possible, he should pronounce the comic anathema. But, as usud, he
had not gotten around to such petty matters.

Much of Cardind Harmss time was spent in a secret activity: he had been feeding St. Anselm's
Prodogion to the great Artificid Intdligence sysem Big Noodle with the idea of resurrecting the
long-discredited Ontological Proof for the existence of God.

He had gone right back to Anselm and the origind statement of the argument, unsoiled by the
accretions of time:
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Anything understood mugt be in the inteligence. Certainly, too, the being greater than which
none can be concelved cannot exig in the intelect done; for if it were only in the intellect it could be
conceived as exiging aso in redity and this would be to conceive a il greater being. In such acase,
if the being greater than which none can be concelved is merdy in the inteligence (and not in redity),
then this same being is something than which one could ill conceive a greeter (i.e., one which exigts
both in the intdligence and in redlity). This is a contradiction. Consequently, there can be no doulbt
that the being greater than which none can be concelved mugt exist both in the inteligence and in
redlity.

However, Big Noodle knew al about Aquinas and Descartes and Kant and Russell and their
criticiams, and the A.l. system dso possessed common sense. It informed Harms that Ansam's
argument did not hold water, and presented him with page after page of andysis as to why. Harmss
response was to edit out Big Noodle's andysis and seize upon Hartshorne and Malcolm's defense of
Ansdm; viz: that God's existence is either logicaly necessary or logicaly impossble. Since it has not
been demondtrated to be impossible-which is to say, the concept of such an entity has not been
shown to be sdlf-contradictory-then it follows that we must of necessity conclude that God exigts.

Upon fastening onto this weary argument, Harms had dispatched a copy via his direct line to the
aling Procurator Maximus as ameans of ingtilling new vigor in his co-ruler.

"Now take the Giants," Arnold the barber was saying as he vaiantly tried to bleach the yellow
from the cardind's hair. "'l say you can't count them out. Look at Eddy Tubb's ERA for last year. So
he has a sore arm; pitchers always get sore arms.

The day had begun for the Chief Prelate Cardind Fulton Statler Harms; trying to hear the news,
meditating Smultaneoudy on his enterprise visavis . Anseim, fending off Arnold's base-ball
datistics-this condtituted his morning confrontetion with redlity, his routine. All that remained to make
it the Platonic archetypda beginning of his activity phase was the mandatory- and futile-attempt to pin
down Deirdre regarding her cost over- run.

He was prepared for that; he had a new girl waiting in the wings. Dierdre, who did not know it,
was about to go.

At his resort city on the Black Sea the Procurator Maximus walked in dow circles as he read
Derdre Connel' s most recent report on the chief prelate. No hedth problems assaled the
procurator; he had alowed news of his "medica condition” to lesk its way into the media so as to
ensnare his co-ruler in aweb of sdf-sarving lies. This gave him time to sudy his intdligence gtaff's
gppraisal of Deirdre Conndl's daily reports. So far it was the educated opinion of everyone who
intimately served the procurator that Cardind Harms had logt touch with redity and was logt in
harebrained theologica quests-journeys that led him further and further away from any control over
the politica and economic Stuation that was pro forma his purview.

The fake reports aso gave him time to fish and rdlax and sun himself and figure out how to
depose the cardind in order to get one of his own people into the postion of chief prelate of the
C..C. Bulkowsky had anumber of S.L. functionaries in the curia, well-trained and eager. Aslong
as Derdre Conndl held down the post of executive secretary and midress to the cardind,
Bulkowsky had the edge. He fdt reasonably certain that Harms owned no one in the Scientific
Legate's top positions, owned no reciproca access. Bulkowsky had no mistress, he was a family
man with a plump, middle-aged wife, and three children al attending private schools in Switzerland.
In addition, his converson to Dr. Passm's enthusiastic nonsense-the miracle of flying had of course



been achieved by technologica means-was a stra- tegic fraud, designed to Iull the cardina deeper
into his grand dreams.

The procurator knew dl about the attempt to induce Big Noodle to come up with verification of
S. Ansalm' s Ontological Proof for the existence of God; the topic was a joke in regions dominated
by the Scientific Legate. Deirdre Conndl had been ingtructed to recommend to her aging lover that
he spend more and more time in his lofty venture.

Nonethdless, dthough whally rooted in redlity, Bulkowsky had not been gble to solve certain
problems of his own-matters which he concedled from his co-ruler. Decisons for the S.L. had fdlen
off among the youth cadres during recent months, more and more college students, even those in the
hard sciences, were finding for the C.I.C., throwing asde the hammer-and-sickle pin and donning
the cross. Specifically there had developed a paucity of ark engineers, with the result that three SLL.
orbiting arks, with their inhabitants, had had to be abandoned. This news had not reached the media,
since the inhabitants had perished. To shield the public from the grim news the designations of the
remaining SL. arks had been changed. On computer printouts the mafunctions did not appear; the
Studion gave the semblance of normdity. At least we did diminate Cohn Passm, Bulkowsky
reflected. A man who talks like an aud-tape of a duck played backward is no threat. The evangdist
had, without suspecting it, succumbed to S.L. advanced weaponry. The balance of world power had
thus been made to shift ever so dightly. Little things like that added up. Take, for ingance, the
presence of the SL. agent duked in as the cardina’s mistress and secretary. Without that-
Bulkowsky fet supremely confident. The didectica force of historic necessty was on his Sde. He
could retire to his floating bed, haf an hour from now, with a knowledge that the world Stuation was
in hand.

"Cognac," he said to arobot attendant. "Courvoisier Napoleon.”

As he good by his desk warming the snifter with the padms of his hands his wife, Galina, entered
the room. "Make no gppointments for Thursday night,” she said. "Genera Y akir has planned arecita
for the Moscow corps. The American chanteuse Linda Fox will be singing. Y akir expects us.”

"Certainly," Bulkowsky said. "Have roses prepared for the end of the recital.” To a pair of robot
servants he sad, "Have my vaet de chambre remind me.”

"Don't nod off during the recitd,” Gdina sad. "Mrs. Yakir will be hurt. You remember the last
time."

"The Penderecki abomination,” Bulkowsky said, remembering well. He had snored through the
"Quia Fecit" of the "Magnificat” and then read about his behavior in intelligence documents a week
later.

"Remember that as far as informed circles know, you are a born-again Chrigtian,” Galina said.
"What did you do about those responsible for the loss of the three arks?"

"They are dl dead," Bulkowsky said. He had had them shot.

"Y ou could recruit replacement from the U.K."

"We will have our own soon. | don't trust what the U.K. sends us. Everyone is for sde. For
ingance, how much isthat chanteuse now asking for her decison?”

"The gtuation is confused,” Gaina said. "I have read the intelligence reports, the cardind is
offering her alarge sum to decide for the C.I.C. | don't think we should try to mest it."

"But if an entertainer that popular were to step forth and announce that she had seen the white
light and accepted sweet Jesusinto her life-"

"You did."

"But," Bulkowsky said, "you know why." As he had accepted Jesus solemnly, with much pomp,
he would presently declare that he had renounced Jesus and returned, wiser now, to the SLL. This
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would have a dire effect on the curia and, hopefully, even on the cardina himself. The chief preate's
morae, according to SL. psychologists, would be shattered. The man actualy supposed that one
day everyone associated with the SL. would march up to the various offices of the CIC. and
convert.

"What are you doing about that doctor he sent?' Gdinasad. "Are there any difficulties?”

"No." He shook his head. "The forged medicd reports keep him busy.” Actualy the medical
information presented regularly to the physician whom the cardind had sent were not forged. They
smply pertained to someone other than Buikowsky, some minor SL. person genuingdy sck.
Bulkowsky had sworn Harmss physician to secrecy, pleading medica ethics as the issue, but of
course Dr. Duffey covertly dispatched detailed reports on the procurator's hedlth to the cardind's
saff a every opportunity. S.L. intelligence routindly intercepted them, checked to make sure they
painted a sufficiently grave picture, copied them and sent them on. By and large the medical reports
traveled by microwave signd to an orbiting C.I.C. communications satellite and from there were
beamed down to Washington, D.C. However, Dr. Duffey, in a periodic fit of cleverness, sometimes
smply mailed the information. This was harder to control.

Imagining that he was deding with an aling man, and one who had decided for Jesus, the
cadind had relaxed his stance of vigil regarding the higher activities of the S. L. The cardind now
supposed the procurator to be hopelesdy incompetent.

"If Linda Fox will not decide for the SL.," Gdina said, "why don't you draw her asde and tell
her that one day on her way to a concert engagement her private rocket-that gaudy plush thing she
flies hersdf-will go up in aflash of flaming fire?!

Gloomily, Bulkowsky said, "Because the cardina got to her first. He has dready passed the
word to her that if she doesn't accept sweet Jesus into her life bichlorides will find her whether she
wants to accept them or not."

The tactic of poisoning Linda Fox with small doses of mercury was an artful one. Long before
she died (if she did die) she would be as mad as a hatter-literaly, since it had been mercury
Poisoning, mercury used to process fdt hats, that had driven the English hatters of the nineteenth
century into famous organic psychoss.

| wish | had thought of that, Bulkowsky said to himsdf. Inteligence reports sated that the
chanteuse had become hysterica when informed by a C.I.C. agent of what the cardind intended if
she did not decide for Jesus-hysteria and then temporary hy pothermia. followed by arefusa to sing
"Rock of Ages' in her next concert, as had been scheduled.

On the other hand, he reflected, cadmium would be better than mercury because it would be
more difficult to detect. The S.L. secret police had used trace amounts of cadmium on unpersons for
sometime, and to good effect.

"Then money won't influence her," Galinasad.

"l wouldn't dismissit. It's her ambition to own Greater Los Angdles.”

Gdinasad, 'But if she's destroyed, the colonists will grumble. They're dependent on her.”

"Linda Fox is not a person. She is a class of persons, a type. She is a sound that electronic
equipment, very sophisticated e ectronic equipment, makes. There are more of her. There will dways
be. She can be stamped out like tires."

"WEell, then don't offer her very much money.” Gdinalaughed.

"| fed sorry for her,” Bulkowsky said. How must it fed, he asked himsdlf, not to exig? That'sa
contradiiction. To fed isto exist. Then, he thought, probably she does not fed. Because it is a fact
that she does not exigt, not realy. We ought to know. We were the first to imagine her.



Or rather-Big Noodle had first imagined the Fox. The Al. system had invented her, told her what
to sing and how to sing it; Big Noodle set up her arrangements . . . even down to the mixing. And the
package was a compl ete success.

Big Noodle had correctly analyzed the emotiona needs of the colonists and had come up with a
formulato meet those needs. The Al. system maintained an ongoing survey, deriving feedback; when
the needs changed, Linda Fox changed. It congtituted a closed loop. If, suddenly, al the colonists
disappeared, Linda Fox would wink out of exisence. Big Noodle would have canceled her, like
paper run through a paper shredder.

"Procurator,” arobot serving assembly said, coasting up to Bulkowsky.

"What isit?' he sad irritably; he did not like to be interrupted when he was conversing with his
wife.

The robot serving assembly said, "Hawk."

To Gdina he sad, "Big Noodle wants me. It's urgent. You'll excuse me. He walked away from
her rgpidly and into his complex of private offices where he would find the carefully protected
termind of the A.l. system.

The termind indeed pulsed, waiting for him.

"Troop movements?' Bulkowsky said as he seeted himsdlf facing the screen of the termind.

"No," the artificid voice of Big Noodle came, with its characteristic ambiance. "A congpiracy to
smuggle a mongter baby through Immigration. Three colonigts are involved. | monitored the fetus of
the woman. Detailsto follow." Big Noodle broke the circuit.

"Detailswhen?' Bulkowsky said, but the Al. sysem did not hear him, having cut itsdf off. Damn,
he thought. It shows me little courtesy. Too busy deconstructing the Ontologicd Proof of the
Existence of God.

Cardind Fulton Statler Harms received the news from Big Noodle with his customary aplomb.
"Thank you very much," he sad as the A.l. sysem sgned off. Something dien, he sad to himsdf.
Some sport that God never intended should exist. Thisisthe truly dreadful aspect of space migration:
we do not get back what we send out. We get in return the unnatural.

Widl, he thought, we shal have it killed; however | will be interested to see its brain-print. |
wonder what thisoneislike. A snake within an egg, he thought. A fetus within awomean. The origind
gtory retold: a creature that is subtle.

The serpent was more crafty than any wild
creature that the LORD God had made.

Genesis chapter three, verse one. What happened before is not going to happen again. We will
degtroy it thistime, the evil one. In whatever form it now has taken.

He thought, | shdl pray onit.

"Excuse me" he sad to his amdl audience of vigting priests who waited outsde in the vast
lounge. "I must retire to my chapd for alittle while. A serious matter has come up.

Presently he kndlt in silence and gloom, with burning candles off in the far corners, the chamber
and himsdf halowed.



51

"Father,” he prayed, "teach us to know thy ways and to emulate thee. Help us to protect
ourselves and guard againgt the evil one. May we foresee and understand his wiles, For hiswiles are
great; his cunning aso. Give us the strength-lend us thy holy power-to ferret him out wherever heis.”

He heard nothing in response. It did not surprise him. Pious people spoke to God, and crazy
people imagined that God spoke back. His answers had to come from within himsdf, from his own
heart. But, of course, the Spirit guided him. It was dways thus.

Within him the Spirit, in the form of his own prodivities, retified his origind ingght. "Thou shdt
not suffer a witch to live" included in its domain the smuggled mutation. "Witch" equaed "monder.”
He therefore had scriptural support.

And anyhow he was God's regent on Earth.

Just to be on the safe sde he conaulted his huge copy of the Bible, rereading Exodus twenty-
two, verse seventeen.

Thou shat not suffer a sorceressto live.

And then for good messure he read the next verse.

Whosoever lieth with abeast shdl surely be put to deeth.

Then he read the notes.

Ancient witchcraft was steeped in crime, immoraity and imposture; and it debased the populace
by hideous practices and superdtitions. It is preceded by provisons againgt sexud license and
followed by condemnation of unnaturd vice and idolatry.

Well, that certainly applied here. Hideous practices and superdtitions. Things spawned by
intercourse with nonhumans on far off foreign planets. They shdl not invade this sacred world, he
sad to himsaf. I'm sure my colleague the Procurator Maximus will agree.

Suddenly illumination washed over him. Were being invaded! he redized. The thing weve been
talking about for two centuries. The Holy Spirit istelling me; it has happened!

Accursed spawn of filth, he thought; rapidly he made his way to his master chamber where the
direct-and highly shielded line to the procurator could be found.

"Is this about the baby?' Bulkowsky said, when contact-in an instant-had been established. "
have retired for the night. It can wait until tomorrow."

"Thereis an abomination out there," Cardina Harms said. "Exodus twenty-two, verse seventeen.
‘Thou-'

"Big Noodle won't let it reach Earth. It must have been intercepted at one of the outer rings of
Immigration.”

"God does not wish mongters on this his primary world. You as a born-again Christian should
redize that."

"Certainly | do," Bulkowsky said, with indignetion.

"What shdl | ingtruct Big Noodle to do?"

Bulkowsky said, "It'swhat will Big Noodle instruct usto do, rather. Don't you think?"

"We will have to pray our way through this crisgs,” Harms said. "Join me now in a prayer. Bow
your head."

"My wifeiscdling me" Bulkowsky said. "We can pray tomorrow. Good-night." He hung up.

Oh God of Israel, Harms prayed, his head bowed. Protect us from procrastination and from the
evil that has descended on it. Awaken the Procurator' s soul to the urgency of this our hour of
ordedl.

We are being spiritualy tested, he prayed. | know that is the case. We must prove our worth by
casting out this satanic presence. Make us worthy, Lord; lend us thy sword of might. Give us thy
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saddle of righteousness to mount the steed of... He could not finish the thought; it was too intense.
Hasten to our aid, he finished, and raised his head. A sense of triumph filled him; asiif, he thought, we
have trapped something to be killed. We have hunted it down. And it will die. Praise be to God!



CHAPTER 8

The high-velocity axid flight made Rybys Rommey deethly ill. United Spaceways had arranged
for five adjoining seats for her, so that she could lie outdtretched; even so, she was barely able to
peak. Shelay on her Sde, a blanket up to her chin.

Somberly, as he gazed down at the woman, Elias Tate said, "The damn legd technicdlities. If we
hadn't been held up-" He grimaced.

Within Rybyss body the fetus, now six months adong, had been slent for a vast amount of time.
What if the fetus dies? Herb Asher asked himself. The death of God. .. but not under circumstances
anyone ever anticipated. And no one, except himsdf, Rybys and Elias Tate would ever know.

Can God die? he wondered. And with him my wife.

The marriage ceremony had been lucid and brief, a transaction by the deepspace authorities,
with no rdigious or mora overtones. Both he and Rybys had been required to undergo extensive
physical examinations, and, of course, her pregnancy had been discovered.

"You're the father?' the doctor asked him.

"Yes" Herb Asher sad.

The doctor grinned and noted that on his chart.

"We fet we had to get married,” Herb said.

"It's a good attitude." The doctor was ederly and well groomed, and totaly impersond. "Are
you aware that it's a boy?"

"Yes" hesad. He certainly was.

"There is one thing | do not undergand,” the doctor said. "Was this impregnation natura? It
wasn't atificid inseminaion. by any chance? Because the hymen isintact.”

"Redly,"” Herb Asher said.

"It'srare but it can happen. So technicaly your wifeis ill avirgin.”

"Redly,"” Herb Asher said.

The doctor sad, "Sheis quiteill, you know. From the multiple scleross™

"l know," he answered goicdly.

"There is no guarantee of a cure. You redize that. | think it's an excdlent idea to return her to
Earth, and | heartily gpprove of your going along with her. But it may be for nothing. M.S. is a
peculiar alment. The myelin sheath of the nerve fibers deveops hard patches and this eventualy
results in permanent paralysis. We have findly isolated two causdl factors, after decades of intensve
effort. There is a microorganism, but, and this is a mgor factor, aform of dlergy isinvolved. Much
of the treatment involves transforming the immune system o that-" The doctor continued on, and
Herb Asher ligened as well as he could. He knew it dl dready; Rybys had told him severd times,
and had shown him texts that she had obtained from M.E.D. Like her, he had become an authority
on the disease.

"Could | have some water?' Rybys murmured, lifting her heed; her face was blotched and
swollen, and Herb Asher could understand her only with difficulty.

A stewardess brought Rybys a paper cup of water; Elias and Herb lifted her to a Stting position
and she took the cup in her hands. Her arms, her body, trembled.

"It won't be much longer," Herb Asher said.



"Chrig," Rybys murmured. "I don't think I'm going to make it. Tl the gewardess I'm going to
throw up again; make her bring back that bowl. Jesus"" She sat up fully, her face stricken ‘with pain.

The stewardess, bending down beside her, said, "WEell be firing the retrojets in two hours, o if
you can just hold on-"

"Hold on?' Rybys said. "I can't even hold on to what | drank. Are you sure that Coke wasn't
tainted or something? | think it made me worse. Don't you have any ginger de? If | had some ginger
ade maybe | could keep from-" She cursed with venom and rage. "Damn this," she said. "Damn al
this It isn't worth it!" She stared at Herb Asher and then Elias.

Y ah, Herb Asher thought. Can't you do anything? It's sadigtic to let her suffer this way.

Within his mind a voice spoke. He could not at first fathom what it meant; he heard the words
but they seemed to make no sense. The voice said, "Take her to the Garden.”

He thought, What Garden?

"Take her by the hand."

Herb Asher, reaching down, fumbling in the folds of the blanket, took his wife's hand.

"Thank you," Rybys said. Feebly, she squeezed his hand.

Now, as he sat leaning over her, he saw her eyes shine; he saw paces beyond her eyes, and if
he were looking into something empty, containing huge dretches of space. Where are you? he
wondered. It is a universe in there, within your skull; it is a different universe from this. not a mirror
reflection but another land. He saw stars, and clusters of stars; he saw nebulae and great clouds of
gases that glowed darkly and yet Hill with a white light, not a ruddy light. He felt wind billow about
him and he heard something rustle. Leaves or branches, he thought; | hear plants. The air felt warm.
That amazed him. It seemed to be fresh air, not the stale, recirculated air of the spaceship.

The sound of birds, and, when he looked up, blue sky. He saw bamboo, and the rustling sound
came from the wind blowing through the canes of bamboo. He saw afence, and there were children.
And yet a the same time he till held his wifé's weak hand. Strange, he thought. The air so dry, asif
it comes sweeping off the desert. He saw aboy with brown curly hair; the boy's hair reminded him of
Rybyss hair before she had logt it, before, from the chemotherapy, it had fallen out and disappeared.

Where am |? he wondered. At a school?

Beside him fussy Mr. Plaudet told him pointless staries having to do with the schoal's financid
needs, the school's problems -he wasn't interested in the school's problems; he was interested in his
son. His son's brain damage; he wanted to know al about it.

"What | can't understand,” Plaudet was saying, "is why they kept you in suspension for ten years
for a spleen. For heaven's sake, a splenectomy is a norma and regular type of surgery, and there is
frequently a splenolus that can be-"

"Which hemisphere of hisbrain is damaged?' Herb Asher interrupted.

"Mr. Tate has al the medica reports. But I'll go to our computer and ask for a printout. Manny
seems alittle afraid of you, but | suppose it's because he's never seen his father before.”

"I'll stay out here with him," Herb said, "while you get me the printout. | want to know as much
as possible about the injury.”

"Herb," Rybyssaid.

Statled, he redized where he was, aboard the United Spaceways XR4 axid flight from
Fomdhaut to the Sol System. In two hours the first Immigration party would board the ship and
make their preliminary ingpection.

"Herb," hiswife whispered, "I just saw my son.”

"A school," Herb Asher said, "where hel's going to go.”



"I dont think I'll live to be there" Rybys said. "I have afeding . . . He was there and you were
there, and a noisy little ratlike man who babbled on, but | wasn't anywhere around. | looked; | kept
looking. This redly is going to kill me but it won't kill my son. That's what he told me, remember?
Yah told me | would live on through my son, so | guess | will die; | mean, this body will die, but
they'll save him. Were you there when Y ah said that? | don't remember. That was a garden we were
in, wasn't it? Bamboo. | saw the wind blowing. The wind talked to me; it was like voices.”

"Yes" hesad.

"They usad to go out in the desert for forty days and forty nights. Elijah and then Jesus. Elias?
She looked around. "You ate locusts and wild honey and caled on men to repent. You told King
Ahab there would be no dew nor rain these years . . . thus says the Lord. According to my word."
She shut her eyes.

She is redly sck, Herb Asher said to himsdlf. But | saw her son. Beautiful and wild and-
something more. Timid. Very human, he thought; that was a human child. Maybe thisis dl in our
minds. Maybe the Clems have occluded our perceptions so that we believe and see and experience
but it isnot redl. | give up, he thought. Ijust don't know.

Something to do with time. He seems able to transform time. Now | am here in the ship but then
| am in the Garden with the child and the other children, her child, years from now. What is the true
time? he asked himself. Me here in the ship or back in my dome before | met Rybys or after sheis
dead and Emmanud isin school? And | have been in cryonic suspension, for amatter of years. It has
to do or had to do or will have to do with my spleen. Did they shoot me? he wondered. Rybys died
from her illness but how did | die? And what became or will become of Elias?

Leaning toward him Elias sad, "l want to tak to you." He motioned Herb Asher away from
Rybys and away from the other passengers. 'We are not to mention Yah. We will use the word
‘Jehovah’ from now on. It'saword coined in 1530; ifsal right to say it. Y ou understand the Stuation.
Immigration will try to tgp our minds with psychotronic listening devices, but Jehovah will cloud our
minds and they will get little or nothing. But thisis the part that is hard to say. Jehovah's power wanes
from here on. The zone of Bdid begins soon.”

"OK." He nodded.

"You know dl this"

"And alot more." From what Elias had told him and from what Rybys had told him-and Jehovah
had told him much, in his degp, in vivid dreams. Jehovah had been teaching dl of them; they would
know what to do.

Elias said, "He iswith us, and can address us from her womb. But there is dways the possibility
that very advanced dectronic scanning devices, monitoring devices, might pick it up. He will
converse with us sparingly.” After a pause he added, "If at al."

"A drange idea" Herb Asher said. "I wonder what the authorities would think if ther
intelligence-gathering circuitry picked up the thoughts of God."

"Well," Elias sad, "they wouldn't know what it was. | know the authorities of Earth; | have dedlt
with them for four thousand years, in Situation after Stuation. Country after country. War after war. |
was with Graf Egemont in the Dutch wars of independence, the Thirty Years War; | was present the
day he was executed. | knew Beethoven... but perhaps 'knew' is not the word."

"Y ou were Beethoven," Herb Asher said.

"Part of my spirit returned to Earth and to him," Elias said.

Vulgar and fiery. Herb thought. Passionately dedicated to the cause of human freedom. Walking
hand-in-hand with his friend Goethe, the two men girring the new life of the German Enlightenment.
"Who else were you?' he said.



"Many peoplein higory."

"Tom Pane?'

"We engineered the American Revolution," Elias said. "A group of us. We were the Friends of
God at one time, and the Brothers of the Rosy Crossin 1615 . . . | was Jakob Boehme, but you
wouldn't know of him. My spirit doesn't dwell done in a man; it is not incarnation. It is part of my
Spirit returning to Earth to bond with a human whom God has sdected. There are dways such
humans and | am there. Martin Buber was one such man, God rest his noble soul. That dear and
gentle man. The Arabs, too, placed flowers on his grave. Even the Arabs loved him." Elias fell slent.
"Some of the men | sent mysdlf to were better men than | was. But | have the power to return. God
granted it to me to-wdll, it was for Isradl's sake. A hint of immortdity for the dearest people of dl.
You know, Herb, God offered the Torah, it is said, to every people in the world, back in ancient
times, before he offered it to the Jews, and every nation rgjected it for one reason or another. The
Torah said, Thou shat not kill' and many could not live by that; they wanted religion to be sep arate
from mordity-they didn't want religion to hobble their desres. Finally God offered it to the Jews,
who accepted it."

"TheTorahisthe Law?' Herb said.

"It is more than the Law. The word ‘Law' is inadequate. Even though the New Testament of the
Chrigtians dways uses the word 'Law' for Torah. Torah is the totdlity of divine disclosure by God; it
is dive; it exiged before credtion. It is a mystic, dmost cosmic, entity. The Torah is the Creator's
ingrument. With it he created the universe and for it he crested the universe. It isthe highest idea and
the living soul of the world. Without it the world could not exist and would have no right to exig. |
am quoting the great Hebrew poet Hayyim Nahman Bidik who lived from the latter part of the
nineteenth century into the mid-twentieth century. Y ou should read him sometime.”

"Can you tdl me anything else about the Torah?"

"Resh Lakish sad, 'If ones intent is pure, the Torah for him becomes a life-giving medicine,
purifying him to life. But if ones intent is not pure, it becomes a death-giving drug, purifying him to
death.’

The two men remained Slent for atime,

"1 will tel you something more," Elias said. "A man came to the great Rabbi Hilld-he lived in the
first century, C.E.-and said, 'l will become a proselyte on the condition that you teach me the entire
Torah while | stand on one foot.' Hilld said, 'Whatever is hateful to you, do not do it to your
neighbor. That is the entire Torah. The rest is commentary; go and learn it.' " He smiled a Herb
Asher.

"Istheinjunction actudly in the Torah?' Herb Asher said. "The firgt five books of the Bible?!

"Yes. Leviticus nineteen, eighteen. God says, 'You shdl love your neighbor as a man like
yourself." You did not know thet, did you? Almost two thousand years before Jesus.

"Then the Golden Rule derives from Judaism,” Herb said.

"Yes, it does, and early Judaism. The Rule was presented to man by God Himsdlf."

"l havealot to learn," Herb said.

"Read," Elias said. " "'Cape, lege,' the two words Augustine heard. Latin for Take, read.' You
do that, Herb. Take the book and read it. It isthere for you. It isdive."

Asthar journey continued, Elias disclosed to him further intriguing aspects of the Torah, qudlities
regarding the Torah that few men knew.

"| tell you these matters,” Elias said, "because | trust you. Be careful whom you relate them to.”

Four ways existed by which to read the Torah, the fourth being a study of its hidden, innermost
sde. When God said, "Let there be light,” he meant the mystery that shone in the Torah. Thiswasthe
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concedled primordid light of Cresetion itsdf, it being of such nobility that it could not be debased by
the use of mortds, so God wrapped it up within the heart of the Torah. This was an inexhaudtible
light, related to the divine sparks which the Gnogtics had believed in, the fragments of the Godhead
which were now scattered throughout Creation, enclosed-unfortunately- in materid shels, that of
physica bodies.

Most interesting of al, some Medieval Jewish mystics held the view that there had been 600,000
Jews who went out of Egypt and received the Torah a& Mount Sinai. Reincarnated at each
succeeding generation, these 600,000 souls continudly live. Each soul or spark is reated to the
Torah in adifferent way; thus, 600,000 separate, unique meanings of the Torah exist. Theideaiis as
follows: that for each of these 600,000 persons the Torah is different, and each person has his own
specific letter in the Torah, to which his own soul is attached. So in a sense 600,000 Torahs exist.

Also, three aeons or epochsin time exig, the firgt in order being an age of grace, the second or
current one being of severe judtice and limitation, and the next, yet to come, being of mercy. A
different Torah exists for each of the three ages. And yet there is only one Torah. A primal or matrix
Torah exigs in which there is no punctuation nor any spaces between the words; in fact dl the letters
are jumbled together. In each of the three ages the letters form themsdves into aternative words, as
events unfold.

The current age, that of severe justice and limitation, Elias explained, is marred by the fact thet in
its Torah one of the letters was defective, the consonant shin. This letter was dways written with
three prongs but it should have had four. Thus the Torah produced for this age was defective.
Ancther view held by Medieva Jewish mygtics was that a letter is actualy missing in our aphabet.
Because of this our Torah contains negetive laws as well as pogtive. In the next aeon the missing or
invisble letter will be restored, and every negative prohibition in the Torah will disappear. Hence this
next aeon or, asit is caled in Hebrew, the next shemii‘tah, will lack restrictions imposed on humans,
freedom will replace severe jugtice and limitation.

Out of this notion comes the idea (Elias sad) tha there are invisble portions of the Torah-
invisble to us now, but to be vishle in the Messanic Age that isto come. The cosmic cyde will bring
this age inevitably: it will be the next shemittah, very much like the firgt; the Torah will again rearrange
itsdf out of its jumbled matrix.

Herb Asher thought, It sounds like a computer. The universe is programmed-and then more
accurately reprogrammed. Fantagtic.

Two hours later an officid government ship clamped itsdf to ther ship, and, &fter a time,
Immigration agents began to move among them, beginning their ingpection. And their interrogation.

Filled with fear, Herb Asher held Rybys againgt him, and he sat as close to Elias as possble,
obtaining strength from the older man. "Tel me, Elias" Herb sad quietly, "the most beautiful thing
you know about God." His heart pounded harshly within him and he could scarcely bresthe.

Eliassad, "All right. 'Rabbi Judah sad, quoting Ray:

The day conggts of twelve hours. During the firgt three hours, the Holy One (God), praised be
He, is engaged in the study of Torah. During the second three He gts in judgment over His entire
world. When He redizes tha the world is deserving of destruction, He rises from the Throne of
Judtice, to St on the Throne of Mercy. During the third group of three hours, He provides sustenance
for the entire world, from huge beasts to lice. During the fourth, He sports with the Leviathan, asit is



written, "Leviathan, which you did form to sport with" (Ps. 104:26) ... During the fourth group of
three hours (according to others) He teaches schoolchildren.’

"Thank you," Herb Asher said. Three Immigration agents were moving toward them, now, their
uniforms bright, shiny; and they carried wesgpons.

Elias sad, "Even God conaults the Torah as the formula and blueprint of the universe” An
Immigration agent held out his hand for Eliass identification; the old man passed the packet of
documents to him. "And even God cannot act contrary to it."

"You are Elias Tate," the senior Immigration agent said, examining the documents. "What is your
purposein returning to the Sol System?”

"Thiswoman isvery ill," Elias sad. "She is entering the naval hospitd a-"

"| asked you your purpose, not hers." He gazed down at Herb Asher. "Who are you?"

"I'm her husband,” Herb said. He handed over his identification and permits and documentation.

"Sheis certified as not contagious?" the senior Immigration agent said.

"It's multiple sclerosis” Herb said, "which is not-"

"l didn't ask you what she has; | asked you if it is contagious.”

"I'm telling you," he said. "I'm answering your question.” "Get up." He stood.

"Come with me" The senior Immigration agent motioned Herb Asher to follow him up the aide.
Elias gtarted to follow but the agent shoved him back, bodily. "Not you."

Following the Immigration agent, Herb Asher made his way step by step up the aide to the rear
of the ship. None of the other passengers was standing; he aone had been singled ouit.

In a smal compartment marked CREW ONLY the senior Immi gration agent faced Herb
Asher, garing a him slently; the man's eyes bulged as if he were unable to speek, asif what he had
to say could not be said. Time passed. What the hell is he doing? Herb Asher asked himsdlf. Silence.
The raging stare continued.

"Okay," the Immigration agent said. "l give up. What isyour purpose in returning to Earth?"

"] told you.

"Issheredly sick?'

"Very. She'sdying."

"Then she'stoo sick to travel. It makes no sense.

"Only on Earth are there facilities where-"

"You are under Terran law now," the Immigration agent said. "Do you want to serve time for
giving false information to a federa officer? I'm sending you back to Fomahaut. The three of you. |
don't have any more time. Go back to where you were sitting and remain there until you're told what
to do."

A voice, a neutrd, digpassonate voice, neither mae nor female, a kind of perfect intelligence,
spoke insde Herb Asher's head. " At Bethesda they want to study her disease.”

He started visibly. The agent regarded him.

"At Bethesda," he said, "they want to study her disease.”

"Research?"

"|t's a microorganism.”

"You said it isn't contagious.”

The neutral voice said, "Not at this stage.”

"Not at this stage,” he said aloud.

"Arethey afraid of plague?’ the Immigration agent said abruptly.

Herb Asher nodded.
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"Go back to your seet." The agent, irritably, waved him away. "This is out of my jurisdiction.
Y ou have a pink form, form 368? Properly filled out and signed by a doctor?"

"Yes" It wastrue.

"Are éther you or the older man with you infected?"

The voice indde his head said, "Only Bethesda can determine that." He had, suddenly, a vivid
inner glimpse of the person whose voice he heard; he saw in his own mind a visage, femde, aplacid
but strong face. A metd mask had been pushed back from that visage, exposing wise, impassve
eyes, a beautiful classc face, like Athena; he was staggered with astonishment. This could not be
Y ahweh. Thiswas awoman. But like no woman he had ever seen. He did not know her. He did not
understand who this was. Her voice was not Y ah's voice, and this could not be Y ah's visage. He did
not know what to make of it. He was perplexed beyond the telling of it. Who had taken on the task
of adviang him?

"Only Bethesda can determine that," he managed to say.

The Immigration agent paused uncertainly. His exterior harshness had evaporated.

The femde voice whispered again, and this time, in his mind, he saw her lips move. "Time is of
the essence.

"Timeis of the essence" Herb Asher said. His voice grated in his own ears,

"Shouldn't you be quarantined? You probably shouldn't be with other people. Those other
passengers- We should have you on a specia ship. It can be arranged. It might be better . we could
get her there faster.”

"OK," he said. Reasonably.

"Il put in a cdl,” the Immigration agent said. "What's the name of this microorganiam? It's a
virus?'

"The nerve sheathing-"

"Never mind. Go back to your seet. Look." The Immigration agent followed after him. "I don't
know whose idea it was to send you on a commercid carrier, but I'm getting you off of it right now.
There are strict Satutes that haven't been observed, here. Bethesda is expecting you? Do you want
me to put in acal ahead, or isthat dl taken care of 7'

"Sheisregistered with them dready.” This was 0. The arrangements had been made.

"Thisisredly nuts," the Immigration agent said, "to put you on a public carrier. They should have
known better back at Fomalhaut.”

"CY30-CY30B," Herb Asher sad.

"Whatever. | don't want any part of this. A mistake of thiskind-" The Immigration agent cursed.
"Some dumb fool back at Fomalhaut probably figured it'd save the taxpayers a few bucks Take
your seet and I'll seethat you're notified when your ship is ready. It should- Chrigt."

Herb Asher, shaking, returned to his seat.

Elias eyed him. Rybys lay with her eyes shut; she was oblivious to what was happening.

"Let me ask you aquestion,” Herb said to Elias. "Have you ever tasted Laphroaig Scotch?!

"No," Elias sad, puzzled.

"It isthe finest of al Scotches" Herb said. "Ten years old, very expengve. The didtillery opened
in 1815. They use traditiona copper dills. It requires two digtillations"

"What went on in there?' Elias said.

"Jugt let mefinish. Laphroaig is Gadlic for ‘the beautiful hollow by the broad bay.' It's didtilled on
Iday in the Western Ides of Scotland. Malted barley-they dry it in a kiln over a pest fire, a genuine
pest fire. It's the only Scotch made that way now. The peat can only be found on the idand of 1day.



Maturation takes place in oak casks. It's incredible Scotch. It's the finest liquor in the world. It's"
He broke off.

An Immigration agent came over to them. "Your ship is here, Mr. Asher. Come with me. Can
your wifewak?'Y ou want some help?’

"Already?' He was dumbfounded. And then he redlized that the ship had been there dl thistime.
Immigration was routingly prepared to dedl with emergency Stuations. Especidly of this kind. Or
rather, what they supposed this Situation to be.

"Who wears a metd mask?' Herb said to Elias as he drew the blanket from Rybys. "Pushed
back up over her hair. And has a sraight nose, a very strong nose-well, let it go. Give me a hand.”
Together, he and Elias got Rybys to her feet. The Immigration agent watched sympatheticaly.

"l don't know," Elias said.

"Thereis someone e, Herb said as they moved Rybys step by step up the aide.

"I'm going to throw up,” Rybys said weskly.

"Just hang on," Herb Asher said. "We're dmost there"

Big Noodle notified Cardina Fulton Statler Harms and the Procurator Maximus, and then, to dl
the heads of gtates in the world it printed out the following mydifying statement:

ON THE STANDARD OF FIFTY THEY SHALL WRITE: FINISHED IS THE STAND OF
THE FROWARD THROUGH THE MIGHTY ACTS OF GOD, TOGETHER WITH THE
NAMES OF THE COMMANDERS OF THE FIFTY AND OF ITSTENS. WHEN THEY GO
OUT T BATTLE, THEY SHALL WRITE UPON THEIR WPSOX TO FORM A COMPLETE
FRONT. THE LINE IS TO CONSIST OF A THOUSAND MEN MEN MEN MEN MEN
EACH FRONT LINE IS TO BE SEVEN SEVEN SEVEN DEEP, ONE MAN STANDING
BEHIND THE OTHER STOP REPEAT ALL OF THEM ARE TO HOLD SHIELDS OF
POLISHED BRONZE REPEAT BRONZE RESEMBLING MIRRORS THESE SHIELDS

The statement ended there. Technicians swvarmed over the A.l. system in amatter of minutes.

Their verdict: the A.l. syssem would have to be shut down for atime. Something basic had gone
wrong with it. The last coherent information it had processed was the message that the pregnant
woman Rybys Rommey-Asher, her husband, Herbert Asher, and their companion, Elias Tate, had
been cleared by Immigration at Ring 111 and had been trandferred from a commercid axia carrier to
a government-owned speedship, whose destination was Washington, D.C.

Standing at his no longer pulsing termina, Cardina Harms thought, A mistake has been made.
Immigration was supposed to intercept them, not facilitate thair flight. It doesn't make any sense. And
now weve lost our primary data-processing entity, on which we are totally dependent.

He rang up the procurator maximus, and was told by an underling that the procurator had gone
to bed.

The son of a bitch, Harms said to himsdlf. The idiot. We have one more sation a which to
intercept them: Immigration proper, a Washington, D.C. And if they got this far- My good God, he
thought. The mongter is using its paranorma powerd

Once more he cdled the procurator maximus. "Is Gaina available?' he said, but he knew it was
hopeless. Bulkowsky had given up. Going to bed at this point amounted to that.

"Mrs. Bulkowsky?' the SLL. officid said, incredulous. "Of course not."

"Your generd staff? One of your marshals?'
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"The procurator will return your cal,” the SL. functionary informed him; obvioudy they had
orders from Bulkowsky not to disturb him.

Chrigt! Harms said to himsdlf as he dammed down the phone mechanism. The screen faded.

Something has gone wrong, Harms redlized. They should not have gotten this far and Big
Noodle knew it. The A.l. system had literally gone insane. Tha was not a technica breakdown, he
redlized; that was a psychotic fugue. Big Noodle understood something but could not communicate
it. Or had the A.l. system in fact communicated it? What, Harms asked himsdlf, was that gibberish?

He contacted the highest order of computers remaining, the one a Ca Tech. After tranamitting
the puzzling materid to it he gave ingructions that the materid be identified.

The Cd Tech computer identified it five minutes |ater.

QUMRAN SCROLL THE WAR OF THE SONS OF LIGHT AND THE SONS OF

DARKNESS." SOURCE: JEWISH ASCETIC SECT ESSENES

Strange, Harms thought. He knew of the Essenes. Many theologians had speculated that Jesus
was an Essene, and certainly there was evidence that John the Baptist was an Essene. The sect had
anticipated an early end to the world, with the Baitle of Armageddon taking place within the first
century, C.E. The sect had shown strong Zoroastrian influences.

He reflected, John the Baptist. Stipulated by Christ to have been Elijah returned, as promised by
Jehovah in Mdachi:

Look, I will send you the prophet Elijah before the grest and terrible day of the Lord comes. He
will reconcile fathers to sons and sons to fathers, lest | come and put the land under a ban to destroy
it.

The find verse of the Old Testament: there the Old Testament ended and the New Testament
began.
Armageddon, he pondered. The find battle between the Sons of Darkness and the Sons of
Light. Between Jehovah and-what had the Essenes cdlled the evil power? Bdlid. That was it. That
was their term for Satan. Belia would lead the Sons of Darkness; Jehovah would lead the Sons of
Light. Thiswould be the seventh battle.

There will be six battles, three of which the Sons of Light will win and three of which the Sons of
Darkness will win. Leaving Bdid in power. But then Jehovah himsdf takes command in what
amounts to atie breaker.

The mongter in her womb is Belid, Cardina Harms redlized. He has returned to overthrow us.
To overthrow Jehovah, whom we serve.

The Divine Power itsalf isnow in jeopardy, he declared; he felt gresat wrath.

It seemed to the cardind, at this point, that meditation and prayer were cdled for. And a
strategy by which the invaders would be destroyed when they reached Washington, D.C.

If only Big Noodle had not broken down!

Glumly, he made hisway to his private chapd.



62

CHAPTER 9

The procurator said, "We will wreck their ship. There is no particular problem. An accident will
take place; the three of them -four, if you include the fetus-will be killed." To him it seemed smple.

At his end of the line Cardind Harms said, "They will evade it. Don't ask me how." His gloom
had not departed.

"You have jurisdiction in Washington, D.C.," the procurator said. "Order their ship destroyed,;
order it now."

"Now" was eight hours later. Eight precious hours during which the procurator had peecefully
dept. Cardind Harms glared at his co-ruler. Or, he thought suddenly, had Bulkowsky been
struggling to find a solution? Perhaps he had not dept at dl. This solution sounded like Gainas. They
had conferred, the two of them; they worked as ateam.

"What agale solution,” he said. "Y our typica answer, to dispatch awarhead.”

"Mrs. Bulkowsky likesit," the procurator said.

"| dare say. The two of you sat up dl night working that out?'

"Wedid not st up. | dept soundly, athough Galina had strange dreams. There's one shetold me
that-wdll, | think it worth relaing. Do you want to hear Galinas dream? I'd like your Opinion about
it, ance it ssemsto have religious overtones.”

"Shoot,” Harms said.

"A huge white fish lies in the ocean. Near the surface, as a whde does. It is a friendly fish. It
swims toward us; | mean, toward Gaina Thereis a series of canals with locks. The great white fish
makes its way into the cand system with extreme difficulty. Findly it is caught, avay from the ocean,
near the people watching. It has done this on purpose; it wantsto offer itsdlf to the people asfood. A
meta saw is produced, one of those two-man band saws that lumberjacks use to cut down trees.
Gdina sad that the teeth on the saw were dreadful. People began to saw dices of flesh from the
great fish, who is dill dive. They saw dice after dice of the living flesh of the great white fish thet is so
friendly. In the dream Gdinathinks, Thisiswrong. We are injuring the fish too much.' " Bulkowsky
paused. "Wdl? What do you say?'

"The fish is Chrid," Cardind Harms said, "who offers his flesh to man so that man may have
eternd life"

"That's dl very well, but it was unfair to the fish. She said it was a wrong thing to do. Even
though the fish offered itsdf. Its pain was too much. Oh yes; in the dream she thought, 'We must find
another kind of food, which doesn't cause the grest fish suffering.” And then there were some blurred
episodes where she was looking in a refrigerator; she saw a pitcher of water, a pitcher wrapped in
straw or reeds or something . . . and a cube of pink food like a cube of butter. Words were written
on the wrapper but she couldn't read them. The refrigerator was the common property of some kind
of smdl settlement of people, off in aremote area. What happened, the way it worked, was thet this
pitcher of water and this pink cube belonged to the whole colony and you only ate the food and
drank the water when you redlized you were approaching your moment of deeth.”

"What did drinking the water-"

"Then you came back later. Reborn.”

Hams said, "That is the host under the two species. The consecrated wine and wafer. The
blood and body of our Lord. The food of eternd life. Thisis my body. Take-"

"The settlement seemed to exist & another time entirdly. A long time ago. Asin antiquity.”



"Interesting,” Harms said, "but we gill have our problem to face, what to do about the mongter
baby."

"As | sad,” the procurator said, "we will arange an accident. Their ship won't reach
Washington, D.C. When, precisely, doesit arrive? How much time do we have?'

"Just a moment." Harms pressed keys on the board of a smdl computer termind. "Chrigt!" he
sad.

"What's the matter? It only takes seconds to digpatch a smdl missle. You have them in that
area

Harms said, "Their ship has landed. While you dept. They are dready being processed by
Immigration a Washington, D.C."

"It isnormal to deep,” the procurator said.

"The monster made you deep.”

"I've been deeping Al my lifel" Angrily, the procurator added, "1 am here at this resort for re<t;
my hedth isbad."

"l wonder," Harms said.

"Notify Immigration, a once, to hold them. Do it now.

Harms rang off, and contacted Immigration. | will take that woman, that Rybys Rommey-Asher,
and break her neck, he said to himsdlf. | will chop her into little pieces, and her fetus dong with her. |
will chop up dl of them and feed them to the animals at the zoo.

Surprised, he asked himsdf; Did | think that? The ferocity of his ratiocination amazed him. |
redly hate them, he redized. | am furious. | am furious with Bulkowsky for logging eight full hours of
degp inthe midst of thiscriss if | had the power | would chop him up, too.

When he had the director of Washington, D.C. Immigration on the line he asked firgt of dl if the
woman Rybys Rommey- Asher, her hushand and Elias Tate were il there,

"Il check, your Eminence," the bureau chief said. A pause, a very long pause. Harms counted
off the seconds, cursing and praying by turns. Then the director returned. "We are till processing
them.”

"Hold them. Don't let them go for any reason whatsoever. The woman is pregnant. Inform her-
do you know who I'm taking about? Rybys Rommey-Asher-- inform her that there will be a
mandatory abortion of the fetus. Have your people make up any excuse they want."

"Do you actudly want an abortion performed on her? Or isthis a pretext-"

"l want abortion induced within the next hour,” Harms said. "A sdine abortion. | want the fetus
killed. I'm going to take you into our confidence. | have been conferring with the procurator
maximus, this is globa policy. The fetus is a fresk. A radiation sport. Possbly even the mongter
offspring of interspecies symbiosis. Do you understand?”

"Oh," the Immigration director said. "Interspecies symbioss. Yes. Well kill it with localized het.
Inject radioactive dye directly into it through the abdomina wall. I'll tell one of our doctors-"

"Tel him to abort her or tel him to kill it indde her," Harms said, "but kill it and kill it now."

"I'll need asignature,” the Immigration director said. "1 can't do this without authorization.”

"Tranamit the forms" He sghed.

From his termind pages oozed; he took hold of them, found the lines where his Sgnature was
required, Sgned and fed the pages back into the fone termindl.

As he sat in the Immigration lounge with Rybys, Herb Asher wondered where Elias Tate had
gone. Elias had excused himsdlf to go to the men's room, but he had not returned.
"When can | lie down?' Rybys murmured.



"Soon," he sad. "They're putting us right through." He did not amplify because undoubtedly the
lounge was bugged.

"Wheres Elias?' she sad.

"Hell be back."

An Immigration officid, not in uniform but wearing a badge, approached them. "Where is the
third member of your party?' He consulted his clipboard. "Elias Tate."

"In the men's room,” Herb Asher said. "Could you please process this woman? You can see
how sck sheis”

"We want a medicd examinatiion made on her," the Immigration officid sad dispassonately.
"We require amedica determination before we can put you through.”

"It's been done aready! By her own doctor originaly and then by-"

"Thisis standard procedure,” the officid said.

"That doesn't matter," Herb Asher said. "It's crud and it's usdless™

"The doctor will be with you shortly," the officid said, "and while she's being examined by him
you will be interrogated. To save you time. We won't interrogate her, at least not very extengvely.
I'm aware of her grave medica condition.”

"My God," Herb said, "you can seeit!”

The officid departed, but returned amost a once, hisface grim. "Tate isn't in the men's room.”

"Then | don't know where heis"

"They may have processed him. Put him through.” The officia hurried off, spesking into a hand-
held intercom unit.

| guess Elias got away, Herb Asher thought.

"Come in here" a voice sad. It was a woman doctor, in a white smock. Young, wearing
glasses, her hair tied back in a bun, she briskly escorted Herb Asher and his wife down a short
gerile-looking and sterile-smelling corridor into an examination room. "Lie down, Mrs. Asher,” the
doctor said, helping Rybys to an examination table.

"Rommey-Asher,” Rybys said as she got up painfully onto the table. "Can you give me an |-V
anti-emetic? And soon? | mean soon. | mean now."

"In view of your wifesillness" the doctor said to Herb Asher as she seated hersdf at her desk,
"why wasn't her pregnancy terminated?’

"Weve been through dl this" he said savagdly.

"We may ill require her to abort. We do not wish a deformed infant born; it's againgt public
policy."

Staring at the doctor in fear, Herb said, "But she's six monthsinto her pregnancy!™

"We have it down as five months," the doctor said. "Wl within the legd period.”

"You can't do it without her consent, Herb said; his fear became wild.

"The decison," the doctor told him, "is no longer yours to make, now that you have returned to
Earth. A medica board will sudy the matter.”

It was obvious to Herb Asher that there would be a mandatory abortion. He knew what the
board would decide-had decided.

In the corner of the room a piped-in music source gave forth the odious background noise of
soupy strings. The same sound, he redlized, that he had heard off and on a his dome. But now the
music changed, and he realized that a popular number of the Fox's was coming up. As the doctor sat
filling out medical forms the Fox's voice could digtantly be heard. It gave him comfort.

Come again!

Swest love doth now invite



Thy graces, that refrain

To do me due ddlight.

The lady doctor's lips moved reflexively in synchronizetion with the Fox's familiar Dowland
0Ng.

All a once Herb Asher became aware that the voice from the speaker only resembled the
Fox's. The voice was no longer Snging; it was spesking.

Thefant voice said digtinctly:

There will be no abortion. There will be abirth.

At her desk the doctor seemed unaware of the trangition. Yah has cooked the audio signd,
Herb Asher realized. As he watched he saw the doctor pause, pen lifted from the page before her.

Sublimind, he said to himsdf as he watched the doctor hesitate. The woman il imagines she is
hearing afamiliar song. Familiar lyrics. Sheisin akind of spdl. Asif hypnotized.

The song resumed.

"We can't abort her legdly if she's sx months dong,” the doctor said hestantly. "Mr. Asher,
there must be an error. We have her down as five. Five months into her pregnancy. But if you say
sx, then-"

"Examine her if you want," Herb Asher said. "It's at least Six. Make your own determination.”

"|-" The doctor rubbed her forehead, wincing; she shut her eyes and grimaced, asin pan. "l see
no reason to-" She broke off, as if unable to remember what she intended to say. "l see no reason,”
she resumed after amoment, "to dispute this." She pressed a button on her desk intercom.

The door opened and a uniformed Immigration officid stood there. A moment later he was
joined by auniformed Customs agent.

"The matter is settled,” the doctor said to the Immigration officid. "We cantt force her to abort;
she'stoo far dong.”

The Immigration officid gazed down a her fixedly.

"It'sthe law," the doctor said.

"Mr. Asher,” the Customs agent said, "let me ask you something. In your wife's declaration
prepared for Customs clearance she ligts two phylacteries. What is a phylactery?”

"l don't know," Herb Asher said.

"Aren't you Jewish?' the Customs agent said. "Every Jew knows what a phylactery is. Your
wife, then, is Jewish and you are not?"

"Well," Herb Asher said, "sheis C.I.C. but-" He paused. He sensed himself moving step by step
into a trap. It was patently impossible that a hushand would not know his wife's religion. They are
getting into an area | do not want to discuss, he said to himsdf. "I'm a Chrisian,” he sad, then.
"Although | was raised Scientific Legate. | belonged to the Party's Y outh Corps. But now-"

"But Mrs. Asher is Jewish. Hence the phylacteries. You've never seen her put them on? One
goes on the head; one goes on the left arm. They're smdl square lesthern boxes containing sections
of Hebrew scripture. It strikes me as odd that you don't know anything about this. How long have
you known each other?

"A long time" Herb Asher said.

"Is she redly your wife?' the Immigration offidd sad. "If she is Sx months dong in her
pregnancy-" He consulted with some of the documents lying on the doctor's desk. "She was
pregnant when you married her. Are you the father of the child?

"Of course" hesad.

"What blood type are you? Well, | have it here”" The Immigration officid began going through
the filled-out legd and medicd forms. "It's somewhere



The fone on the desk rang; the lady doctor picked it up and identified hersdlf. "For you." She
handed the recaiver to the Immigration official.

The Immigration officid, raptly attentive, lisgened in slence; then, putting his hand over the audio
sender, he said irritably to Herb Asher, "The blood type checks out. You two are cleared. But we
want to talk to Tate, the older man who-" He broke off and again listened to hisfone.

"You can cdl acab from the payfonein the lounge,” the Customs agent said.

"We're freeto go?' Herb Asher said.

The Customs agent nodded.

"Something is wrong,” the doctor said; again she had removed her glasses and sat rubbing her
eyes.

"There's this other matter,”" the Customs agent said to her, and bent down to present her with a
stack of documents.

"Do you know where Tate is?' the Immigration officid cdled after Herb Asher as he and Rybys
meade their way from the examination room.

"No, | dont," Herb said, and found himsdlf in the corridor; supporting Rybys he walked step by
step back down the corridor to the lounge. "Sit down,” he said to her, depositing her in aheap on a
couch. Severd waiting people gazed a them dully. "I'll fone. I'll be right back. Do you have any
change? | need a five-dollar piece” "Chrigt," Rybys murmured. "No. | dont have" "We got
through,” he said to her in alow voice. "OK!" she said angrily. "I'll fone for acab." Going through his
pockets, searching for afive-dollar piece, he felt eated. Y ah had intervened, distantly and feebly, but
it had been enough.

Ten minutes later they and their luggage were aboard a Ydlow flycab, risng up from the
Washington, D.C. spaceport, heading in the direction of Bethesda-Chevy Chase.

"Where the hdl is Elias?" Rybys managed to say.

"He drew their attention,” Herb said. "He diverted them. Away from

"Great," she sad. "So now he could be anywhere."

All a once alarge commercid flycar came hurtling toward them at reckless speed.

The robot driver of the cab cried out in dismay. And then the massve flycar Sdeswiped them; it
happened in an indant. Violent waves of concusson hurled the cab in a downward spird; Herb
Asher clutched his wife againg him-buildings bloomed into hugeness, and he knew, he knew
absolutely and utterly, what had happened. The bagtards, he thought in pain; he hurt physicaly; he
ached from the redlization. Warning beepers in the cab had gone off-"

Yah's protection wasn't enough, he redlized as the cab spun lower and lower like a fdling,
withered ledf.

It's too wesk. Too weak here.

The cab struck the edge of a high-rise building.

Darkness came and Herb Asher knew no more.

Helay in ahospita bed, wired up and tubed up to countless devices like a cyborg entity.
"Mr. Asher?' avoice was saying, amae voice. "Mr. Asher, can you hear me?"
He tried to nod but could not.
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"Y ou have suffered serious internd damage,” the mae voice said. "'l am Dr. Pope. Y ou've been
unconscious for five days. Surgery was performed on you but your ruptured spleen had to be
removed. That's only a part of it. You are going to be put into cryonic sugpension until replacement
organs- Can you hear me?"'

"Yes" hesad.

"-Until replacement organs, available from donors, can be procured. The waiting list isn't very
long; you should be in suspension for only afew weeks. How long, specifically-"

"My wife"

"Your wife is dead. She logt brain function for too long a time. We had to rule out cryonic
sugpension for her. It wouldn't have been of any use”

"The baby."

"Thefetusis dive" Dr. Pope said. "Your wife's uncle, Mr. Tate, has arrived and has taken legd
responsbility. Weve removed the fetus from her body and placed it in a synthowomb. According to
al our tests it was not damaged by the trauma, which is something of amiracle.”

Grimly, Herb Asher thought, Exactly.

"Y our wife asked that he be caled Emmanuel,” Dr. Pope said.

"l know."

As he logt consciousness Herb Asher said to himsdlf, Yah's plans have not been completely
wrecked. Y ah has not been defeated entirely. There is ill hope.

But not very much.

"Bdid," he whispered.

"Pardon me?"' Dr. Pope leaned close to hear. "Bdid? Is that someone you want us to contact?
Someone who should know?

Herb Asher said, "He knows."

The chief preate of the Chrigtian-ldamic Church said to the procurator maximus of the Scientific
Legate, "Something went wrong. They got past Immigration.”

"Where did they go? They have to have gone somewhere.

"Elias Tate disappeared even before the Customs ingpection. We have no idea where he is. As
for the Ashers" The cardind hesitated. "They were last seen leaving in acab. I'm sorry.

Bulkowsky said, "We will find them."

"With God's help," the cardind said, and crossed himself. Bulkowsky, seeing that, did likewise.

"The power of evil," Bulkowsky sad.

"Yes," the cardind said. "That iswhat we are up againg.”

"But it losesin the end.”

"Yes, absolutely. | am going to the chapel, now. To pray. | advise you to do the same.”

Raisng an eyebrow, Bulkowsky regarded him. His expresson could not be read; it was
intricate.



CHAPTER 10

When Herb Asher awoke he was told perplexing facts. He had spent-not weeks-but years in
cryonic suspension. The doctors could not explain why it had taken so long to obtain replacement
organs. Circumstances, they told him, beyond our control. Procedura problems.

He sad, "What about Emmanud ?'

Dr. Pope, who looked older and grayer and more distinguished than before, said, "“Someone
broke into the hospita and removed your son from the synthowomb." "When?"

"Almogt at once. The fetus was in the synthowomb for only a day, according to our records.”

"Do you know who did it?"

"According to our video tgpeswe monitor our synthowombs congantly-it was an ederly
bearded man." After a pause Dr. Pope added, "Deranged in appearance. You must face the very
high probability factor that your son is dead, has in fact been dead for ten years, ether from natura
causes, which is to say from being taken out of his synthowomb . . . or due to the actions of the
elderly bearded man. Either ddiberate or accidenta. The police could not locate either of them. I'm
sorry."

Elias Tate, Herb sad to himsdf. Spiriting Emmanuel away. to safety. He shut his eyes and felt
overwhdming gratitude.

How do you fed?" Dr. Popeinquired.

| dreamed. | didn't know that people in cryonic suspension were conscious.”

"You weren't."

"| dreamed again and again about my wife" He fet bitter grief hover over him and then descend
on him, filling him; the grief was too much. "Always | found mysdf back there with her. When we
met, before we met. The trip to Earth. Little things. Dishes of spoiled food . . . she was doppy."

"But you do have your son.

"Yes" he said. He wondered how he would be adle to find Elias and Emmanud. They will have
to find me, heredized.

For a month he remained a the hospital, undergoing remedid thergpy to build up his strength,
and then, on a cool morning in mid-March, the hospita discharged him. Suitcase in hand he walked
down the front steps, shaky and afraid but happy to be free. Every day during his therapy he had
expected the authorities to come swooping down on him. They did not. He wondered why.

As he sood with athrong of people trying to flag down aflycar Yelow cab he noticed a blind
beggar standing off to one sde, an ancient, white-haired, very large man wearing soiled clothing; the
old man held a cup.

"Elias," Herb Asher said.

Going over to him he regarded his old friend. Neither of them spoke for a time and then Elias
Tate said, "Hello, Herbert."

"Rybys told me you often take the form of a beggar,” Herb Asher said. He reached out to put
his arms around the old man, but Elias shook his head.

"It is Passover," Elias sad. "And | am here. The power of my spirit is too greet; you should not
touch me. Itisdl my spirit, now, at this moment.”

"You are not aman,” Herb Asher said, awed.

"l am many men," Elias said. 'it's good to see you again. Emmanue said you would be released
today."
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"Theboy isdl right?’
"Heis beautiful "
"l saw him," Herb Asher said. "Once, a while ago. In avison that-" He paused. "Jehovah sent
tome. To hdp me."
"Did you dream?" Elias asked.
"About Rybys. And about you as well. About everything that happened. | lived it over and over
agan."
"But now you are dive again," Elias sad. "Welcome back, Herbert Asher. We have much to
do."
"Do we have a chance? Do we have any red chance?’
"The boy isten years old," Elias said. "He has confused their wits, scrambled up their thinking.
He has made them forget. But-" Elias was slent a moment. "He, too, has forgotten. You will see. A
few years ago he began to remember; he heard a song and some of his memories came back.
Enough, perhaps, or maybe not enough. You may bring back more. He programmed himsdif,
originaly, before the accident.”
With extreme difficulty Herb Asher said, "He was injured, then? In the accident?’
Elias nodded. Somberly.
"Brain damage." Herb Asher said; he saw the expression on his friend's face.
Agan the old man nodded, the dderly beggar with the cup. The immorta Elijah, here a
Passover. As aways. The eternd, helping friend of man. Tattered and shabby, and very wise.

Zinasad, "Your father is coming, isnt he?'

Together they sat on a bench in Rock Creek Park, near the frozen-over water. Trees shaded
them with bare, stark branches. The air had turned cold, and both children wore heavy clothing. But
the sky overhead was clear. Emmanud gazed up for atime.

"What does your date say?' Zina asked.

" don't have to consult my date.”

"Heisn't your father."

Emmanuel said, "He's a good person. It's not his fault that my mother died. I'll be happy to see
him once more. I've missed him." He thought, It's been along time. According to the scae by which
they reckon here in the Lower Ream.

What atragic relm thisis, he reflected. Those down here are prisoners, and the ultimate tragedy
is that they don't know it; they think they are free because they have never been free, and do not
understand what it means. This is a prison, and few men have guessed. But | know, he sad to
himsdf. Because that is why | am here. To burst the walls, to tear down the meta gates, to break
each chain. Thou shat not muzzle the ox as he treadeth out the corn, he thought, remembering the
Torah. You will not imprison afree creature; you will not bind it. Thus saysthe Lord your God. Thus
| say.

They do not know whom they serve. This is the heart of their misfortune: service in error, to a
wrong thing. They are poisoned as if with meta, he thought. Meta confining them and metd in ther
blood; thisis a metd world. Driven by cogs, a machine that grinds adong, dedling out suffering and
desth . . . They are so accustomed to desth, he redlized, as if desth, too, were natural. How long it
has been since they knew the Garden. The place of resting animals and flowers. When can | find for
them that place again?
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There are two redlities, he said to himsdf. The Black Iron Prison, which is cdled the Cave of
Treasures, in which they now live, and the PAm Tree Garden with its enormous spaces, its light,
where they origindly dwelt. Now they are literdly blind, he thought. Literaly unable to see more than
ashort distance; faraway objects are invisible to them now. Once in awhile one of them guesses that
formerly they had faculties now gone; once in awhile one of them discerns the truth, thet they are not
now what they were and not now where they were. But they forget again, exactly as | forgot. And |
ill forget somewhat, he redized. | ill have only apartid vision. | am occluded, too.

But I will not be, soon.

"Youwant aPeps?' Zinasad.

"It'stoo cold. ljust want to Sit.”

"Don't be unhappy.” She put her mittened hand on hisarm. "Be joyful.”

Emmanue said, "I'm tired. I'll be okay. Therés alot that has to be done. I'm sorry. It weighs On
me.

"You're not afraid, are you?' "Not any more," Emmanud said. "You are sad." He nodded. Zina
sad, "Youll fed better when you see Mr. Asher again.”" "l see him now," Emmanud said.

"Very good,” she sad, pleased. "And even without your date.”

"l useit less and less" he said, "because the knowledge is progressvely more and more in me.
Asyou know. And you know why."

To that, Zinasad nothing.

"We are close, you and 1," Emmanud said. "l have dways loved you the mogt. | dways will.
Y ou are going to stay on with me and advise me, aren't you?' He knew the answer: he knew that she
would. She had been with him from the beginning-as she sad, his darling and ddight. And her
delight, as Scripture said, was in mankind. So, through her, he himself loved mankind: it was his
delight aswdll.

"We could get something hot to drink,” Zinasaid.

He murmured, "I just want to gt." | shdl St here until it istime to go to meet Herb Asher, he said
to himsdlf. He can tel me about Rybys: his many memories of her will give me joy. the joy that, right
now, | lack.

| love him, he redized. | love my mother's husband, my legd father. Like other men he isa good
human being. Heis aman of merit, and to be cherished.

But, unlike other men, Herb Asher knows Who | am. Thus | can tak openly with him, as | do
with Elias. And with Zina. It will help, he thought. | will be less weary. No longer as | am now.
pinned by my cares. weighed down. The burden, to some extent. will lift. Because it will be shared.

And, he thought, thereis till so much that | do not remember. | am not as| was. Like them, like
the people. | have fdlen. The bright morning star which fdl did not fal adone, it tore down everything
dsewith it, induding me. Part of my own being fl with it, and | am that falen being now.

But then, as he sat there on the bench with Zina, in the park on this cold day so near the vernd
equinox, he thought, But Herbert Asher lay dreaming in his bunk, dreaming of a phantom life with
Linda Fox, while my mother struggled to survive. Not once did he try to help her; not once did he
inquire into her trouble and seek remedy. Not until I, I mysdf, forced him to go to her, not until then
did he do anything. | do not love the man, he said to himself. | know the man and he forfeited his
right to my love-he lost my love because he did not care. | cannot, thereupon, care about him. In
response.

Why should | help any of them? he asked himsdf. They do whét is right only when forced to,
when there is no dternative. They fdl of their own accord and are falen now, of their own accord,
by what they have voluntarily done. My mother is dead because of them; they murdered her. They
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would murder me if they could figure out where | am; only because | have confused their wits do
they leave me done. High and low they seek my life, just as Ahab sought Elijah's life, so long ago.
They are aworthlessrace, and | do not careif they fall. | do not care at dl. To save them | mugt fight
what they themselves are. And have away's been.

"You look so downcast,” Zina said.

"What isthis for?' he sad. "They are what they are. | grow more and more weary. And | care
less and less, as | begin to remember. For ten years | have lived on this world, now, and for ten
years they have hunted me. Let them die. Did | not say to them the talion law: 'An eye for an eye, a
tooth for atooth'? Is that not in the Torah? They drove me off this world two thousand years ago; |
return; they wish me dead. Under the talion law | should wish them dead. It is the sacred law of
Israd. Itismy law, my word."

Zinawas dlent.
"Advise me" Emmanue sad. "'l have dways listened to your advice."
Zinasad:

One day Elijah the prophet appeared to Rabbi Baruka in the market of Lapet. Rabbi Baruka
asked him, "Is there any one among the people of this market who is destined to share in the world
to come?' . . . Two men gppeared on the scene and Elijah said, "These two will share in the world to
come." Rabbi Baruka asked them, "What is your occupation?' They said, "We are merrymakers.
When we see a man who is downcast, we cheer him up. When we see two people quarreling with
one another, we endeavor to make peace between them.”

"You make me less sad,” Emmanuel said. "And less weary. As you adways have. As Scripture
says of you:

Then | was a his 9de every day, his darling and ddight, playing in his presence continudly,
playing on the earth, when he had finished it, while my ddlight was in mankind.

And Scripture says.

Wisdom | loved; | sought her out when | was young and longed to win her for my bride, and |
fdl in love with her beauty.

But that was Solomon, not me.

So | determined to bring her home to live with me, knowing that she would be my counsellor in
prosperity and my comfort in anxiety and grief.

Solomon was awise man, to love you s0."

Beside him the girl smiled. She said nothing, but her dark eyes shone.

"Why are you smiling?' he asked.

"Because you have shown the truth of Scripture when it says.

| will betroth you to Me forever. | will betroth you to Me in righteousness and in judtice, in love
and in mercy. | will betroth you to Mein faithfulness, and you shdl love the Lord.

Remember that you made the Covenant with man. And you made man in your own image. You
cannot break the Covenant; you have made man that promise, that you will never break it."

Emmanud said, "That is so0. You advise me well." He thought, And you cheer my heart. You
above dl ese, you who came before cregtion. Like the two merrymakers, he thought, who Elijah
said would be saved. Your dancing, your singing, and the sound of bells. "I know," he said, "what
your name means.”

"Zina?' shesad. "It'sjust aname.

"It is the Roumanian word for-" He ceased spesking; the girl had trembled visibly, and her eyes
were now wide.

"How long have you known it?" she said.
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Years. Listen:

| know a bank where the wild thyme blows,
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows;
Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine:
There degps Titania sometime of the night,
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight;
And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin,
Weed wide enough

| will finish; ligten:

Towrgp afary in.
And | have known this" he finished, "dl this time" Staring a him, Zina sad, "Yes Zina
meandfairy.”
"You are not Holy Wisdom," he said, "you are Diana, the fairy queen.”
Cold wind rustled the branches of the trees. And, across the frozen creek, a few dry leaves
scuttled.
"l see" Zinasad.

About the two of them the wind rustled, asif spesking. He could hear the wind as words. And
the wind said:
BEWARE!

He wondered if she heard it, too.

But they were dill friends. Zina told Emmanud about an early identity that she had once hed.
Thousands of years ago, she said, she had been Maat, the Egyptian goddess who represented the
cosmic order and justice. When someone died his heart was weighed against Ma at's ostrich fegther.
By this the person's burden of sinswas determined.

The principle by which the sinfulness of the person was determined consisted of the degree of his
truthfulness. To the extent that he was truthful the judgment went in his favor. This judgment was
presided over by Odris, but snce Madat was the goddess of truthfulness, then it followed that the
determination was hersto make.

"After that," Zina sad, "the idea of the judgment of human souls passed over into Persa” Inthe
ancient Perdan religion, Zoroastrianism, a sifting bridge had to be crossed by the newly dead person.
If he was evil the bridge got narrower and narrower until he toppled off and plunged into the fiery pit
of hell. Judaism in itslater sages and Chrigtianity had gotten their idess of the Find Days from this.

The good person, who managed to cross the Sifting bridge, was met by the spirit of hisreligion: a
beautiful young woman with superb, large breasts. However, if the person was evil the spirit of his
religion conssted of a dried-up old hag with sagging paps. You could tell a a glance, therefore,
which category you belonged to.

"Were you the spirit of religion for the good persons?' Emmanuel asked.
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Zina did not answer the question; she passed on to another matter which she was more anxious
to communicate to him.

In these judgments of the dead, semming from Egypt and Persa, the scrutiny was pitiless and
the sinful soul was de facto doomed. Upon your death the books listing your good deeds and bad
deeds closed, and no one, even the gods, could dter the tabulation. In a sense the procedure of
judgment was mechanicd. A bill of particulars, in essence, had been drawn up againgt you, compiled
during your lifetime, and now this bill of particulars was fed into a mechaniam of retribution. Once the
mechanism received the lig, it was dl over for you. The mechanism ground you to shreds, and the
gods merdly watched, impassvely.

But one day (Zina said) a new figure made its gppearance at the path leading to the gfting
bridge. This was an enigmatic figure who seemed to consst of a shifting succession of aspects or
roles. Sometimes he was called Comforter. Sometimes Advocate. Sometimes Beside-Helper.
Sometimes Support. Sometimes Advisor. No one knew where he had come from. For thousands of
years he had not been there, and then one day he had appeared. He stood at the edge of the busy
path, and as the souls made their way to the gfting bridge this complex figure-who sometimes, but
rarely, seemed to be a woman-signaed to the persons, each in turn, to attract their attention. It was
essentid that the Besde- Helper got their attention before they stepped onto the sfting bridge,
because after that it was too late.

"Too late for what?' Emmanud said.

Zinasad, "The Besde-Helper upon stopping a person approaching the sifting bridge asked him
if he wished to be represented in the testing which was to come.

"By the Besde-Helper?'

The Beside-Helper, she explained, assumed his role of Advocate; he offered to spesk on the
person's behdf. But the Besde- Helper offered something more. He offered to present his own hill
of particulars to the retribution mechanism in place of the hill of particulars of the person. If the
person were innocent this would make no difference, but, for the guilty, it would yield up a sentence
of exculpation rather than guilt.

"That'snot far,” Emmanud sad. "The guilty should be punished.”

"Why?' Zinasad.

"Because it isthelaw," Emmanud sad.

"Then there is no hope for the guilty.”

Emmanuel said, "They deserve no hope.”

"What if everyoneis guilty?"

He had not thought of that. "What does the Beside-Helper's bill of particulars list?" he asked.

"It is blank," Zina sad. "A perfectly white piece of paper. A document on which nothing is
inscribed.”

"The retributive machinery could not process that."

Zina said, "It would process it. It would imagine thet it had received a compilation of a totaly
spotless person.

"But it couldn't act. It would have no input data."

"That's the whole point.”

"Then the machinery of justice has been bilked."

"Bilked out of avictim," Zina said." 'Is that not to be desired? Should there be victims? What is
ganed if there is an unending processon of victims? Does that right the wrongs they have
committed?'

"No," he sad.
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"Theidea," Zinasad, "isto feed mercy into the circuit. The Beside-Helper is an amicus curiag, a
friend of the court. He advises the court, by its permission, that the case before it congtitutes an
exception. The generd rule of punishment does not apply.”

"And he does this for everyone? Every guilty person?'

"For every guilty person who accepts his offer of advocacy and help.”

"But then you'd have an endless procession of exceptions. Because no guilty person in his right
mind would rgect such an offer; every single guilty person would wish to be judged as an exception,
as acase involving mitigeting circumstances.”

Zina said, '‘But the person would have to accept the fact that he was, on his own, guilty. He
could of course wager that he was innocent, in which case he would not need the advocacy of the
Beside-Helper."

After a moment of pondering. Emmanue said, That would be a foolish choice. He might be
wrong. And he loses nothing by accepting the assistance of the Beside-Helper."

In practice, however,' Zina said, most souls about to be judged reject the offer of advocacy by
the Beside-Helper."

'On what basis?' He could not fathom their reasoning.

Zinasad, 'On the basis that they are sure they are innocent. To receive this help the person must
go with the pessmigtic assumption that he is guilty, even though his own assessment of himsdf is one
of innocence. The truly innocent need no Beside- Helper, just as the physicaly hedthy need no
physician. In aStuation of this kind the optimistic assumption is perilous. It's the bail-out theorem that
little creatures employ when they construct a burrow. If they are wise they build a second exit to their
burrow, operating on the pessmigtic assumption that the first one will be found by a predator. All
crestures who did not use their theorem are no longer with us.”

Emmanud sad, It is degrading to aman that he must consder himsdlf snful.”

'It's degrading to a gopher to have to admit that his burrow may not be perfectly built, that a
predator may find it."

"You are taking about an adversary Situation. Is divine justice an adversary Stuation? Isthere a
prosecutor?"

'Yes, there is a prosecutor of man in the divine court: it is Satan. There is the Advocate who
defends the accused human. and Satan who impugns and indicts him. The Advocate, slanding beside
the man, defends him and spesks for him: Satan, confronting the man, accuses him. Would you wish
man to have an accuser and not a defender? Would that seem just'?!

"But innocence must be presumed.”

The girl's eyes gleamed. "Precisdly the point made by the Advocate in each trid that takes place.
Hence he subgtitutes his own blameess record for that of his dient, and judtifies the man by
surrogation.”

"Are you this Besde-Helper'?' Emmanuel asked.

"No," she sad. "He is a far more puzzling figure than 1. If you are having difficulty with me, in
determining-"

"l am," Emmanud sad.

He is alatecomer into thisworld,” Zinasaid. "Not found in

earlier aeons. He represents an evolution in the divine drategy. One by which the primordid
damage is repaired. One of many, but a main one. Will | ever encounter him?* You will not be
judged,” Zinasad. "So perhaps not. But dl
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humans will see him standing by the busy road, offering his hep. Offering it in time-before the
person starts across the sifting bridge and is judged. The Beside-Helper's intervention aways comes
intime. It is part of his nature to be there soon enough.” Emmanud said, "I would like to meet him."

Follow the trave pattern of any human,” Zina sad, "and you will arrive & the point where that
human encounters him. That is how | know about him. |, too, am not judged." She pointed to the
date that she had given him. "AsK it for more information about the Besde-Helper.”

The date read:

TO CALL

"Isthat all you can tdl me?' Emmanud asked it.

A new word formed, a Greek word:

PARAKALEIN

He wondered about this, wondered grestly, at this new entity who had come into theworld . . .
who could be called on by those in need, those who stood in danger of negative judgment. It was
one more of the mygteries presented to him by Zina. There had been so many, now. He enjoyed
them. But he was puzzled.

To cdl to ad: parakaein. Strange, he thought. The world evolves even asit fals more and more.
There are two distinct movements: the faling, and then, a the same time, the upwardrisng work of
repair. Antitheticd movements, in the form of a didectic of al cregtion and the powers contending
behind it.

Suppose Zina beckoned to the parts that fell? Beckoned them, seductively, to fdl farther. About
this he could not yet tell.
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CHAPTER 11

Reaching out, Herb Asher took the boy in hisarms. He hugged him tight.

"And thisis Zina," Elias Tate sad. "Emmanud's friend." He took the girl by the hand and led her
to Herb Asher. "She's alittle older than Manny.™

"Hello," Herb Asher said. But he did not care about her; he wanted to look at Rybys's son.

Ten years, he thought. This child has grown while | dreamed and dreamed, thinking | was dive
when in fact | was not.

Elias sad, "She helps him. She teaches him. More than the school does. Morethan | do.”

Looking toward the girl Herb Asher saw a beautiful pale heart-shaped face with eyes that
danced with light. What a pretty child, he thought, and turned back to Rybyss son. But then, struck
by something, he looked once more at the girl.

Mischief showed on her face. Especidly in her eyes. Yes, he thought; there is something in her
eyes. A kind of knowledge.

"They've been together four years now," Elias said. "She gave him a high-technology date. It's
some kind of advanced computer termind. It asks him questions-poses questions to him and gives
him hints. Right, Manny?"

Emmanud sad, "Hello, Herb Asher." He seemed solemn and subdued, in contrast to the girl.

"Hdlo," he said to Emmanuel. "How much you look like your mother."

"In thet crucible we grow," Emmanud sad, crypticdly. He did not amplify.

"Are-" Herb did not know whét to say. "Is everything dl right?"

"Yes" The boy nodded.

"Y ou have a heavy burden on you," Herb said.

"The date playstricks," Emmanud sad.

Therewas sllence.

"What'swrong?' Herb said to Elias.

To the boy, Elias said, "Something iswrong, isnt it?'

"While my mother died," Emmanud sad, gazing fixedly a Herb Asher, "you ligened to an
illuson. She does not exig, that image. Y our Fox is a phantasm, nothing else.”

"That was along time ago," Herb said.

"The phantasam iswith usin the world,” Emmanud sad.

"That's not my problem," Herb said.

Emmanud sad, "But it is mine. | mean to solve it. Not now but & the proper time. You fell
adeep, Herb Asher, because a voice told you to fal adeep. This world here, this planet, dl of it, dl
its people-everything here deeps. | have watched it for ten years and there is nothing good | can say
about it. What you did it does, what you were it is. Maybe you ill deep. Do you deep, Herb
Asher? You dreamed about my mother while you lay in cryonic suspension. | tapped your dreams.
From them | learned a lot about her. | am as much her as | an mysdf. As| told her, shelivesonin
me and as me; | have made her deathless-your wife is here, not back in that littered dome. Do you
redize that? Look a me and you see Rybys whom you ignored.”

Herb Asher said, "I-"

"There is nothing for you to tel me" Emmanud said. "'l read your heart, not your words. | knew
you then and | know you now. Herbert, Herbert,' | cdled to you. | summoned you back to life, for
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you helped me. And when you ignored her you ignored me. Thus says your God."

Reaching out, Elias put his arm around Herb Asher, to reassure him.

"I will dways spesk the truth to you, Herb Asher,” the boy continued. "There is no decelt in
God. | want you to live. I made you live once before, when you lay in psychologicad death. God
does not dedire any living thing's death; God takes no ddight in nonexistence. Do you know what
God is, Herb Asher? God is He Who causes to be. Put another way, if you seek the basis of being
that underlies everything you will surely find God. Y ou can work back to God from the phenomend
universe, or you can move from the Creetor to the phenomena universe. Each implies the other. The
Creator would not be the Cregtor if there were no universe, and the universe would cease to be if
the Creator did not sustain it. The Creator does not exist prior to the universe in time; he does not
exig intime a dl. God creetes the universe congantly; he is with it, not above or behind it. Thisis
impossible to understand for you because you are a cregted thing and exigt in time. But eventudly
you will return to your Creator and then you will again no longer exist in time. Y ou are the breath of
your Crestor, and as he breathes in and out, you live. Remember that, for that sums up everything
that you need to know about your God. There is first an exhaation from God, on the part of al
cregtion; and then, at a certain point, it sartsits journey back, itsinhaation. This cycle never ceases.
Y ou leave me; you are away from me; you start back; you rejoin me. You and everything ese. Itisa
process, an event. It is an activity -my activity. It is the rhythm of my own being, and it sustains you
al."

Amazing, Herb Asher thought. A ten-year-old boy. Her son spesking this.

"Emmanuel," the girl Zinasaid, "you are ponderous.”

Smiling a her the boy said, "Games, then? Would that be better? There are events ahead that |
must shape. | must arouse fire that burns, that sears. Scripture says.

For Heislike arefiner'sfire,

And Scripture also says.
And who can abide the day of His coming?

| say, however, that it will be more than this; | say:

The day comes, glowing like afurnace; al the arrogant and the evil-doers shal be chaff, and that
day when it comes shdl set them ablaze; it shdl leave them neither root nor branch.

What do you say to that, Herb Asher?' Emmanud gazed at him intently, awaiting his response.

Zinasad:

But for you who fear my name, the sun of righteousness shdl rise with heding in hiswings.

"That istrue”" Emmanue sad. In alow voice Eliss said:

And you shal bresk loose like caves rd eased from the .

"Yes," Emmanud said. He nodded.

Herb Asher, returning the boy's gaze, said, "l am afraid. | redly am." He was glad of the arm
around him, the resssuring arm of Elias.

In areasonable tone of voice, amild tone, Zina said, "He won't do al those terrible things. That's
to scare people.”

"Zind" Elisssad.

Laughing, shesad, "It'strue. Ask him."

"You will not put the Lord your God to the test,” Emmanue said.

"I'm not afraid,” Zinasad quietly.

Emmanud, to her, said:

| will bregk you, like arod of iron.
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| shdl dash you, in pieces,

Like a potter's vess.

"No," Zina said. To Herb Asher she said, "There is nothing to fear. It's a manner of talking, no
more. Come to meif you get scared and | will converse with you."

"That istrue," Emmanud sad. "If you are seized and taken down into the prison she will go with
you. She will never leave you." An unhappy expresson crossed his face; suddenly he was, again, a
ten-year-old boy. "But-"

"What isit?' Elias sad.

"I will not say now," Emmanud said, spesking with difficulty. Herb Asher, to his disbelief, saw
tearsin the boy's eyes. "Perhaps | will never say it. She knowswhat | mean.”

"Yes" Zina said, and she smiled. Mischief lay in her amile, or S0 it seemed to Herb Asher. It
puzzled him. He did not understand the invisible transaction taking place between Rybyss son and
the girl. It troubled him, and his fear became greeter. His sense of degp unease.

The four of them had dinner together that night.

"Where do you live?' Herb Asher asked the girl. "Do you have afamily? Parents?"

"Technicdly I'm award of the government school we go to," Zina said. "But for dl intents and
purposes I'm in Elias's custody now. He's in the process of becoming my guardian.”

Elias, eating, paying atention to his plate of food, said, "We are a family, the three of us. And
now you aso, Herb."

"I may go back to my dome," Herb said. "In the CY 30- CY30B system.”

Staring a him, Elias halted in his eating, forkful of food raised. "Why?"

"I'm uncomfortable here," Herb said. He had not worked it out; his fedings remained vague. But
they were intense fedings. "It's oppressive here. Thereé's more of a sense of freedom out there.”

"Freedom to lie in your bunk ligtening to Linda Fox?' Elias said.

"No." He shook his head.

Zina sad, "Emmanud, you scare nim with your tak about afflicting the Earth with fire. He
remembers the plaguesin the Bible. What happened with Egypt."

"l want to go home," Herb said, smply.

Emmanud sad, "You miss Rybys."

"Yes" That wastrue.

"She isn't there" Emmanud reminded him. He ae dowly, somberly, bite after bite. Asif, Herb
thought, eating was for him a solemn ritua. A matter of consuming something sanctified.

"Can't you bring her back?" he said to Emmanuél.

The boy did not respond. He continued to eat.

"No answer?' Herb said, with bitterness.

"I am not here for that,” Emmanud sad. "She understood. It is not important that you
understand, but it was important that she know. And | caused her to know. You remember; you
were there on that day, the day | told her what lay ahead.”

"Okay," Herb said.

"She lives dsewhere now," Emmanud said. Y ou-"

"Okay," he repeated, with anger, enormous anger.

To him, Emmanud said, spesking dowly and quietly, his face cam, "You do not grasp the
Stuation, Herbert. It is not a good universe that | drive for, nor a just one, nor a pretty one; the



e

exigence of the universeitsdf is a stake. Find victory for Belid does not mean imprisonment for the
human race, continued davery, but nonexistence; without me, there is nothing, not even Bdlia, whom
| created.”

"Eat your dinner,” Zinasaid in agentle voice.

"The power of evil,” Emmanud continued, "is the ceasing of redity, the ceasing of existence
itsdlf. 1t is the dow dipping away of everything thet is, until it becomes, like Linda Fox, a phantasm.
That process has begun. It began with the prima fdl. Part of the cosmos fell away. The Godhead
itsdlf suffered acrigs, can you fathom that, Herb Asher? A crissin the Ground of Being? What does
that convey to you? The possibility of the Godhead ceasing-does it convey that to you? Because the
God-head is al that stands between-" He broke off. "You can't even imagine it. No creature can
imagine nonbeing, especidly its own nonbeing. | must guarantee being, dl being. Induding yours.
Herb Asher said nothing.

"A war is coming,” Emmanud said. "We will choose our ground. It will be for us, the two of us,
Beid and me, atable, on which we play. Over which we wager the universe, the being of being as
such. | initiate this find part of the ages of war; | have advanced into Belid's territory, his home. |
have moved forward to meet him, not the other way around. Time will tdl if it wasawiseidea"

"Can't you foresee the results?' Herb said.

Emmanud regarded him. Silently.

"You can," Herb said. You know what the outcome will be, he redized. You know now; you
knew when you entered Rybyss womb. Y ou knew from the beginning of creation-before cregtion, in
fact; before auniverse existed.

"They will play by rules” Zinasaid. "Rules agreed on."

"Then," Herb said, "that's why Belid has not attacked you. That's why you've been adle to live
here and grow up-for ten years. He knows you're here-"

"Does he know?' Emmanud sad.

Slence

"l havent told him," Emmanud sad. "It is not my burden. He must find out for himself. | do not
mean the government. | mean the power that truly rules, in comparison to which the government, al
governments, are shadows.”

"Hell tel him when he'sready,” Zina said. "Good and resdy."

Herb said, "Are you good and ready, Emmanud?"

Theboy smiled. A child's amile, a shift away from the stern countenance of a moment before. He
sad nothing. A game, Herb Asher redized. A child's game!

Seaing this he trembled.

Zinasad:

Timeisachild a play, playing draughts;, a child's is the kingdom.

" What isthat?' Elias sad.

It is not from Judaism,” Zina said obscurdly. She did not amplify.

The part of him that derives from his mother, Herb Asher redized, is ten years old. And the part
of him that is Yah has no age it is infinity itsdf. A compound of the very young and the timeless
precisely what Zinain her arcane quote had stated.

Perhaps this was not unique. this mixture. Someone had noted it before: noted it and declared it
in words.

"You venture into Belids redm,” Zina said to Emmanud as she ate, "but would you have the
courage to venture into my realm?”



Wha redm is that?' Emmanud said. Elias Tate sared a the girl, and, equdly puzzled, Herb
Asher regarded her. But Emmanud seemed to understand her; he showed no surprise. Depite his
question, Herb Asher thought, he knows-knows aready.

Zinasaid, Where | am not as you see me now.

An intervd of slence passed, as Emmanud pondered. He did not answer: he sat as if
withdrawn, as if his mind had moved far away. Skimming countless worlds, Herb Asher thought.
How grange thisis. What are they talking about?

Emmanud said dowly and carefully, | have a dreadful land to dedl with, Zina. | have no time'!’

A think you are apprehensive,” Zina said. She turned to her dice of gpple pie and mound of ice
cream.

Emmanud sad.

"Come, then," she said, and, dl at once, the color and fire, the mischief and delight, showed in
her dark eyes. 1 challenge you," she said. Here." She reached out her hand to the boy.

My psychopomp,” Emmanud said somberly.

"Yes, I'll beyour guide

Y ou would lead the Lord your God?'

"I would like to show you where the bells come from. The land out of which their sounds come.
Wheat do you say?' He said, | will go.”

"What are you two taking about?' Elias said, with gpprehenson. "Manny, what is this? What
does she mean? She's not taking you anywhere that | don't know about.”

Emmanud glanced a him.

"You have much to do," Elias said.

"There is no redm,” Emmanue sad, "where | am not. If it is a genuine place and not fancy. Is
your redlm fancy, Zina?' "No," shesad. "It isred." "Whereisit?' Elisssad. Zinasad, "It ishere”

'Here€?' Elias said. "What do you mean? | see what's here; hereis here.”

"Sheisright,” Emmanued said. "The soul of God," he said to Zing, "follows you."

"And trusts me?"

"Thisis agame" Emmanud sad. "Everything is a game for you. | will play the game. | can do
that. | will play and come back. Back to thisream.”

Zinasad, "Do you find thisredm so vauable to you?'

"It is a dreadful place)” Emmanud said. "Buit it is here that | must act on that great and terrible
day."

"Pogtpone that day,” Zinasaid. "l will postpone it; 1 will show you the bells that you hear, and as
aresult that day will-" She broke off.

"It will ill come" Emmanud said. "It is foreordained.”

"Then we shdl play now," Zina sad crypticdly. Both Herb and Elias remained puzzled; Herb
Asher thought, Each of them knows what the other means, but | don't. Where is shetaking himiif itis
here? We are here now.

Emmanue said, "The Secret Commonwedlth.”

"Damn it, no!" Elias exclamed, and hurled his cup across the room; it shattered againg the far
wall, in many little pieces. "Manny-I have heard of that place!™

"What isit?' Herb Asher said, astonished at the old man'sfury.

Zina said camly, "That's the correct term. 'Of a middle nature betwixt man and angdl,’ " she
quoted.

"You are being piped away!" Elias said furioudy; leaning forward he saized hold of the boy with
his great hands.
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"That is0," Emmanud said.

"Y ou know where sheis taking you?" Elias said. "Y ou do know. Y ou have no fear, Manny; that
isamigtake. You should be afraid.” To Zinahe said, "Get out of here! | did not know what you are.”
With violence and dismay he regarded her, his lips working. "I did not know you; | didn't
understand.”

"Hedid," Zinasad. "Emmanuel knew. The daetold him."

"Let usfinish our med," Emmanud said, "and then, Zina, | will go with you." He resumed egting
in his methodica way, his face impassve. "I have a surprise for you, Zing," he said.

"What?' shesad. "What isit?"

"Something that you do not know." Emmanud paused in his eating. "This was foreordained, from
the gart. | saw it before the universe was. My journey into your land.”

"Then you know how it will end,” Zina said. For the first time she seemed hegitant; she faltered.
"| forget sometimes that you know everything."

"Not everything. Because of my brain damage, the accident. It has become a random variable,
introducing chance."

"God plays at dice?' Zina said; she raised an eyebrow.

"If necessary,” Emmanud said. "If thereis no other way."

"You planned this" Zina sad. "Or did you? | cant make it out. You are impaired; you may not
have known... You are usng atactic on me, Emmanud." She laughed. "Very good. | can't be sure.
Extremey good; | congratulate you."

Emmanud sad, "You must go through with it not knowing if | planned it out or not. So | have
the advantage.”

She shrugged. But it seemed to Herb Asher that she had not regained her poise. Emmanued had
shaken her. He thought, And that is good.

"Don't abandon me, Lord," Elias said in atrembling voice. "Take me with you."

"Okay." The boy nodded.

"What am | supposed to do?' Herb Asher said.

"Come" Zinasad.

"The Secret Commonwedlth,' " Elias said. "l never believed it existed." He glowered at the girl,
baffled. "It doesn't exis; that's the whole point!"

"It exigs" she sad. "And here. Come with us, Mr. Asher. Y ou are welcome. But there | am not
as | am now. None of usis. Except you, Emmanue.”

To the boy, Elias sad, "Lord-"

"There is a doorway,” Emmanue said, "to her land. It can be found anywhere that the Golden
Proportion exigts. Isthat not true, Zina?!

"True" she sad.

"Based on the Fibonacci Congant,” Emmanud said. "A réio," he explained to Herb Asher.
"1:.618034. The ancient Greeks knew it as the Golden Section and as the Golden Rectangle. Their
architecture utilized it . . . for ingance, the Parthenon. For them it was a geometric modd, but
Fibonacci of Pisa, in the Middle Ages, developed it in terms of pure number."

"In this room adone" Zina said, "l count saverd doors. The rétio," she sad to Herb Asher, "is
that used in playing cards: three to five. It is found in snail shells and extragalactic nebulae, from the
pattern formation of the hair on your head to-"

"It pervades the universe,” Emmanue said, "from the microcosms to the macrocosm. It has been
cdled one of the names of God."
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Inasmall spare room of Eliass house Herb Asher prepared to bed down for the night. Standing
at the doorway in a heavy, somewhat rumpled robe, with greet dippers on hisfest, Eliassaid, "May |
talk with you?'

Herb nodded.

"She is taking him away," Elias said. He came into the room and seeted himsdlf. "You redize
that? It did not come from the direction we expected. | expected,”" he corrected himsdlf. His face
dark he sat clasping and unclasping his hands. "The enemy has taken a strange form.”

Chilled, Herb sad, "Bdlid?'

"l don't know, Herb. I've known the girl four years. | think a great dedl of her. In some ways |
love her. Even as much as | do Manny. She's been a good friend to him. Apparently he knew,
maybe not right off. . . but somewhere dong the line he figured it out. | checked; | used my computer
termina to research the word zina. 1t's Roumanian for fairy. Another world has found out Emmanud.
She approached him the first day at school. | see why, now. She was waiting. Expecting him. You
see?'

"Hence the mischief | seein her," Herb Asher said. He fdt weary. It had been along day.

Elias sad, "She will lead and lead, and he will follow. Follow knowingly, | think. He does
foresee. It's what's called a priori knowledge about the universe. Once, he foresaw everything. Not
anymore. It's strange, when you think about it, that he could foresee his own inability to foresee, his
forgetfulness. I'll have to trust in him, Herb; thereis no way-" He gestured. ™Y ou understand.”

"No one can tdl him what to do."

"Herb, | don't want to lose him."

"How can he belost?"

"There was a rupturing of the Godhead. A primordiad schism. That's the basis of it dl, the
trouble, these conditions here, Bdlid and the rest of it. A crisis that caused part of the Godhead to
fal; the Godhead split and some remained transcendent and some

became abased. Fell with cregtion, fell dong with the world. The Godhead has lost touch with a
part of itsdf."

"And it could fragment further?'

"Yes," Elias sad. "There could be another crigs. This may be that crigis. | don't know. | don't
even know if he knows. The human part of him, the part derived from Rybys, knows fear, but the
other half-that half knows no fear. For obvious reasons. Maybe that's not good.”

That night as he dept, Herb Asher dreamed that a woman was singing to him. She seemed to
be Linda Fox and yet she was not; he could see her and he saw terrible beauty, a wildness and light
and a sweet glowing face with eyes that shone a him lovingly. He and the woman were in acar and
the woman drove; he smply watched her, marveling at her beauty. She sang:

Y ou have to put your dipperson

To wak toward the dawn.

But he did not have to walk, because the lovely woman was taking him there. She wore awhite
gown and in her tumbled hair he saw a crown. She was a very young woman, but a woman
nonetheless-nat, like Zina, a child.



When he awoke the next morning the beauty of the woman and her snging haunted him; he
could not forget it. He thought, She is more attractive than the Fox. | wouldn't have believed it. |
would prefer her. Who is she?

"Good morning,” Zina said, on her way to the bathroom to brush her teeth. He noticed that she
wore dippers. But so, too, did Elias when he gppeared. What does it mean? Herb asked himsdlf.

He did not know the answer.



CHAPTER 12

You dance and sng dl night.” Emmanue said. He thought. And it is beautiful. Show mé" he sad.
"Then we shdl begin." Zinasad

He sat under pam trees and knew that he had entered the Garden, but it was the garden he
himsdlf hed fashioned at the beginning of creation; she had not brought him to her redm. Thiswas his
own realm restored.

Buildings and vehicles, but the people did not hurry. They sat here and there enjoying the sun.
One young woman had unbuttoned her blouse, and her breasts shone with perspiration; the sun
radiated down hot and bright.

"No," he sad, "thisis not the Commonwedth."

"l took you the wrong way," Zina said. ‘But it doesn't matter. There is nothing wrong with this
place, isthere? Doesit lack? Y ou know it doesn't lack; it is Paradise."

| madeit so,' he said.

All right," Zinasad. "Thisis the Paradise that you created and | will show you something better.
Come." She reached out and took him by the hand. "That savings and loan building has the Golden
Rectangle doorway. We can enter there; it is as good as any.” Holding him by the hand she led him
to the corner waited for the light to change, and then, together, they made their way down the
sidewdk, past the resting people, to the savings and loan office. Pausing on the steps Emmanud said,
"I-" "This is the doorway,” she said, and led him up the steps. "Your redm ends here and mine
begins. From now on the laws are mine" Her grip on his hand tightened. "So be it," he sad, and
continued on.

The robot teller said, "Do you have your passbook, Ms. Pallas?’

"In my pure" Besdde Emmanud the young woman opened her mail-pouch leather purse
fumbled among keys, cosmetics, letters, assorted vauables, until her quick fingers found the
passbook. "I want to draw out-well, how much do | have?'

"Y our balance appears in your passhbook,” the robot teller said in its dispassionate voice.

"Yes' she agreed. Opening the passbook she scrutinized the figures, then took awithdrawa dip
and filled it out.

"You are closing your account?' the robot teller said, as she presented it with the passbook and
dip.

"That'sright."

"Has our service not been-"

"It's none of your damn business why I'm dosing my account,” she said. Resting her sharp
elbows on the counter she rocked back and forth. Emmanuel saw that she wore high hedls. Now she
had become older. She wore a cotton print top and jeans, and her hair pulled back with a comb.
Also, he saw, she wore sunglasses. She smiled a him.

He said to himself, She has dready changed.



Presently they stood on the roof parking lot of the savings and loan building; Zina fumbled in her
purse for her flycar keys.

"It'sanice day,” shesad. "Get in: I'll unlock the door for you." She dipped in behind the whed
of the flycar and reached for the far door's handle.

"Thisisanice car," he said, and he thought, She reveds her domain by degrees. As shetook me
to my own garden-world first she now takes me stage by stage through the levels, the ascending
levels, of her own ream. She will strip the accretions avay one by one as we penetrate deeper. This,
now, is the surface only. This, he thought, is enchantment. Beware! "You like my car? It gets me to
work-" He said, breaking in harshly, "You lie, Zinal"

"What do you mean?' The flycar rose up into the warm midday sky, joining the normal treffic.
But her samile gave her away. "It'sabeginning,” she sad. "'l don't want to gartle you.

"Here," hesad, "in thisworld you are not a child. That was aform you took, a pose.

"Thisismy red shape. Honest."

"Zina, you have no red shape. | know you. For you any shape is possible. Whichever shape
gppedls to you at the moment. Y ou go from moment to moment, like a soap bubble.”

Turning toward him, but gtill watching where she drove, Zina said, "You are in my world now,
Y ah. Teke care."

"| can burst your world."

"It will Smply return. It is everywhere aways. We have not gone away from where we were-
back there a few miles is the school that you and | attend; back there in the house Elias and Herb
Asher are discussing what to do. Spacidly thisis not another place and you know that."

"But," he sad, "you make the laws here."

"Bdid isnot here" she said.

That surprised him. He had not foreseen that, and, redlizing that he had not foreseen it he knew
that he had not truly foreseen the totd Stuation. To missasingle pat wasto missit dl.

"He never penetrated my realm,” Zina said as she negotiated her way through the sky traffic over
Washington, D.C. "He does not even know about it. Let's go over to the Tidal Basin and look at the
Japanese cherry trees, they're in bloom.”

"Arethey?' he sad; it seemed to him too early in the yeear.

"They are blooming now," Zina said, and steered her flycar toward the downtown center of the
cty.

"In your world," he said. He understood. "This is the spring," he said. He could see the leaves
and blossoms on the trees below them. The expanses of bright green.

"Roll your window down," she said. "It's not cold.”

He sad, "The warmth in the PAm Tree Garden-"

"Blagting, withering dry heat," she said. "Scorching the world and turning it into a desert. You
were dways partid to arid land. Listen to me, Yahweh. | will show you things you know nothing
about. Y ou have gone from the wastelands to a frozen landscape-methane crystals, with little domes
here and there, and stupid natives. Y ou know nothing!" Her eyes blazed. ™Y ou skulk in the badlands
and promise your people a refuge they never found. All your promises have failed-which is good,
because what you have promised them mogt is that you will curse them and afflict them and destroy
them. Now shut up. My time and my redm have come; thisis my world and it is springtime and the
ar does not wither the plants, nor do you. You will hurt no one here in my ream. Do you
understand?’

He sad, "Who are you?'

Laughing, she sad, "My nameis Zina Fairy."



" think-" Confused, he said, "Y ou-"

"Yahweh," the woman said, "you do not know who | am and you do not know where you are.
Isthis the Secret Commonwealth? Or have you been tricked?"

"You havetricked me" he said.

"l amyour guide," she said. "Asthe Sepher Y ezirah says

Comprehend this great wisdom, understand this knowledge, -  inquire into it and ponder it,
render it evident and leed the

Cresgtor back to Histhrone again.

"And that," she finished, "is what | will do. But it is by a route that you will not believe. It isa
route that you do not know. You will have to trust me; you will trust your guide as Dante trusted his
guide, through the redlms, up and up."

Hesad, "You are the Adversary.”

"Yes" Zinasad. "l am.”

But, he thought, that is not dl. It is not that Smple. You are complex, he redized, you who drive
this car. Paradox and contradictions, and, most of al, your love of games. Your desre to play. |
must think of it thet way, he redlized, as play.

"Il play," he agreed. "I am willing."

"Good." She nodded. "Could you get my cigarettes for me out of my purse? The traffic's getting
heavy; I'm going to have trouble finding a parking spot.”

He rummeaged in her purse. Futildly.

"Can't you find them? Keep looking; they're there."

"Y ou keep so many thingsin your purse” He found the pack of Sdems and held it toward her.

"God doesnt light a woman's cigarette?' She took the cigarette and pressed in the dashboard
lighter.

"What does aten-year-old boy know about that?' he said.

"Strange," she said. "I'm old enough to be your mother. And yet you are older than | am. There
is a paradox; you knew you would find paradoxes here. My realm abounds with them, as you were
just thinking. Do you want to go back, Yahweh? To the PAm Tree Garden? It is irred and you
know it. Until you inflict decisve defeat on your Adversary it will remain irred. That world is gone,
and is now amemory."

"You arethe Adversary,” he said, puzzled, "but you are not Belia."

"Bdid is in a cage a the Washington, D.C. z0o," Zina sad. "In my redm. As an example of
extraterredrid life-a deplorable example. A thing from Sirius, from the fourth planet in the Sirius
System. People stand around gaping a him in wonder."

He laughed.

"You think I'm joking. I'll take you to the zoo. I'll show you."

"l think you'e serious™ Agan he laughed; it delighted him. "The Evil One in a cage a the zoo-
what, with his own temperature and gravity and aimosphere, and imported food? An exatic life
form?'

"He's angry as hdll about it," Zinasad.

"I'm sure heis. What do you have planned for me, Zina?'

She said, soberly, "The truth, Y ahweh. | will show you the truth before you leave here. | would
not cage the Lord our God. You are free to roam my land; you are free here, Yahweh, entirdly. |
give you my word."

"Vapors" he said. "The bond of azina"
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After some difficulty she found a dot in which to park her flycar. "Okay," she said. "Let's sroll
around looking &t the cherry blossoms. Y ahweh; their color is mine, their pink. That is my halmark.
When that pink light is seen, | am near."

"l know that pink," he said. "It is the human phosphene response to full-spectrum white, to pure
sunlight.”

As she locked up the flycar she said, " See the people.”

He looked about him. And saw no one. The trees, heavy with blossoms, lined the Tidd Basinin
agreat semicircle. But, despite the parked cars, no persons waked anywhere.

"Thenthisisafraud," he sad.

Zinasaid, "You are here, Yahweh, so that | can postpone your great and terrible day. | do not
want to see the world scourged. | want you to see what you do not see. Only the two of us are here;
we are done. Gradudly | will unfold my redm to you, and, when | am done, you will withdraw your
curse on the world. | have watched you for years, now. | have seen your didike of the human race
and your sense of its worthlessness. | say to you, It is not worthless; it is not worthy to die-as you
phrase it in your pompous fashion. The world is beautiful and | am beautiful and the cherry blossoms
are beautiful. The robot teller at the savings and loan-even it is beautiful. The power of Bdlid is mere
occlusion, hiding the real world, and if you attack the real world, as you have come to Earth to do,
then you will destroy beauty and kindness and charm. Remember the crushed dog dying in the ditch
a the sde of the road? Remember what you fet about him; remember what you knew him to be.
Remember the inscription that Elias composed for that dog and that dog's desth. Remember the
dignity of that dog, and a the same time remember that the dog was innocent. His death was
mandated by cruel necessity. A wrong and cruel necessity. The dog-"

"l know," he said.

"Y ou know what? That the dog was wrongly trested? That he was born to suffer unjust pain? It
is not Belid that dew the dog, it is you, Yahweh, the Lord of Hogs. Bdid did not bring death into
the world because there has aways been death; death goes back a billion years on this planet, and
what became of that dog -that is the fate of every creature you have made. Y ou cried over that dog,
did you not? | think at that point you understood, but now you have forgotten. If | were to remind
you of anything I would remind you of that dog and of how you fdt; | would want you to remember
how that dog showed you the Way. It isthe way of compassion, the most noble way of dl, and | do
not think you genuindy have that compassion, | redly don't. You are here to destroy Belid, your
adversary, not to emancipate mankind; you are here to wage war. Is that afit thing for you to do? |
wonder. Where is the peace that you promised man? Y ou have come with a sword and millions will
die it will be the dying dog multiplied millions of times. You cried for the dog, you cried for your
mother and even Belid, but | say, If you want to wipe away dl the tears, as it says in Scripture, go
away and leave this world because the evil of this world, what you cdl 'Bdlid’ and your ‘Adversary’
isaform of illuson. These are not bad people. Thisis not a bad world. Do not make war on it but
bring it flowers." Reaching, she broke off a sorig of cherry blossoms, she extended it to him, and,
reflexively, he accepted it.

"You are very persuasive,” he sad.

"Itismy job," she said. "I say these things because | know these things. Thereis no decet in you
and there is no deceit in me, but just as you curse, | play. Which of us has found the Way? For two
thousand years you have bided your time until you could dip back into Belid's fortress to overthrow
him. | suggest that you find something ese to do. Walk with me and we will see flowers. It is better.
And the world will progper as it dways has. This is the springtime. It is now that flowers grow, and
with me there is dancing aso, and the sound of bells. You heard the bells and you know that their



beauty is greater than the power of evil. In some ways their beauty is greater than your own power,
Y ahweh, Lord of Hosts. Do you not agree?’

'Magic," hesad. "A spdl.”

"Beauty is a pdl," she sad, "and war is redity. Do you want the sobriety of war or the
intoxication of what you see now, here in my world? We are done now, but later on people will
appear; | will repopulate my ream. But | want this moment to spesk to you plainly. Do you know
who | am? Y ou do not know who | am, but findly | will lead you step by step back to your throne,
you the Crestor, and then you will know who | am. You have guessed but you have not guessed
right. There are many guesses left for you-you who know everything. | am not Holy Wisdom and |
am not Dianag; | am not a zing; | am not Pdlas Athena. | am something ese. | am the soring queen
and yet | am not that either; these are, as you put it, vapors. What | am, what | truly am, you will
have to ferret out on your own. Now let'swalk."

They walked aong the path, by the water and the trees.

"We arefriends, you and |," Emmanuel said. "I tend to listen to you.”

"Then postpone your greet and terrible day. There is nothing good in degth by fire; it is the worst
death of dl. You are the solar heeat that destroys the crops. For four years we have been together,
you and |. | have watched as your memory returned and | have regretted its return. Y ou afflicted that
miserable woman who was your mother; you sickened your own mother whom you say you love,
whom you cried over. Ingead of making war againg evil, cure the dying dog in the ditch and wipe
away thereby your own tears. | hated to see you cry. You cried because you regained your own
nature and comprehended that nature. Y ou cried because you realized what you are.”

He said nothing.

"The ar smdlsgood," Zinasad.

"Yes" hesad.

"I will bring the people back," she said. "One by one, until they are al around us. Look at them
and when you see one whom you would day, tel me and | will banish that person once more. But
you must look at the person whom you would day-you must see in that person the crushed and
dying dog. Only then do you have the right to day that person; only when you cry are you entitled to
destroy. Y ou understand?”

"Enough,” he sad.

"Why didn't you cry over the dog before the car crushed him? Why did you wait until it was too
late? The dog accepted his Stuation but | do not. | advise you; | am your guide. | say, It is wrong
what you do. Ligen to me. Stop it!"

Hesad, "l have cometo lift their oppresson.”

"You are impaired. | know that; | know what happened in the Godhead, the origind crigs. It is
no secret to me. In this condition you seek to lift their oppression through a grest and terrible day. Is
that reasonable? |s that how you free the prisoners?!

"I must break the power of-"

"Where is that power? The government? Bulkowsky and Harms? They are idiots, they are a
joke. Would you kill them? The tdion law that you laid down; | say:

Y ou have learnt how it was said: Eye for eye and tooth for tooth. But | say thisto you: offer the
wicked man no resstance.

"You mug live by your own words; you must offer your Adversary Belid no resstance. In my
realm his power is not here; heis not here. What is hereis a sport in a cage at a public zoo. We feed
it and give it water and atmosphere and the right temperature; we try to make the thing as
comfortable as possible. In my realm we do not kill. Thereis, here, no gresat and terrible day, nor will



there ever be. Stay in my realm or make my realm your realm, but spare Bdlid; spare everyone. And
then you will not have to cry, and the tears will, as you promised, be wiped away.

Emmanue sad, "You are Chrig."

Laughing, Zinasad, "No, | am not."

"Y ou quote him." 'Even the devil can cite Scripture.”

Around them groups of people gppeared, in light, summery clothing. Men in their shirtdeeves,
women in frocks. And, he saw, al the children.

"The fary queen,” he said. "You beguile me. You lead me from the path with sparks of light,
dancing, singing, and the sound of bells; dways the sound of bells"

"The bells are blown by the wind," Zina said. "And the wind spesks the truth. Always. The
desert wind. You know that; | have watched you listen to the wind. The bells are the music of the
wind; ligen to them."

He heard, then, the fairy bells. They echoed digantly; many bells, smal ones, not church bells
but the bells of magic.

It was the most beautiful sound he had ever heard.

"l cannot, mysdlf, produce that sound,” he said to Zina. "How isit done?"

"By wakefulness," Zina said. "The bell-sounds wake you up. They rouse you from deep. You
roused Herb Asher from his deep by a crude introjection; | awaken by means of beauty.”

Gentle spring wind blew about them, the vapors of her redm.



CHAPTER 13

To himsdf Emmanud said, | am being poisoned. The vapors of her rellm poison me and vitiate
my will.

"You arewrong,” Zinasad.

"| fed lessstrong.”

"You fed lessindignation. Let's go and get Herb Asher. | want him with us. | will narrow down
the area of our game; | will arrange it especidly for him."

"In what way?'

"Wewill contest for him," Zinasaid. "Come." She beckoned to the boy to follow her.

In the cocktail lounge Herb Asher sat with a glass of Scotch and water in front of him. He had
been waiting an hour but the evening entertainment had not begun. The cocktail lounge was filled with
people. Congtant noise assalled his ears. But, for him, this was worth it, despite the rather large
cover charge.

Rybys, across from him, said, "l just don't understand what you seein her."

"She's going to go along way," Herb said, "if she gets any kind of a bregk at al." He wondered
if record company scouts came here to the Golden Hind. | hope s0, he said to himself.

"I'd liketo leave. | don't fed well. Could we go?'

"I'd prefer not to."

Rybys spped a her tal mixed drink fitfully. "So much noisg" she sad, her voice virtudly
inaudible.

Helooked at hiswatch. "It'samost nine. Her fird setisat nine”

"Who is she?' Rybys said.

"She's a new young singer,” Herb Asher said. "She's adapted the lute books of John Dowland
for-"

"Who's John Dowland? | never heard of him."

"L ate-axteenth-century England. Linda Fox has modernized his Iute songs, he was the firs
composer to write for solo voice; before that four or more people sang . . . the old madrigal form. |
can't explain it; you have to hear her."

"If shel's 0 good, why isn't sheon TV?' Rybys said.

Herb said, "Shewill be."

Lights on the stage began to glow. Three musicians legped up onto it and began fussng with the
audio system. Each had in his possession avibrolute.

A hand touched Herb Asher on the shoulder. "Hi."

Glancing up he saw a young woman whom he did not know. But, he thought, she seems to
know me. "I'm sorry-" he began.

"May we gt down?' The woman, pretty, wearing aflord print top and jeans, amail-pouch purse
over her shoulder, drew a chair back and seated herself beside Herb Asher. 'Sit down, Manny," she
said to asmall boy who stood awkwardly near the table. What a beautiful child, Herb Asher thought.
How did he get in here? There aren't supposed to be any minorsin here.

"Arethese friends of yours?' Rybys sad.
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The pretty, dark-haired young woman said, "Herb hasn't seen me since college. How are you,
Herb? Don't you recognize me?' She held out her hand to him, and, reflexively, he took it. And then,
as he shook her hand, he remembered her. They had been in school together, in a poly-sci course.

"Zina" he said, ddighted. "Zina Pdlas

"Thisis my little brother," Zina said, motioning the boy to st down. "Manny. Manny Pdlas" To
Rybys she said. "Herb hasn't changed a hit. | knew it was him when | saw him. You're here to see
Linda Fox? I've never heard her; they say she'sred good.”

"Very good," Herb said, pleased at her support.

"Hello, Mr. Asher," the boy said.

"Glad to meet you, Manny." He shook hands with the boy. "Thisis my wife, Rybys."

"So you two are married,” Zinasad. "Mind if | smoke?' Shelit acigarette. "l keep trying to quit
but when | quit | start egting alot and get asfat asapig.”

"Isyour purse genuine leather?' Rybys said, interested.

"Yes" Zinapased it over to her.

"I've never seen aleather purse before," Rybys said.

"There sheis," Herb Asher said. Linda Fox had appeared on the stage; the audience clapped.

"She looks like a pizzawaitress" Rybys said.

Zing, taking her purse back, sad, "If she's going to make it big she's going to have to lose some
weight. | mean, shelooks dl right, but-"

"What is this thing you have about weight?' Herb Asher said, irritated.

The boy, Manny, spoke up. "Herbert, Herbert."

"Yes?' He bent to hear.

"Remember,” the boy said.

Puzzled, he started to say Remember what? but then Linda Fox took hold of the microphone,
haf shut her eyes, and began to sing. She had a round face, and dmost a double chin, but her skin
was fair, and, most important to him of al, she had long eyelashes that flickered as she sang-they
fascinated him and he sat spellbound. Linda wore an extremey low-cut gown and even from where
he sat he could see the outline of her nipples; she had on no bra.

Shall | sue? shdl | seek for grace?

Shal | pray?shdl | prove?

Shdl | grive to a heavenly joy

With an earthly love?

Audibly, Rybys said, "I hate that song. | have heard her before.”

Severd people hissed at her to be quiet.

"Not by her, though,” Rybys said. "She isn't even origind. That song- She piped down, but she
was not happy.

When the song ended, and the audience had begun to clap, Herb Asher said to his wife, "You
never heard 'Shall | Sue' before. Nobody else sings it but Linda Fox."

"You just liketo gape a her nipples,” Rybys said.

To Herb Asher the little boy said, "Would you take me to the men's room, Mr. Asher?'

"Now?' he sad, dismayed. "Can't you wait until she's through singing?”

The boy said, "Now, Mr. Asher."

With reluctance he led Manny through the maze of tables to the doors at the rear of the lounge.
But before they had entered the men's room Manny stopped him.

"Y ou can see her better from here" Manny said.
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It was true. He was now much closer to the stage. He and the boy stood together in silence as
Linda Fox sang "Weep Y ou No More Sad Fountains.”

When the song ended, Manny said, "You don't remember, do you? She has enchanted you.
Wake up, Herbert Asher. You know mewell, and | know you. Linda Fox does not Sing her songs at
an obscure cocktail lounge in Hollywood; she is famous throughout the gdaxy. She is the most
important entertainer of this decade. The chief prelate and the procurator maximus invite her to-"

"She's going to sing again,” Herb Asher interrupted. He barely heard the boy's words and they
made no sense to him. A babbling boy, he thought, making it hard for me to hear Linda Fox. Just
what | need.

After the song had ended, Manny said, "Herbert, Herbert; do you want to meet her? Is that
what you want?'

"What?' he murmured, his eyes-his attention-fixed on Linda Fox. God, he thought; what a figure
she has. Shes practically faling out of her dress. He thought, | wish my wife was built like that." She
will come this way,” Manny said, "when she finishes. Stand here, Herb Asher, and she will pass
directly by you."

"You'rejoking," he sad.

"No," Manny said. "Y ou will have what you want most in theworld . . . that which you dreamed
of asyou lay on your bunk in your dome."

"What dome?' he said.

Manny said, " 'How you have falen from heaven, bright morning sar, felled-

"Y ou mean one of those colony-planet domes?' Herb Asher said.

"l can't make you ligen, can I”?" Manny said. "If | could say to you-"

"She is coming this way," Herb Asher said. "How did you know?' He moved a few steps
toward her. Linda Fox walked rapidly, with small steps, a gentle expression on her face.

"Thank you," she was saying to people who spoke to her. For amoment she stopped to give her
autograph to ablack youth nattily dressed.

Tapping Herb Asher on the shoulder a walitress said, "Y ou're going to have to take that boy out
of here, 9r; we can't have minorsin here.”

"Sorry," Herb Asher said.

"Right now," the waitress said.

"Okay," he said; he took Manny by the shoulder and, with unhappy reluctance, led him back
toward their table. And, as he turned away, he saw out of the corner of his eye the Fox pass by the
spot a which he and the boy had stood. Manny had been right. A few more seconds and he would
have been able to speak afew words to her. And, perhaps, she would have an swered.

Manny said, "It is her desire to trick you, Herb Asher. She offered it to you and took it away
again. If you want to meet Linda Fox | will seethat you do; | promise you. Remember this, because
it will come to pass. | will not see you cheated.”

"l don't know what you're talking about,” Herb said, "but if | could meet her-"

"You will," Manny sad.

"Youre a srange kid," Herb Asher sad. As they passed beow a light fixture he noticed
something that gartled him; he hdted and, taking hold of Manny, he moved him directly under the
light. You look like Rybys, he thought. For an instant a flash of memory jarred him; his mind seemed
to open up, asif vast gpaces, open spaces, a universe of stars, had flooded into it.

"Herbert," the boy said, "she is not redl. Linda Fox-she is a phantasm of yours. But | can make
her red; | confer being-it is| who makestheirred into theredl, and | can do it for you, with her."



"What happened?' Rybys said, when they reached the table. "Manny has to leave," Herb said to
ZinaPdlas. "Thewaitress said s0. | guess you'll have to go. Sorry."

Taking her purse and cigarettes, Zinarose. "I'm sorry; | guess| kept you from seeing the Fox."

"Let's go with them," Rybys said, also risng. "My head hurts, Herb; 1'd like to get out ofhere.”

Resigned, he said, "All right." Cheeted, he thought. That was what Manny had said. | will not see
you cheated. That is exactly what happened, he redized; | have been chesated this evening. Well,
some other time. It would be interesting to talk to her, maybe get her autograph. He thought, Close
up | could see that her eyelashes are fake. Chrigt, he thought; how depressing. Maybe her breasts
are fake, too. There're those pads they dip in. He felt disgppointed and unhappy and now he, too,
wanted to leave.

This evening didn't work out, he thought as he escorted Rybys, Zina and Manny from the club
onto the dark Hollywood street. | expected so much.. . and then he remembered what the boy had
said, the strange things, and the nanosecond ofjarred memory: scenes that gppeared in his mind so
briefly and yet so convincingly. Thisis not an ordinary child, he redized. And his resemblance to my
wife-l can see it now, as they stand together. He could be her son. Eerie. He shivered, even though
the air was warm.

Zinasad, "l fulfilled his wishes, | gave him what he dreamed of. All those months as he lay on
his bunk. With his 3-D posters of her, his tapes.”

"Y ou gave him nothing,” Emmanud said. "Y ou robbed him, in fact. Y ou took something away."

"She is a media product,” Zina sad. The two of them waked dowly adong the nocturnd
Hollywood sidewak, back to her fly-car. "That is no fault of mine. | can't be blamed if Linda Fox is
not real."

"Here in your ream that digtinction means nothing.”

"What can you give him?' Zina sad. "Only illness-his wifes illness And her desth in your
savice. Isyour gift better than ming?”

Emmanud sad, "I made him a promise and | do not lie" | shdl fulfill that promise, he sad to
himsdlf. In this redm or in my own redm; it doesn't matter because in either case | will make Linda
Fox red. That is the power | have, and it is not the power of enchantment; it is the most precious gift
of dl: redlity.

"What are you thinking?' Zinasad.

‘Better alive dog than a dead prince,’ "Manny said. "Who said that?"

"It isSmply common sense.

Zinasad, What is your meaning?'

"l mean that your enchantment gave him nothing and the redl world-"

"The red world," Zina said, "put him in cryonic sugpension for ten years. Isn't a beautiful dream
better than a crud redlity? Would you rather suffer in actudity than enjoy yoursdlf in the domain of-"
She paused.

"Intoxication,” he said. "That is what your domain congsts of; it is a drunken world. Drunken
with dancing and with joy. | say that the qudity of realness is more important than any other qudity,
because once reaness departs, there is nothing. A dream is nothing. | disagree with you; | say you
cheated Herbert Asher. | say you did a crud thing to him. | saw his reaction; | measured his
deiection. And | will makeit up to him."

"Y ou will make the Fox red."

"Isit your wager that | cant?’

"My wager,"” Zina sad, "is that it doesnt matter. Red or not she is worthless; you will have
achieved nothing."



"| accept the wager," he said.
'Shake my hand on it." She extended her hand.
They shook, standing there on the Hollywood sidewak under the glaring artificid light.

As they flew back to Washington, D.C. Zina sad, "In my redm many things are different.
Perhaps you would like to meet Party Chairman Nicholas Bulkowsky."

Emmanuel sad, "Is he not the procurator?”

"The Communist Party has not the world power that you are accustomed to. The term 'Scientific
Legate is not known. Nor is Fulton Statler Harms the chief prelate of the C.I.C., inasmuch as no
Chrigtian-Idamic Church exigts. Heis a cardina of the Roman Catholic Church; he does not control
the lives of millions"

"That isgood," Emmanue said.

"Then | have done wdl in my domain,” Zinasaid. "Do you agree? Because if you agree- "These
are good things" Emmanue said. "Tel me your objection.”

"Itisanilluson. In the red world both men hold world power; they jointly control the planet.”

Zinasad, "l will tel you something you do not understand. We have made changes in the pagt.
We saw to it that the C.I.C. and the SL. did not come into existence. The world you see here, my
world, is an aternate world to your own, and equaly red."

"l don't believe you," Emmanuel sad.

"There are many worlds."

He sad, "I am the generator of world, | and | done. No one else can create world. | am He
Who causesto be. You are not."

"Nonetheless"

"You do not understand,” Emmanud said. "There are many potentidities that do not become
actuaized. | sdlect from among the potentidities the ones | prefer and | bestow actudity onto them.”

"Then you have made poor choices. It would have been far better if the C.I.C. and the SL.
never came into being.”

"Y ou admit, then, that your world is not red? That it is aforgery?'

Zina hesitated. "It branched off at crucia points, due to our interference with the past. Cal it
magic if you want or cdl it technology; in any case we can enter retrotime and overrule mistakes in
higory. We have done that. In this dternate world Bulkowsky and Harms are minor figures-they
exigt, but not as they do in your world. It isachoice of worlds, equaly red."

"And Bdid," he said. "Bdid dtsin acage in a zoo and throngs of people, vast hordes of them,
gapea him."

"Correct."

"Lies" hesad. "It is wish fulfillment. Y ou cannot build a world on wishes. The bads of redity is
bleask because you cannot serve up obliging mock vigtas, you must adhere to what is possible: the
law of necessty. That is the underpinning of redlity: necessty. Whatever is, is because it must be;
because it can be no other way. It is not what it is because someone wishes it but because it has to
be-that and specificaly that, down to the most meager detail. | know this because | do this. You
have your job and | have mine, and | understand mine; | understand the law of necessity.”

Zina, after amoment, said:

The woods of Arcady are dead,
And over isther antique joy;
Of old the world on dreaming fed;
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Grey Truth is now her painted toy;
Yet ill she turns her restless head.

That isthefirst poem by Yeats" she finished.

'l know that poem,” Emmanud said. "It ends:

But ah! she dreams not now; dream thou!

For fair are poppies on the brow:

Dream, dream, for thisis also sooth.

'Sooth’ meaning 'truth,' "he explained.

"Y ou don't have to explain," Zinasaid. "And you disagree with the poem.”

"Gray truth is better than the dream,” he said. "That, too, is sooth. It is the find truth of dl, that
truth is better than any lie however blissful. | distrust thisworld becauseit istoo sweet. Your world is
too nice to be redl. Your world is a whim. When Herb Asher saw the Fox he saw deception, and
that deception lies at the heart of your world." And that deception, he said to himsdlf, iswhat | shall
undo.

| shall replaceit, he said to himsdlf, with the veridica. Which you do not understand.

The Fox as redity will be more acceptable to Herb Asher than any dream of the Fox. | know it;
| stake everything on this propostion. Here | stand or fall.

"Thet is correct,” Zinasad.

"Any seeming redity thet is obliging,” Emmeanud sad, "is something to suspect. The halmark of
the fraudulent is that it becomes what you would like it to be. | see that here. You would like
Nicholas Bulkowsky not to be a vadtly influentid man; you would like Fulton Harms to be a minor
figure, not part of higtory. Your world obliges you, and that givesit away for what it is. My world is
stubborn. It will not yield. A recalcitrant and implacable world isared world.”

"A world that murdersthose forced to liveiniit.”

"That is not the whole of it. My world is not that bad; there is much besides desth and painin it.
On Earth, the red Earth, there is beauty and joy and-" He broke off. He had been tricked. She had
won again.

"Then Earth isnot so bad,” she said. "It should not be scourged by fire. There is beauty and joy
and love and good people. Despite Belid's rule. | told you that and you disputed it, as we walked
among the Japanese cherry trees. What do you say now, Lord of Hogts, God of Abraham? Have
you not proved me right?"

He admitted, "Y ou are clever, Zina"

Her eyes sparkled and she smiled. "Then hold back the greet and terrible day that you spesk of
in Scripture. As| begged you to."

For the first time he sensed defeat. Enticed into speaking foolishly, he redized. How clever she
is, how shrewd.

"Asit saysin Scripture Zinasaid.

| am Wisdom, | bestow shrewdness and show the way to knowledge and prudence.

"But," he said, "you told me you are not Holy Wisdom. That you only pretended to be."

"It is up to you to discern who | am. You yoursdf must decipher my identity; | will not do it for
you."

"And in the meantime-tricks."

"Yes' Zinasad, "because it is through tricks thet you will learn.”

Staring at her he said, "Y ou are tricking me so that | wake! As| woke Herb Asher!”

"Perhaps.”



"Are you my disnhibiting imulus?' Staring fixedly a her he said in alow sern voice, "I think |
crested you to bring back my memory, to restore me to mysdf.”

"To lead you back to your throne," Zinasaid. "Did 17"

Zina, seering the flycar, said nothing.

"Ansver me" hesad.

"Perhgps” Zinasad.

"If | created you | can-"

"You crested dl things," Zina sad.

"l do not understand you. | cannot follow you. Y ou dance toward me and then away."

"But as | do S0, you awaken," Zina said.

"Yes" hesad. "And | reason back from that that you are the disinhibiting imulus which | st up
long ago, knowing as | did that my brain would be damaged and | would forget. You are
sysematicaly giving me back my identity, Zina. Then- | think | know who you are.”

Turning her head she sad, "Who?"

"l will not say. And you can't read it in my mind because | have suppressed it. | did so as soon
as| thought it." Because, he redlized, it istoo much for me; even me. | can't believeit.

They drove on, toward the Atlantic and Washington, D.C.
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CHAPTER 14

Herb Asher fdt himsdf engulfed by the profound impression that he had known the boy Manny
Pdlas a some other time, perhaps in another life. How many lives do we lead? he asked himsdlf.
Are we on tape? Is this some kind of areplay?

To Rybyshesad, "Thekid looked like you."

"Did he? | didn't notice"" Rybys, as usud, was atempting to make a dress from a pattern, and
screwing it up; pieces of fabric lay everywhere in the living room, dong with dirty dishes, overfilled
ashtrays and crumpled, stained magazines.

Herb decided to consult with his business partner, a middie- aged black named Elias Tate.
Together he and Tate had operated a retail audio sades store for severa years. Tate, however,
viewed thelr sore, Electronic Audio, as adddine his centrd interest in life was his missonary work.
Tate preached at a smal, out-of- the-way church, engaging a mostly black audience. His message,
aways, conssted of:

REPENT! THE KINGDOM OF GOD ISAT HAND!

It seemed to Herb Asher a strange preoccupation for a man o intelligent, but, in the fina
andysis, it was Tate's problem. They rarely discussed it.

Seated in the ligening room of the store, Herb said to his partner, "I met a striking and very
peculiar little boy last night, at a cocktail lounge in Hollywood."

Involved in assembling a new laser-tracking phono component, Tate murmured, "What were
you doing in Hollywood? Trying to get into pictures?

"Ligtening to a new singer named Linda Fox."

"Never heard of her."

Herb said, "She's sexy as hell and very good. She-"

"You're married.”

"l can dream," Herb said.

"Maybe you'd like to invite her to an autograph party at the store.”

"We're the wrong kind of store.”

"It'san audio store; she sings. That's audio. Or isn't she audible?!

"Asfar as| know she hasn't made any tapes or cut any records or been on TV. | happened to
hear her last month when | was a the Anaheim Trade Center audio exhibit. | told you you should
have come dong."

"Sexudity isthe maady of thisworld," Tate said. "Thisisalustful and demented planet.”

"And were dl going to hdl."

Tate sad, "l certainly hope so.

"You know you're out of step? You redly are. You have an ethica code that dates back to the
Dark Ages."

"Oh, long before that," Tate sad. He placed a disc on the turntable and started up the
component. On his 'scope the pattern appeared to be adequate but not perfect; Tate frowned.

"I dmost met her. | was s0 close; a matter of seconds. She's better [ooking up close than anyone
else | ever saw. You should see her. | know-I've got this intuition-that she's going to soar dl the way
to the top."

"Okay," Tate said, reasonably. "That's fine with me. Write her afan letter. Tl her.”

"Elias" Herb said, "the boy | met last night-he looked like Rybys."



The black man glanced up a him. "Redly?"

"If Rybys could collect her goddam scattered wits for one second she could have noticed. She
just can't goddam concentrate. She never looked at the boy. He could have been her son.”

"Maybe there's something you don't know."

"Lay off," Herb said.

Eliassad, "I'd like to see the boy."

"l fdt I'd known him before, in some other life. For a second it Sarted to come back to me and
then-" He gestured. "I logt it. | couldn't pin it down. And therewasmore.. . . asif | was remembering
awhole other world. Another life entirdy."

Elias ceased working. "Describeit.”

"You were older. And not black. You were a very old man in a robe. | wasn't on Earth; |
glimpsad a frozen landscape and it wasn't Terra Elias-could | be from another planet, and some
powerful agency laid down fase memories in my mind, over the real ones? And the boy-seeing the
boy-caused the real memories to begin to return? And | had the idea that Rybys was very ill. In fact,
about to die. And something about Immigration officias with guns.

"Immigration officers don't carry guns.

"And a ship. A long trip a very high speed. Urgency. And most of dl-a presence. An uncanny
presence. Not human. Maybe it was an extraterredtrid, the race I'm redlly a part of. From my home
planet.”

"Herb," Eliassad, "you are full of shit."

"l know. But just for a second | experienced dl that. And- listen to this"" He gestured excitedly.
"An accident. Our ship crashing into another ship. My body remembered; it remembered the
concussion, the trauma.”

"Go to ahypnothergpit,” Elias said, "get him to put you under, and remember. Y ou're obvioudy
aweird aien programmed to blow up the world. Y ou probably have a bomb insgde you.

Herb said, "That's not funny.”

"Okay; you're from some wise, super-advanced noble spiritua race and you were sent here to
enlighten mankind. To save us.

Ingtantly, in Herb Asher's mind, memories flicked on, and then flicked off again. Almost & once.

"What isit?" Elias asked, regarding him acutely.

"More memories. When you said that.”

After anintervd of dlence Eliassad, "1 wish you would read the Bible sometime.”

"It had something to do with the Bible," Herb said. "My misson.”

"Maybe you're a messenger,” Elias said. "Maybe you have a message to ddiver to the world.
From God."

"Stop kidding me."

Elias sad, "I'm not kidding. Not now." And agpparently that was s0; his dark face had turned
grim.

"What'swrong?' Herb said.

"Sometimes | think this planet is under a spdll," Elias sad. "We are adeep or in atrance, and
something causes us to see what it wants us to see and remember and think what it wants us to
remember and think. Which means we're whatever it wants us to be. Which in turn means that we
have no genuine exigence. Were at the mercy of some kind of whim."

"Strange," Herb Asher said.

His business partner said, "Yes. Very strange.”



At the end of the work day, as Herb Asher and his partner were preparing to close up the store
a young woman wearing a suede leather jacket, jeans, moccasins and ared silk scarf tied over her
hair camein. "Hi," she said to Herb, her hands thrust into the pockets of her jacket. "How are you?"'

"Zina" he said, pleased. And a voice ingde his head said, How did she find you? This is three
thousand miles away from Hollywood. Through an index of locations computer, probably. Still . . .
he sensed something not right. But it did not pertain to his nature to turn down avisit by a preity girl.

"Do you have time for acup of coffee?' she asked.

"Sure" he said. 170

Shortly, they sat facing each other across atable in a nearby restaurant.

Zing, girring cream and sugar into her coffee, said, "'l want to talk to you about Manny.”

"Why does he resemble my wife?' he said.

"Does he? | didnt notice. Manny feds very badly that he prevented you from meseting Linda
Fox."

"I'm not sure he did.”

"She was coming right at you."

" She was walking our way, but that doesn't prove | would have met her."

"He wants you to meet her. Herb, he fedsterrible guilt; he couldn't deep dl night.”

Puzzled, he said, "What does he propose?”

"That you write her afan letter. Explaining the Situation. He's convinced sheldd answer.

"It'snot likdly."

Zinasad quietly, "Y ou'd be doing Manny afavor. Even if she doesn't answer.

"I'd just as soon meet you, ' he said. And his words were weighed out carefully; weighed out
and measured.

"Oh?" She glanced up. What black eyes she had!

"Both of you," he said. "Y ou and your little brother."

"Manny has suffered brain damage. His mother was injured in a sky accident while she was
pregnant with him. He spent severd months in a synthowomb, but they didn't get him in the
synthowomb in time. So..." She tapped her fingers againgt the table. "He is impaired. He's been
attending a speciad school. Because of the neurologica damage he comes up with redly nuts idess.
Asan example-" She hestated. "Wdll, what the hdll. He says he's God."

"My partner should meet him, then," Herb Asher said.

"Ohno," she sad, vigoroudy shaking her head. "I don't want him to meet Elias.”

"How did you know about Elias?' he said, and again the peculiar warning sensation drifted
through him.

"| stopped at your apartment first and talked to Rybys. We

pent severd hours together; she mentioned the store and Elias. How else could | have found
your store? It's not listed under your name.”

"Eliasisinto reigion," he sad.

"That's what she told me; that's why | don't want Manny to meet him. They'd just jack each
other up higher and higher into theological moonshine.”

He answered, "1 find Elias very levelheaded.”

"Yes, and in many ways Manny is levelheaded. But you get two religious people together and
they just sort of- Y ou know. Endless talk about Jesus and the world coming to an end. The Battle of
Armageddon. The conflagration." She shivered. "It gives me the cregps. Hellfire and damnation.”
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"Eliasisinto that, dl right,” Herb said. It dmost seemed to him that she knew. Probably Rybys
had told her; that wasit.

"Herb," Zina sad, "will you do Manny the favor he wants? Will you write the Fox-" Her
expression changed.

‘The Fox,'" he said. "I wonder if that'll catch on. It'sanaturd.”

Continuing, Zina sad, "Will you write Linda Fox and say youd like to meet her? Ask her where
shelll be appearing; they set up those club dates well in advance. Tl her you own an audio store.
She's not well known; it isn't like some nationally famous star who gets baes of fan mail. Manny is
sure shell answer.”

"Of course | will," hesaid.

She smiled. And her dark eyes danced.

"No problem," he said. "I'll go back to the store and type it there. We can mall it off together."

From her mail-pouch purse, Zina brought out an envelope. "Manny wrote out the Ietter for you.
This is what he wants you to say. Change it if you want, but-don't change it too much. Manny
worked redl hard onit."

"Okay." He accepted the envelope from her. Rising, he said, "Let's go back to the shop.”

As he sat a his office typewriter transcribing Manny's letter to the Fox-as Zina had called her-
Zina paced about the closed- up shop, smoking vigoroudy.

"Isthere something | don't know?' he said. He sensed more to this; she seemed unusudly tense.

"Manny and | have a bet going,” Zina said. "It has to do with -well, basicdly, it has to do with
whether Linda Fox will answer or not. The bet is a little more complicated, but that's the thrust of it.
Doesthat bother you?"'

"No," he sad. "Which of you put down your money which way?'

She did not answer.

"Let it go," he said. He wondered why she had not responded, and why she was so tense about
it. What do they think will come of this? he asked himsdf. "Don't say anything to my wife," he said,
then, thinking some thoughts of his own.

He had, then, an intense intuition: that something rested on this, something important, with
dimensons that he could not fathom.

"Am | being s&t up?' he sad.

"In what way?'

"l don't know." He had finished typing; he pressed the key for print and the machine-a smart
typewriter-ingantly printed out his letter and dropped it in the receiving bin.

"My sgnature goeson it," he said.

"Yes. It'sfrom you."

He sgned the letter, typed out an envelope, from the address on Manny's copy . . . and
wondered, abruptly, how Zina and Manny had gotten hold of Linda Fox's home address. There it
was, on the boy's carefully written holographic letter. Not the Golden Hind but a resdence. In
Sherman Oaks.

Odd, he thought. Wouldn't her address be unlisted?

Maybe not. She wasn't well known, as had been repeatedly pointed out to him.

"l dont think shelll answer,” he said.

"WEell, then some silver pennies will change hands™"

Ingtantly he said, "Fairy land."

"What?' she said, startled.
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"A children's book. Silver Pennies. An old cdlassic. In it there's the statement, Y ou need a Silver
penny to get into fairy land.' "He had owned the book as a child.

She laughed. Nervoudy, or so it seemed to him.

"Zing" hesad, "l fed that something iswrong.”

"Nothing is wrong as far as | know." She deftly took the envelope from him. "I'll mall it," she
sad.

"Thank you," he said. "Will | see you again?'

"Of course you will." Leaning toward him she pursed her lips and kissed him on the mouth.

He looked around him and saw bamboo. But color moved through it, like St. EImo's fire. The
color, a shiny, gligening red, seemed dive. It collected here and there, and where it gathered it
formed words, or rather something like words. As if the world had become language.

What am | doing here? he wondered wildly. What happened? A minute ago | wasn't herel

The red, glistening fire, like visble dectricity, spelled out a message to him, digtributed through
the bamboo and children's swings and dry, stubby grass.

YOU SHALL LOVE THE LORD YOUR GOD WITH ALL YOUR HEART, WITH ALL
YOUR MIGHT, AND WITH ALL YOUR SOUL

"Yes'" he said. He fdt fright, but, because the liquid tongues of fire were so beautiful he felt
awed more than afraid; spellbound, he gazed about him. The fire moved; it came and it passed on; it
flowed this way and that; pools of it formed, and he knew he was seeing a living creature. Or rather
the blood of aliving cresture. The fire was living blood, but a magica blood, not physical blood but
blood transformed.

Reaching down, trembling, he touched the blood and felt a shock pass through him; and he
knew that the living blood had entered him. Immediately words formed in his mind.

BEWARE!

"Hep me" he said feehly.

Lifting his head he saw into infinite space; he saw reaches so vast that he could not comprehend
them-gpace stretching out forever, and himsdlf expanding with that space.

Oh my God, he said to himsdf; he shook violently. Blood and living words, and something
intelligent dose by, smulating the world, or the world smulating it; something camouflaged, an entity
that was aware of him. A beam of pink light blinded him; he felt dreadful pain in his head, and
clapped his hands to his eyes. | am blind! he redized. With the pain and the pink light came
understanding, an acute knowledge; he knew that Zina was not a human woman, and he knew,
further, that the boy Manny was not a human boy. This was not a red world he was in; he
understood that because the beam of pink light had told him that. This world was a smulation, and
something living and intelligent and sympathetic wanted him to know. Something cares about me and
it has penetrated this world to warn me, he redlized, and it is camouflaged as this world so that the
mester of thisworld, the lord of this unreal redlm, will not know; not know it is here and not know it
has told me. Thisis aterrible secret to know, he thought. | could be killed for knowing this. | am in
a FEAR NOT

"Okay," he said, and dill trembled. Words insde his head, knowledge insde his head. But he
remained blind, and the pain dso remained. "Who are you?' he said. "Tdl me your name.
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VALIS

"Whois'Vdis?' hesad.
THE LORD YOUR GOD

He said, "Don't hurt me."
BE NOT AFRAID, MAN

His sght began to clear. He removed his hands from before his eyes. Zina stood there, in her
suede leather jacket and jeans,; only a second had passed. She was moving back, after having kissed
him. Did she know? How could she know? Only he and Valis knew.

Hesad, "You areafairy.”

"A what?' She began to laugh.

"That information was trandferred to me. | know. | know everything. | remember CY30-
CY30B; | remember my dome. | remember Rybyss illness and the trip to Earth. The accident. |
remember that whole other world, the real world. It penetrated into this world and woke me up." He
stared at her, and, in return, Zina stared, fixedly, back.

"My name means fairy," Zina said, "but that doesnt make me a fairy. Emmanud means 'God
with us but that doesn't make him God."

Herb Asher said, "I remember Yah."

"Oh," she said. "Well. Goodness."

"Emmeanue isYah," Herb Asher said.

"I'm leaving," Zina said. Hands in her jacket pockets she waked rapidly to the front door of the
store, turned the key in the lock and disappeared outside; in an instant she was gone.

She hasthe letter, he redized. My |etter to the Fox.

Hurriedly he followed after her.

No sign of her. He peered in dl directions. Cars and people, but not Zina. She had gotten away.

She will mall it, he said to himsdlf. The bet between her and Emmanud; it involves me. They are
wagering over me, and the universe itself is at stake. Impossible. But the beam of pink light had told
him; it had conveyed dl that, ingtantly, without the passage of any time at dl.

Trembling, his head Hill aching, he returned to the store; he seated himsdlf and rubbed his aching
forehead.

She will involve me with the Fox, he redized. And out of that involvement, depending on which
way it goes, the structure of redlity will- He was not sure what it would do. But that was the issue:
the Structure of redlity itsdlf, the universe and every living cregtureinit.

It has to do with being, he thought to himself, knowing this because, and only because, of the
beam of pink light, which was aliving, eectrica blood, the blood of some immense meta-entity. Sain,
he thought. A German word; what does it mean? Das Nichts. The opposite of Sein. Sein equaed
being equaed exisence equaed a genuine universe. Das Nichts equaly nothing equaled the
smulation of the universe, the dream-which | am in now, he knew. The pink beam told me that.

| need a drink, he said to himself. Picking up the fone he dropped in the punchcard and was
immediately connected with his home. "Rybys," he said huskily, "I'l be late.”

"You're taking her out? That girl?" Hiswife's voice was brittle.

"No, goddam it," he said, and hung up the fone.
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God is the Guarantor of the universe, he redlized. That is the foundation of what | have been
told. Without God thereis nothing; it dl flows away and is gone.

Locking up the store he got into his flycar and turned on the motor.

Standing on the sdewak-aman. A familiar man, ablack. Middle-aged, well dressed.

"Eliad" Herb cdled. "What are you doing? Whet isit?"

"l came back to see if you were dl right." Elias Tate walked up to Herb's car. "You're totaly
pale."

"Get inthe car," Herb said.

Eliasgot in.
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CHAPTER 15

At the bar both men sat as they often sat; Elias, as dways, had a Coke with ice. He never
drank.

"Okay," he said, nodding. "There's nothing you can do to stop the letter. It's probably aready
mailed.”

"I'm apoker chip," Herb Asher said. "Between Zinaand Emmanud.”

"They're not betting as to whether Linda Fox will answer,” Elias sad. "They're betting on
something else.” He wadded up a bit of cardboard and dropped it into his Coke. "There isno way in
the world that you're going to be able to figure out what their wager is. The bamboo and the
children's swings. The stubble growing . . . | have aresdud memory of that mysdlf; | dream about it.
It'saschool. For kids. A specia schoal. | go therein my deep again and again.

"The red world," Herb said.

"Apparently. You've recongtructed a lot. Don't go around saying God told you this is a fake
universe, Herb. Don' tell anybody ese what you've told me.”

"Do you believe me?' "I believe you've had a very unusua and inexplicable experience, but |
don't believe this is an ersatiz world. It seems perfectly substantia.” He rapped on the plastic surface
of the table between them. "No, | don't beieve that; | don't believe in unred worlds. There is only
one cosmos and Jehovah God created it.

"I don't think anyone creates afake universe" Herb said, "since it isn't there.”

"But youre saying someone is causng us to see a universe that doesn't exist. Who is this
someone?"

He said, "Satan.”

Cocking his heed, Elias eyed him.

"It's a way of seeing the red world,” Herb said. "An occluded way. A dreamlike way. A
hypnotized, adegp way. The nature of world undergoes a perceptua change, actudly it is the
perceptions that change, not the world. The changeisin us.

‘The Ape of God," "Elias said. "A Medieva theory about the Devil. That he apes God's
legitimate creation with spurious interpolations of his own. That's redly an exceedingly sophisticated
idea, epigemologicaly spesking. Does it mean that parts of the world are spurious? Or that
sometimes the whole world is spurious? Or that there are plura worlds of which oneisred and the
others are not? |'s there essentidly one matrix world from which people derive differing perceptions?
So that the world you seeis not the world | see?!

"l just know," Herb said, "that | was caused to remember, made to remember, the real world.
My knowledge that this world here’-he tapped the table-' 'is based on that memory, not on my
experience of thisforgery. | an comparing; | have something to compare thisworld with. That isit."

"Couldn't the memories be fals=?'

"I know they are not."

"How do you know?'

"| trust the beam of pink light."

"Why?

"l don't know," he said.

"Because it said it was God? The agency of enchantment can say that. The demonic power."
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"Well see" Herb Asher said. He wondered once more what the wager was, what they
expected him to do.

Five days later a his home he received a long-distance person-to-person fone cal. On the
screen a dightly chubby femae face appeared, and a shy, bregthless voice said, "Mr. Asher? Thisis
Linda Fox. I'm cdling you from Cdifornia. | got your letter.”

His heart ceased to best; it dtilled within him. "Hello, Linda," he said. "Ms. Fox. | guess™ He felt
numbed.

"Il tel you why I'm cdling." She had a gentle voice, a rushing, excited voice; it was as if she
panted, timidly. "Firgt | want to thank you for your letter; I'm glad you like me-l mean my singing. Do
you like the Dowland? Is that a good idea?’

He sad, "Very good. | especidly like 'Weep Y ou No More Sad Fountains.' That's my favorite.”

"What | want to ask you-your letterhead; you're in the retail home audio system business. I'm
moving to an apartment in Manhattan in a month and | must get an audio system st up right away;
we have tapes we made out here on the West Coast that my producer will be sending me-l have to
be able to listen o them as they redly sound, on a redly good system.” Her long t lashes fluttered
apprehensively. "Could you fly to New York next week and give me an idea of what sort of sound
system you could ingdl? | don't care how much it codts, | won't be paying for it-l sgned with
Superba Records and they're going to pay for everything."

"Sure" he said.

"Or would it be better if | flew to Washington, D.C.?" she continued. "Whichever is better. It has
to be done quickly; they told me to stress that. Thisis so exciting for me; | just Sgned, and | have a
new manager. I'm going to be making video discs later on, but were starting with audio tapes now-
can you do it? | redly don't know who to ask. Therere alot of retail eectronics laces out here on
the West Coast but | don't know anyone on the

East Coast. | suppose | should be going to somebody in New Y ork, but Washington, D.C. isn't
very far, isit? | mean, you could get up there, couldn't you? Superba and my producer- he's with
them-will cover al your expenses.

"No problem,” he said.

"Okay. Wédl, herés my number in Sherman Oaks and I'll give you my Manhattan number; both
fone numbers. How did you know my Sherman Oaks address? The letter came directly to me. I'm
not supposed to be listed.”

"A friend. Somebody in the industry. Connections, you know. I'm in the busness”

"Y ou caught me at the Hind? The acoustics are peculiar there. Could you hear me dl right? You
look familiar; | think | saw you in the audience. Y ou were standing in the corner.”

"l hed alittle boy with me."

Linda Fox said, "'l did see you; you were looking & me-you had the most unusua expression. Is
he your son?"

"No," he said.

"Are you ready to write down these numbers?”'

She gave him her two fone numbers; he wrote them down shakily. "I'll put in a hell of an audio
system for you," he managed to say. "It's been a terrific treat talking to you. I'm convinced youre
going dl the way, dl the way to the top, to the top of the charts. Y ou're going to be listened to and
looked at al over the galaxy. | know it. Beieve me.

"You are S0 swest," Linda Fox sad. "l have to go, now. Thank you. OK? Goodbye. I'll be
expecting to hear from you. Don't forget. Thisis urgent; it has to be done. So many problems but-it's
exciting. Goodbye." She hung up.
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As he hung up the fone Herb Asher said doud, "I'll be god damned. | don't believeit.”

From behind him Rybys said, "She cdled you. She actualy foned you. That's quite something.
Areyou going to put in a system for her? It means"

"l don't mind flying to New York. I'll acquire the components up there; no need to transport
them from down here.”

"Do you think you should take Elias with you?"

"WEell see" he said, his mind clouded, buzzing with awe.

"Congraulations," Rybys sad. "I have ahunch | should go with you, but if you promise not to-"

"It's OK," he said, barely lisgtening to her. "The Fox," he said. "I taked to her. She cdled me.
Me."

"Didn't you tell me something about Zina and her little brother having some kind of bet? They
bet-one of them bet- she wouldn't answer your letter, and the other bet she would?"

"Yeah," he said. "Therés abet.” He did not care about the bet. | will see her, he said to himsdif.
I will vigt her new Manhat- tan gpartment, spend an evening with her. Clothes, | need new clothes.
Chrigt, | haveto look good.

"How much gear do you think you can unload on her?* Rybys sad.

Savagely, he sad, "It isn't aquestion of that.”

Shrinking back, Rybys said, "I'm sorry. | just meant-you know. How extensive a system; that's
al | meant."

"She will be getting the best system money can buy," he said. "Only the finest. What | would
want for mysdlf. Better than what I'd get for mysdlf.”

"Maybe thiswill be good publicity for the store.”

Heglared a her.

"What isit?' Rybyssad.

"The Fox," he said, smply. "It was the Fox cdling me on the fone. | can't beieveit.”

"Better cal Zinaand Emmanud and tdll them. | have their number.”

He thought, No. Thisis my business. Not theirs.

To Zina, Emmanud sad, "Thetimeis here. Now we will see which way it goes. Hell be flying to
New York shortly. It won't be long."

"Do you dready know what will happen?' Zina asked.

"What | want to know,” Emmeanud said, "isthis. Will you withdraw your world of empty dreams
if hefinds her-"

"He will find her worthless™ Zina said. "She is an empty fool, without wit, without wisdom; she
has no sense, and he will wak away from her because you cannot make something like that into
redity."

Emmanud sad, "We will see”

"Yes, weshdl," Zinasad. "A nonentity awaits Herb Asher. She looks up to him.”

There, precisely, Emmanuel declared in the recesses of his secret mind, you have made your
mistake. Herb Asher does not thrive on his adoration of her; it is mutudity thet is needed, and you
have handed me that. When you debased her here in your domain you accidentally imparted
Substance into her.

And this, he thought, because you do not know what substance is; it lies beyond you. But not,
he thought, beyond me. It is my domain.

"| think," he said, "you have dready logt."

With ddight, Zinasaid, "Y ou do not know what | play for! Y ou know neither me nor my goad™
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That may be s0, he reflected.
But I know mysdf; and-1 know my gods.

Wearing a fashionable suit, purchased at some considerable expense, Herb Asher boarded a
luxury-class commercid rocket for New York City. Briefcase in hand-it contained specs on al the
latest home audio systems finding their way onto the market -he sat gazing out the window as the
three-minute trip unrolled. The rocket began to descend amost at once.

Thisis the most wonderful moment in my life, he declared inwardly as the retrojets fired. Look at
me; | am right out of the pages of Style magazine.

Thank God Rybys didnt come aong.

"Ladies and gentlemen,” the overhead speakers announced, "we have now landed a Kennedy
Spaceport. Please remain in your seats until the tone sounds; then you may exit at the front end of the
ship. Thank you for taking Delta Spacdlines.”

"Enjoy your day," the robot steward said to Herb Asher as he jauntily exited from the ship.

"You, too," Herb said. "And plenty more besides."

By Ydlow cab heflew directly to the Essex House where he had his reservation-the hell with the
cogt-for the next two days. Very soon he unpacked, surveyed the grand appointments of his room,
and then, after taking a Vazine (the best of the latest generations of cortical stimulants) picked up the
fone and dided Linda Fox's Manhattan number.

"How exciting to know you're in town." she said when he identified himself. "Can you come over
now? | have some people here but they're just leaving. This decison about my equipment, this is
something | want to do dowly and carefully. What timeisit now? | just got here from Cdifornia.

"It's7 P.M. New York time," he said.

"Have you had dinner?'

"No," he sad. It was like a fantasy; he fdt as if he was in a dream world, a kingdom of the
divine. He fdt-like a child, he thought. Reading my Silver Pennies book of poems. Apparently |
found a dlver penny, and made my way there. Where | have dways yearned to be. Home is the
sailor home from the sea, he thought. And the hunter... He could not remember how the verse went.
Wi, in any case it was appropriate; he was home at last.

And there is no one here to tel me she looks like a pizza waitress, he informed himself. So | can
forget that.

"I've got some food here in my apartment; I'm into hedlth foods. If you want some ... | have
actua orange juice, soybean curd, organic foods. | don't believe in daughtering animas.”

"Fine" hesad. "Sure; anything. You nameit."

When he reached her gpartment-in an outstandingly lovely building-he found her wearing a cap,
a turtleneck sweater and white duck shorts; barefoot, she welcomed him into the living room. No
furniture at dl; she hadnt moved in yet. In the bedroom a deeping bag and an open suitcase. The
rooms were large and the picture window gave her aview of Centra Park.

"Helo," shesad. "I'm Linda." She extended her hand. "It's nice to meet you, Mr. Asher.”

"Cdl me Herb," he sad.

"On the Coadt, the West Coadt, everyone introduces people by their first names only; I'm trying
to train mysalf away from that, but | can't. | was raised in Southern Cdlifornia, in Riversde.” She shut
the door after him. "It's ghastly without any furniture, isnt it? My manager is picking it out; itll be here
the day after tomorrow. Well, he's not picking it out adone I'm helping him. Let's see your
brochures." She had noticed his briefcase and her eyes sparkled with anticipation.
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She does look a little like a pizza walitress, he thought. But that's okay. Her complexion, up
closg, in the glare of the overhead lighting, was not as clear as he had thought; in fact, he noticed, she
hed alittle acne.

"We can St on the floor,” she said; she threw hersaf down, bare knees raised, her back against
thewall. "Let's see. I'm relying on you entirely.”

He began, "l assume you want studio quality items. What we cal professona components. Not
what the ordinary person hasin his home."

"What'sthat?' She pointed to a picture of huge speakers. "They ook like refrigerators.”

"That's an old design,” he said, turning to the next page. "Those work by means of a plasma.
Derived from helium. You have to keep buying tanks of helium. They look good, though, because
the helium plasma glows. It's produced by extremely high voltage. Here, let me show you something
more recent; helium plasma transduction is obsolete or soon will be.”

Why do | have the feding I'm imagining dl this? he asked himsdf. Maybe because it's so
wonderful. But ill .

For a couple of hours the two of them sa together leaning againgt the wall going through his
literature. Her enthusiasm was enormous, but, eventualy, she began to tire,

"l am hungry,” she said. "'l don't redly have the right clothes with me to go to a restaurant; you
have to dress up back here- it's not like Southern Cdifornia where you can wear anything. Where
are you staying?'

"The Essex House."

Standing, dretching, Linda Fox said, "Let's go back to your suite and order room service.
Okay?'

"Outstanding,” he said, getting up.

After they had eaten dinner together in his room at the hotel Linda Fox paced about, her ams
folded. "You know something?' she sad. "I keep having this recurring dream that I'm the most
famous snger in the gdaxy. It's exactly like what you sad on the fone My fantasy life in my
subconscious, | guess. But | keep dreaming these production scenes where I'm recording tape after
tape and giving concerts, and | have dl this money. Do you believe in astrology?*

"l guess| do," he sad.

"And places I've never been to; | dream about that. And people I've never seen before,
important people. People big in the entertainment field. And we're aways rushing around from place
to place. Order some wine, would you? | don't know anything about French wine; you decide. But
don't makeit too dry."

He knew nothing about French wine ether, but he got the wine lig from the hotd's man
restaurant and, with the help of the wine steward, ordered a bottle of expensive burgundy.

"This tastes great,” Linda Fox said, curled up on the couch, her bare legs tucked under her. "Tell
me about yoursdlf. How long have you been in retail audio components?!

"A number of years," he said.

"How did you beet the draft?"

That puzzled him. He had the idea that the draft had been abolished years ago.

"It has?' Linda said when he told her. Puzzled, the trace of afrown on her face, she said, "That's
funny. | was sure there was a draft, and alot of men have migrated out to colony worldsto escepe it.
Have you ever been off Earth?’
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"No," he sad. "But I'd like to try interplanetary travel just for the experience of it." Seating
himsdf on the couch beside her he casudly put his arm behind her; she did not pull away. "And to
touch down on another planet. That must be some sensation.”

"I'm perfectly happy here" She leaned her head back againgt his arm and shut her eyes. "Rub
my back," she sad. "I'm giff from leaning againg the wal; it hurts here" She touched a midpoint in
her spine, leaning forward. He began to massage her neck. "That feds good,” she murmured.

"Lie down on the bed," he said. "So | can get more pressure; | can't do it very well thisway.

"Okay." Linda Fox hopped from the couch and padded barefoot across the room. "What a nice
bedroom. I've never stayed at the Essex House. Are you married?”

"No," he said. No point telling her about Rybys. "I was once but | got divorced.”

"lan't divorce awful?' She lay on the bed, prone, her arms stretched out.

Bending over her he kissed the back of her head.

"Don't," shesad.

"Why not?"

"l can't.”

"Can't what?' he said.

"Make love. I'm having my period.”

Period? Linda Fox has periods? He was incredulous. He drew back from her, dtting bolt
upright.

"I'm sorry," she said. She seemed rdlaxed. "Start up around my shoulders” she said. "It's stiff
there. I'm deepy. Thewine, | guess. Such..." She yawned.' 'Good wine."

"Yes" hesad, dill Stting away from her.

All a once she burped; her hand, then, flew to her mouth. "Pardon me," she said.

He flew back to Washington, D.C. the next morning. She had returned to her barren apartment
that night, but the matter was moot anyhow because of her period. A couple of times she mentioned-
he thought unnecessarily-that she dways had severe cramps during her period and had them now.
On the return trip he felt weary, but he had closed a ded for a rather large sum: Linda Fox had
signed the papers ordering a top-of-the-line stereo system, and, later, he would return and supervise
the ingalation of video recording and playback components. All in dl it had been a profitable trip.

And yet-his ultimate move had falen through because Linda Fox . . . it had been the wrong time.
Her mendruad cycle, he thought. Linda Fox has periods and cramps? he asked himsdf. | don't
believeit. But | guessit'strue. Could it have been a pretext? No, it was not a pretext. It wasred.

When he arived back home his wife greeted him with a single question. "Did you two fool
around?'

"No," he said. Worse luck.

"You look tired," Rybys said.

"Tired but happy." It had been a satisfying and rewarding experience; he and the Fox had sat
together talking for hours. An easy person to get to know, he thought. Relaxed, enthusiastic; a good
person. Subgtantial. Not at al affected. | like her, he said to himsdlf. It'l be good to see her again.

And, he thought, | know shell go far.

It was odd how strong that intuition was insde him, his sense about the Fox's future success.
Wi, the explanation was that Linda Fox was just plain good.

"What kind of person isshe?' Rybys said. "Nothing but talk about her career, probably."

"She is tender and gentle and modest,” he said, "and totaly informa. We taked about a lot of

things."
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"Could I meet her sometime?"

"l don't see why not," he said. "I'll be flying up there again. And she said something about flying
down here and visting the store. She goes dl over the place; her career is taking off at this point-
she's beginning to get the big breaks she needs and deserves and I'm glad for her, redly glad.”

If she only hadn't been having her period.., but | guess those are the facts of life, he sad to
himsalf. That's what makes up redlity. Lindais the same as any other woman in that regard; it comes
with the territory.

| like her anyhow, he sad to himsdf. Even if we didnt go to bed. The enjoyment of her
company: that was enough.

To ZinaPdlas, the boy said, "You have logt."

"Yes | havelogt." She nodded. "Y ou made her real and he till caresfor her. The dream for him
isno longer adream; it is true down to the leve of disappointments.”

"Which is the samp of authenticity.” "Yes" she sad. "Congratulations.” Zina extended her hand
to Emmanud and they shook. "And now," the boy said, "you will tell me who you are.
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CHAPTER 16

Zinasad, "Yes, | will tdl you who | am, Emmanud, but | will not let your world return. Mineis
better. Herb Asher leads amuch happier life; Rybysisdive. .. LindaFox isred-"

"But you did not make her red," he said. "I did."

"Do you want back again the world you gave them? With the winter, its ice and show, over
everything? It is | who burst the prison; | brought in the springtime. | deposed the procurator
maximus and the chief prelate. Let it Stay asitis,

"I will transmute your world into the red,” he said. "I have dready begun. | manifested mysdlf to
Herb Asher when you kissed him; | penetrate your world in my true form. | am making it my world,
step by step. What the people must do, however, is remember. They may live in your world but they
must know that a worse one existed and they were forced to live in it. | restored Herb Asher's
memories, and the others dream dreams.”

"That'sfinewith me."

"Tdl me, now," he sad, "who you are.

"Let us go," she sad, "hand in hand. Like Beethoven and Goethe: two friends. Take us to
Stanley Park in British Columbia and we will observe the animals there, the wolves, the great white
wolves. It is a beautiful park, and Lionsgate Bridge is beautiful; Vancouver, British Columbiais the
most beautiful city on Earth.”

"That istrue," he said. "'l had forgotten.”

"And after you view it | want you to ask yoursdf if you would destroy it or change it in any way.
| want you to inquire of yoursdf if you would, upon seeing such earthly beauty, bring into exisence
your great and terrible day in which dl the arrogant and evil-doers shdl be chaff, set ablaze, leaving
them neither root nor branch. OK?"

"OK," Emmanud sad.

Zinasad:

We are spirits of the air

Who of human beings take care.

"Areyou?' he said. Because, he thought, if that is S0 then you are an amospheric spirit, which is
to say-an angdl.

Zinasad:

Come, dl ye songgters of the sky,

Wake and assemble in this wood;

But no ill-boding bird be nigh,

None but the harmless and the good.

"Whét are you saying?' Emmanud sad.

"Take us to Stanley Park firg," Zina sad. "Because if you take us there, we shal actudly be
there; it will be no dream.”

Hedid so.

Together they walked across the verdant ground, among the vast trees. These stands, he knew,
had never been logged; thiswas the primeva forest. "It is exceedingly beautiful,” he sad to her.

"ltistheworld," she sad.

"Tdl mewho you ae"
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Zinasad, "l am the Torah."

After amoment Emmanud said, "Then | can do nothing regarding the universe without consulting
you."

"And you can do nothing regarding the universe thet is contrary to what | say," Zinasaid, "asyou
yoursdf decided, in the beginning, when you created me. Y ou made me dive; | am aliving being that
thinks. | am the plan of the universe, its blueprint. That is the way you intended it and thet is the way
itis”

"Hence the date you gave me," he said.

"Look a me" Zinasad.

Helooked at her-and saw a young woman, wearing a crown, and sitting on a throne. "Malkuth,”
he sad. "The lowest of the ten sefiroth.”

"And you are the Eternd Infinite En Sof," Malkuth said. "The first and highest of the sefiroth of
the Tree of Life"

"But you sad that you are the Torah.”

"In the Zohar," Makuth said, "the Torah is depicted as a beautiful maiden living done, secluded
in a great castle. Her secret lover comes to the castle to see her, but dl he can do is wait futilely
outside hoping for a glimpse of her. Findly she gppears at the window and he is able to catch sght of
her, but only for an instant. Later on she lingers a the window and he is able, therefore, to spesk
with her; yet, ill, she hides her face behind avell . . . and her answers to his questions are evasive.
Findly, after along time, when her lover has become despairing that he will ever get to know her,
she permits him to see her face at lagt."

Emmanud said, "Thus reveding to her lover al the secrets which she has up to now, throughout
the long courtship, kept buried in her heart. | know the Zohar. Y ou areright.”

"So you know me now, En Sof," Makuth said. "Does it please you?'

"It does not," he said, "because dthough what you say is true, there is one more vell to be
removed from your face. Thereis one more step.”

"True" Makuth, the lovely young woman seated on the throne, wearing a crown, said, "but you
will haveto find it."

"I will," he said. "I am so close now; only a step, one single step, away.”

"You have guessed,” she said. 'But you must do better than that. Guessing is not enough; you
must know."

"How beautiful you are, Makuth," he said. "And of course you are here in the world and love
the world; you are the sefira that represents the Earth. Y ou are the womb containing everything, al
the other sefiroth that congtitute the Tree itsdlf; those other forces, nine of them, are generated by
you.

"Even Kether," Mdkuth said, camly. "Who is highest."

"You are Diang, the fairy queen." he said. "You are Pdlas Athena, the spirit of righteous war;
you are the spring queen, you are Hagia Sophia, Holy Wisdom; you are the Torah which is the
formula and blueprint of the universe; you are Makuth of the Kabala, the lowest of the ten sefiroth of
the Tree of Life; and you are my companion and friend, my guide. But what are you actudly? Under
al the disguises? | know what you are and-" He put his hand on hers. "1 am beginning to remember.
The Fdl, when the Godhead was torn gpart.”

"Yes," she said, nodding. "Y ou are remembering back to that, now. To the beginning."

"Givemetime" hesad. "Jud alittle moretime. It ishard. It hurts"

She said, "l will wait." Seated on her throne she waited. She had waited for thousands of years,
and, in her face, he could see the patient and placid willingness to wait longer, as long as was
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necessary. Both of them had known from the beginning that this moment would come. when they
would be back together. They were together now, again, as it had been origindly. All he had to do
was name her. To name is to know, he thought. To know and to summon,; to call.

"Shdl | tdl you your name?' he said to her.

She amiled, the lovely dancing smile, but no mischief shone in her eyes; ingead, love glimmered
a him, vast extents of love.

Nicholas Bulkowsky, wearing his red army uniform, prepared to address a crowd of the Party
fathful a the main square of Bogota, Colombia, where recruiting efforts had of late been highly
successful. If the Party could swing Colombia into the antifascist camp the disastrous loss of Cuba
would be somewhat offst.

However, a cardina of the Roman Catholic Church had recently put in an appearance-not a
loca person, but an American, dispatched by the Vatican to interfere with CP activities. Why must
they meddle? Bulkowsky asked himsdf. Bulkowsky. He had discarded that name; now he was
known as Generd Gomez.

To his Colombian advisor he said, "Give me the psychologica profile on this Cardind Harms."

"Y es, Comrade Generd." Ms. Reiz passed him the file on the American troublemaker.

Studying the file, Bulkowsky said, "His head is up his ass. He's a spinner of theology. The
Vatican picked the wrong person.” We will tie Harmsinto knots, he said to himself, pleased.

"Sir," Ms. Reiz said, "Cardina Harms is said to have charisma. He attracts crowds wherever he
goes."

"He will attract alead pipe to the head,” Bulkowsky said, "if he shows up in Colombia.”

As a distinguished guest of an afternoon TV takshow, the Roman Catholic Cardind Fulton
Statler Harms had lgpsed into his usua sententious prose. The moderator, hoping to interrupt at
some point, in order to achieve amuch-needed commercid information dump, looked ill at ease.

"Their policies" Harms declared, "inspire disorder. which they capitaize on. Socid unrest isthe
cornerstone of aheistic communism. Let me give you an example.”

"WEIl be back in just a moment,” the moderator said, as the camera panned up on his bland
features. "But firgt these messages.” Cut to a spraycan of Y ardguard.

To the moderator-since for a moment they were off camera -Fulton Harms said, "What's the
red estate market like, here in Detroit? | have some funds | want to invest, and office buildings, I've
discovered, are about the soundest investments of al.”

"You had better consult-" The moderator recelved a visua signa from the show's producer;
immediatdy he composed his face into its norma look of sagacity and sad, in his informd but
professond tone, "We're taking today with Cardind Fulton Harmer-"

"Harms" Harms said.

"-Harms of the Diocese of-"

"Archdiocese" Harms said, miffed.

"-of Detroit,” the moderator continued. Cardind, isnt it a fact that in most Catholic countries,
especidly those in the Third World, no substantid middle class exists? That you tend to find a very
wedlthy dite and a poverty-stricken population with little or no education and little or no hope of
bettering themsdves? |Is there some kind of correation between the Church and this deplorable
Stuaion?'

"Wel," Harms sad, a aloss.
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"Let me put it to you this way," the moderator continued; he was perfectly relaxed, perfectly in
control of the Stuation. "Hasn't the Church held back economic and socia progress for centuries
upon centuries? Isn't the Church in fact a reactionary ingtitution devoted to the betterment of a few
and the exploitation of the many, trading on human credulity? Would that be a far statement,
Cardind, gr?'

"The Church,” Harms said feebly, "looks after the spiritud welfare of man; it is respongble for
his soul.”

"But not his body."

"The communists endave man's body and man's soul,” Harms said. "The Church-"

"I'm sorry, Cardind Fulton Harms" the moderator broke in, "but that's al the time we have.
Weve been talking with-"

"Frees man from origind sn,” Harms sad.

The moderator glanced at him.

"Manisborningn," Harms sad, totdly unable to gather histrain of thought together.

"Thank you Cardind Fulton Statler Harms," the moderator said. "And now this."

More commercids. Harms, within himsdlf, groaned. Somehow, he ruminated as he rose from the
luxurious chair in which they had sested him, somehow | fed asif I've known better days.

He could not put his finger on it, but the feding was there. And now | have to go to thet little
rat's ass country Colombia, he reflected. Again; I've been there once, as briefly as possible, and now
| have to fly back this afternoon. They have me on a string and they just plain jerk me around this
way and that. Off to Colombia, back home to Detroit, over to Bdtimore, then back to Colombig;
I'm acardind and | have to put up with this?| fed like stepping down.

Thisis not the best of dl possble worlds, he said to himsdf as he made his way to the devator.
And TV hosts of daytime talk shows abuse me.

Libera me Domine, he declared to himsdf, and it was a mute apped; save me, God. Why
doesn't he listen to me? Harms wondered as he stood waiting for the elevator. Maybe there is no
God; maybe the communigs areright. If thereisa God he certainly doesn't do anything for me.

Before | leave Detrait, he decided, I'll check with my investment broker about office buildings. If
| have thetime.

Rybys Rommey-Asher, plodding liglesdy into the living room of their apartment, sad, "I'm
back." She shut the front door and took off her coat. "The doctor says it's an ulcer. A pyloric ulcer,
itscaled. | have to take phenobarb for it and drink Maalox."

"Doesit dill hurt?' Herb Asher said; he had been going through his tape collection, searching for
the Mahler Second Symphony.

"Could you pour me some milk?' Rybys threw hersaf down on the couch. "I'm exhausted.” Her
face, puffy and dark, seemed to him to be swollen. "And don't play any loud music. | can't take any
noise right now. Why arent you a the shop?'

"It'smy day off." He found the tape of the Mahler Second. "I'll put on the earspeakers,” he said.
"So it won't bother you.

Rybys said, "l want to tell you about my ulcer. | learned some interesting facts about ulcers-|
stopped off at the library. Here" She held out a manila folder. "1 got a printout of a recent article.
Theresthis theory that-"

"I'm going to listen to the Mahler Second,” he said.

"Fine." Her tone was bitter and sardonic. "Y ou go ahead.”

"Theres nothing | can do about your ulcer,” he said.
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"You can ligen to me.

Herb Asher sad, "I'll bring you the milk." He walked into the kitchen and he thought, Must it be
like this?

If I could hear the Second, he thought, 1'd fed okay. The only symphony scored for many pieces
of rattan, he mused. A Ruthe, which looks like asmall broom; they useit to play the bass drum. Too
bad Mahler never saw a Morley wah-wah pedal, he thought, or he would have scored it into one of
his longer works.

Returning to the living room he handed his wife her glass of milk.

"What have you been doing?' she said. "l notice you haven't picked up or cleaned up or
anything."

"I've been on the fone to New York," he said.

"LindaFox," Rybys sad.

"Y es. Ordering her audio components.”

"When are you going back to see her?'

"I'll be supervisng the ingalation. | want to check the system over when it'sdl set up.

"You redly like her," Rybys sad.

"It'sagood sdle."

"No, | mean persondly. You like her." She paused and then said, "I think, Herb, I'm going to
divorce you."

He said, "Are you serious?’

"Very."

"Because of Linda Fox?'

"Because I'm sick and tired of this place being a sty. I'm sick and tired of doing dishes for you
and your friends. I'm especidly sick and tired of Elias, he's dways showing up unexpectedly; he
never fones before he comes over. He acts like he lives here. Half the money we spend on food goes
for him and his needs. He's like some kind of beggar. He looks like a beggar. And that nutty religious
crap of his, that The world is coming to an end' Suff. . . | can't take any more of it." She fdl dlent
and then, in pain, she grimaced.

"Your ulcer?' he asked.

"My ulcer, yes. The ulcer | got worrying about-"

"I'm going to the shop,” he said; he made hisway to the door. "Good-bye."

"Good-bye, Herb Asher,” Rybys said. "Leave me here and go stand around talking to pretty
lady customers and listening to high-performance new audio components that'll knock your socks
off, for hdf amillion dollars.

He shut the door after him, and, a moment later, rose up into the sky in his flycar.

Later in the day, when no customers wandered around the store checking out the new
equipment, he seated himself in the listening room with his business partner. 'Elias” he said, "1 think
Rybysand | have come to the end.”

Elias said, "What are you going to do instead? Y ou're used to living with her; it's abasc part of
you, taking care of her. Satisfying her wants.”

"Psychologicdly,” Herb sad, "sheisvery sck."

"Y ou knew that when you married her.”

"She can't focus her atention. She's scattered. That's the technica term for it. That's what the
tests showed. That's why she's so messy; she can't think and she can't act and she can't concentrate.”
The Spirit of Futile Effort, he said to himsdlf.
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"What you need," Elias said, "is a son. | saw how much affection you have for Manny, that
womean s little brother. Why don't you-" He broke off. "It's none of my business.”

"If I got mixed up with anybody ese" Herb said, "1 know who it would be. But shed never give
me atumble”

"That Snger?

"Yes" hesad.

“Try," Hiassad.

"It's beyond my reach."

"Nobody knows what's beyond his reach. God decides what's beyond a person's reach”

"She's going to be gdaxy-famous.”

Elias sad, "But sheisn't yet. If you're going to make a move toward her, do it now.

"The Fox," Herb Asher said. "That'show | think of her." A phrase popped into his mind:

Y ou are with the Fox, and the Fox

iswith you!

Not Linda Fox singing but Linda Fox speaking. He wondered where the notion came from, that
she would be saying that. Again vague memories, compounded of-he did not know what. A more
aggressive Linda Fox; more professond and dynamic. And yet remote. As if from millions of miles
off. A 9gnd from adtar. In both senses of the word.

From the digtant stars, he thought. Music and the sound of bells.

"Maybe" he sad, "I'll emigrate to a colony world."

"Rybysistooill for that."

"I'll go done" Herb said.

Elias said, "You'd be better off dating Linda Fox. If you can swing it. You'll be seeing her again.
Don't give up yet. Make atry. The basis of lifeistrying.”

"OK," Herb Asher said. "I will try."
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CHAPTER 17

Hand in hand, Emmanue walked with Zina through the dark woods of Stanley Park. "You are
mysdf," he sad. "You are the Shckhing, the immanent Presence who never |eft the world." He
thought, The femae side of God. Known to the Jews and only to the Jews. When the primordia fall
took place, the Godhead split into a transcendent part separated from the world; that was En Sof.
But the other part, the femae immanent part, remained with the falen world, remained with Isradl.

These two portions of the Godhead, he thought, have been detached from each other for
millennia. But now we have come together again, the mae hdf of the Godhead and the femae half.
While | was away the Shekhina intervened in the lives of human beings, to assst them. Here and
there, sporadicaly, the Sliekhinaremained. So God never truly left mankind.

"We are each other," Zina sad, "and we have found each other again, and again are one. The
litisheded.”

"Through dl your veils" Emmanued sad, "beneath dl your forms, there lay this. . . my own sdf.
And | did not recognize you, until you reminded me."

"How did | accomplish that?' Zina said, and then she said, "But | know. My love of games. That
is your love, your secret joy: to play like a child. To be not serious. | appedled to that; | woke you
up and you remembered: you recognized me."

Such adifficult process" he said. "For me to remember. | thank you." She had abased hersdf in
the fdlen world dl this time, while he had I€ft; the greater heroism was hers. Staying with man in al
man's inglorious conditions . . . down into the prison with him, Emmanue thought. Man's beautiful
companion. At hissde as sheisnow a mine.

"But you are back,” Zinasaid. "Y ou have returned.”

"Thet is 0," he said. "Returned to you. | had forgotten that you existed. | only recdled the
world." You the kind side, he thought; the compassonate side. And | the terrible side that arouses
fear and trembling. Together we form a unity. Separated, we are not whole; we are not, individualy,
enough.

"Clues" Zinasad. "l kept giving you clues. But it was up to you to recognize me.

Emmanuel said, "I did not know who | was for atime, and | did not know who you were. Two
mysteries confronted me, and they had asingle answer."

"Let's go look a the wolves” Zina said. "They are such beautiful animas. And we can ride the
little train. We can vist dl the animals.”

"And let them freg" Emmanud sad.

"Yes'" shesad. "And let them, dl of them, free"

"Will Egypt dways exig?' he sad. "Will davery dways exig?'

"Yes" Zinasad. "And so will we.

As they approached the Stanley Park Zoo, Emmanue said, "The animals will be surprised by
their freedom. At first they won't know what to do."

"Then we will teech them,” Zina said. "As we dways have. What they know they have learned
from us, we are their guide.”

"So beit," he said, and placed his hand on the first metal cage. Within it asmall animal peered at
him hestantly. Emmanud said, "Come out of your cage.”

The animd, trembling, came to him, and hetook it in hisarms.
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From his audio store Herb Asher called Linda a her Sherman Oaks home. It took a little while-
two robot secretaries held him up temporarily-but a last he got through.

"Helo," he said when he had her on theline.

"How's my sound system coming?' She blinked rgpidly and put her finger to her eye. "My
contact lensis dipping; just a second.” Her face disappeared from the screen. "I'm back,” she said. "'l
owe you a dinner. Right? Do you want to fly out to Cdifornia? I'm il a the Golden Hind; | will be
for another week. We're getting good audiences, I'm trying out a whole lot of new materia. | want
your reaction to it."

"Fing," he said, enormoudy pleased.

"S0o can we get together, then?' Linda said. "Out here?!

"Sure” hesad. "You nameatime.”

"What about tomorrow night? It'll have to be before | go to work, if we're going to have dinner.”

"Fine" hesad. "Around 6 P.M. Cdiforniatime?

She nodded. "Herb," she said, "you can stay a my place if you want; I've got abig house. Plenty
of room."

"I'd loveto," he sad.

"I'll serve you some very good Cdifornia wine. A Mondavi red. | want you to like Cdifornia
wines, that French burgundy we had in New York was very nice, but-we have excdlent wines out
here."

"Is there a particular place you want to have dinner?'

"Sachiko's," Linda said. " Japanese food."

"You've got yoursdf aded," he sad.

"Is my sound system coming along okay?" she asked.

"Doing fine" he sad.

"l don't want you to work too hard," Linda Fox said. "I have afeding you work too hard. | want
you to relax and enjoy life. There's so much to enjoy: good wine, friends.”

Herb said, "Laphroaig Scotch."

In amazement, Linda Fox exclamed, "Don't tedl me you know about Laphroaig Scotch? |
thought | was the only person in the world who drinks Laphroaig!"

"It's been made in the traditiona copper stills for over two hundred and fifty years" Herb Asher
sad. "It requires two didtillations and the skill of an expert iliman.”

"Yes, that's what it says on the package." She began to laugh. "You got that off the package,
Herb."

"Yesh," hesad.

"lan't my Manhattan gpartment going to be greet?' she said enthusiadtically. "That sound system
you're putting in is what will make it. Herb-" She scrutinized him. "Do you honesily believe my music
isgood?’

"Yes" hesad. "l know. What | say istrue.”

"You are S0 swedt," she said. "You see so much ahead for me. It's like you're my good luck
person. Y ou know, Herb, no one has ever redly had confidence in me. | never did well in schoal . . .
my family didn't think | could make it as a singer. | had skin trouble, too; redly bad. Of course |
actudly haven't made it yet-I'm just beginning. And yet to you I'm-" She gestured.

"Someone important,” he said.

"And that means so much to me. | need it so bad. Herb, | have such alow opinion of mysdlf; I'm
s0 sure I'm going to fail. Or | used to be so sure” she corrected hersdlf. "But you give me- Well,
when | see mysdlf through your eyes| don't see a struggling new artit; | see something thet . . ." She



119

tried to go on; her lashes fluttered and she smiled a him apprehensively but hopefully, wanting him to
finish for her.

"l know about you," he said, "as no one dse does.” And, indeed, that was true; because he
remembered her, and no one ese did. The world, collectively, had forgotten; it had fallen adeep. It
would have to be reminded. And it would be.

"Come on out to the West Coast, Herb," Linda said. "Please. Well have alot of fun. Do you
know Cdifornia very well?'Y ou dont, do you?'

"l don't,” he admitted. "I flew out to catch you at the Golden Hind. And | always dreamed of
living in Cdifornia But | never did."

"I'll take you dl around. Itll be terrific. And you can cheer me up when I'm depressed and
reassure me when I'm scared. OK?*

"OK," he said, and fdlt, for her, greet love.

"When you get out here, tel me what | do right in my music and what I'm doing wrong. But tell
me mogt of dl that I'm going to meke it. Tel me I'm not going to fall, like | think | am. Tel me that
the Dowland is a good idea. Dowland's lute music is o beautiful, the most beautiful music ever
written. You redly believe, then, you're sure that my musc, the kind of things | sng will take me to
the top?"

"I'm positive," he said.

"How do you know these things? It's as if you have agift. A gift that you in turn giveto me.

"It is from God," Herb Asher said. "My present to you. My confidence in you. Accept what |
say; itistrue”

Gravely, she said, "'l sense magic around us, Herb. A magic spell. | know that sounds silly, but |
do. A beauty to everything." "A beauty,” he said, "that | find in you." "In my music?' "In you both."
"You're not making this up?'

"No," he said. "l swear by God's own name. By the Father that crested us."

"From God," she echoed. "Herb, it scaresme. Y ou scare me. There is something about you.”

Herb Asher said, ™Y our music will take you dl the way." He knew because he remembered. He
knew because, for him, it had already happened.

"Redly?' Lindasad.

"Yes" hesad. "It will carry you to the stars.”
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CHAPTER 18

The smdl animd, released from its cage, crept into Emmanue’s arms. He and Zina held it and it
thanked them. Both of them fdlt its gratitude.

"It'salittle goat,” Zinasad, examining its hooves. "A kid."

"How kind of you," the kid said to them. "I have waited a long time to be rdeased from my
cage, the cage you put mein. Zina Palas"

"Y ou know me?' she said, surprised.

"Yes, | know you," the kid said, as it pressed itsdf againgt her. "I know both of you, dthough
you two are redly one. You have reunited your sundered salves, but the battle is not over; the battle
begins now."

Emmanud sad, "I know this cregture.”

The little goat, in Zinds ams, sad, "l am Bdid. Whom you imprisoned. And whom you now
release.”

"Bdid," Emmanue sad, "My adversary.”

"Wecometo my world," Belid sad.

"Itismy world," Zinasad.

"Not anymore. The goat's voice gained strength and authority. "In your rush to free the prisoners
you have freed the grestest prisoner of al. | will contend againgt you, deity of light. | will take you
down into the caves where there is no light. Nothing of your radiance will shine, now; the light has
gone out, or soon will. Your game up to now has been a mock game in which you played aganst
your own saf. How could the dety of light lose when both sdes were portions of him? Now you
face a true adversary, you who drew order out of chaos and now draw me out of that order. | will
test the powers that you have. Already you have made a mistake; you freed me without knowing
who | am. | had to tdl you. Your knowledge is not perfect; you can be surprised. Have | not
surprised you?'

Zinaand Emmanud were Slent.

"You made me hdpless" Bdlid sad, "placed in a cage, and then you fdt sorry for me. You are
sentimentd, deity of light. It will be your downfal. | accuse you of weskness, the inability to be
grong. | am he who accuses and | accuse my own cregtor. To rule you must be strong. It is the
strong who rule; they rule the weak. You have, instead, protected the week; you have offered help
to me, your enemy. Let us seeif that waswise."

"The strong should protect the weak,” Zina said. "The Torah says 0. It is a basic idea of the
Torah; it is basic to God's law. As God protects man, so man should protect the disadvantaged,
even down to animals and the nobler trees™

Bdid sad, "This runs contrary to the nature of life, the nature you implanted in it. Thisis how life
evolves. | accuse you of violating your own biologica foundetions, the order of the world. Yes, by dl
means, free every prisoner; loose atide of murderers on the world. Y ou have begun with me. Again
| thank you. But now | leave you; | have as much to do as you have- perhagps more. Let me down.”
The goat legped from ther ams and ran off; Zina and Emmanud watched it go. And as it ran it
grew.

"It will undo our world," Zinasad.

Emmeanud said, "Wewill kill it first." He raised his hand,; the goat vanished.
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"It is not gone" Zina said. "It has concedled itsdf in the world. Camouflaged itself. We cannot
now even find it. You know that it won't die. Like usit is eternd.”

In the other cages the remaining imprisoned animas clamored to be reeased. Zina and
Emmanud ignored them; insteed, they looked this way and that for the goat whom they had let out-
let out to do as it wished.

"l senseits presence,” Zinasad.

"I, too," Emmanuel said somberly. "Our work is undone aready."

"But the bettle is not over,” Zinasad. "Asit sad itsdlf, The battle now begins!’

"So beit," Emmanue said. "We will fight it together, the two of us. As we did in the beginning,
before thefall."

Leaning toward him, Zinakissed him.

Hefdt her fear. Her intense dread. And that dreed lay within him, too.

What will become of them now? he asked himsdf. The people whom he wished to free. What
kind of prison will Belid contrive for them with his endless ahility to contrive prisons? Subtle ones
and gross ones, prisons within prisons; prisons for the body, and, worse by far, prisons for the mind.

The Cave of Treasures under the Garden: dark and smdll, without air and without light, without
redl time and red space-walls that shrink and, caught tight, minds that shrink. And we have dlowed
this, Zinaand |; we have colluded with the goat-thing to bring this abot.

Its release is their congtraint, he redized. A paradox; we have given freedom to the builder of
dungeons. In our desire to emancipate we have crushed the souls of dl the living.

It will affect every one of them in this world, from the highest to the lowest. Until we can return
the goat-thing to its box; until we can place it back within its container.

And now it is everywhere; it is not contained. The atoms of the air are now its abode; it is
inhaed like vapor. And each creature, bregthing it in, will die. Not completely and not physicaly, but
nonetheess death will come. We have released desth, the death of the spirit. For dl that now lives
and wishesto live. Thisis our gift to them, done out of kindness.

"Motive does not count,” Zina said, aware of his thoughts.

Emmanud sad, "The road to hell." Literdly, he thought. in this case. That is the only door we
have opened: the door to the tomb.

| pity the small crestures the mogt, he thought. Those who have done the least harm. They above
al do not deserve this. The goat-thing will single them out for the greatest suffering; it will afflict them
in proportion to ther innocence . . . this is its method by which the great balance is tilted from
rectitude, and the Plan undone. It will accuse the weak and destroy the helpless; it will use its power
againg those lesst able to defend themsdves. And, most of dl, it will devour the little hopes, the
meeger dreams of the small.

Here we must intervene, he said to himsdlf. To protect the smdl. This is our firg task and the
firgt line of our defense.

Lifting off from his aode in Washington, D.C., Herb Asher joyfully began the flight to Cdifornia
and Linda Fox. This is going to be the happiest period of my life, he sad to himsdf. He had his
suitcases in the back seat and they were filled with everything that he might need; he would not be
returning to Washington, D.C. and Rybys for some time-if ever. A new life, he thought as he guided
his car through the vividly marked transcontinental traffic lanes. It's like a dream, he thought. A
dream fulfilled.

He redlized, suddenly, that soupy string music filled his car. Shocked, he ceased thinking and
ligtened. South Pecific, he redized. The song "I'm Gonna Wash That Man Right Out of My Hair."
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indicator light and did. No, it was not.

| am in cryonic suspenson! he thought. It's that huge FM transmitter next door. Fifty thousand
watts of audio drizzle messing up everyone at Cry-Labs, Incorporated. Son of a bitch!

He dowed his car, sunned and afraid. | don't get it, he thought in panic. | remember being
released from suspension; | was ten years frozen and then they found the organs for me and brought
me back to life. Didn't they? Or was that a cryonic fantasy of my dead mind? Which thisis, too. . .
oh, my God. No wonder it has seemed like adream; it is a dream.

The Fox, he thought, isa dream. Mv dream. | invented her as | lay in sugpenson; | am inventing
her now. And my only clue is this dull music seeping in everywhere. Without the music | would
never have known.

It is diabolic, he thought, to play such games with a human being, with his hopes. With his
expectations.

A red light on his dashboard lit up, and smultaneoudy a bleep-bleep-blegp sounded. He had, in
addition to everything el se, become the target of a cop car.

The cop car came up beside him and grappled onto his car. Their mutua doors did back and
the cop confronted him. "Hand me your license" the cop said. His face, behind its plastic mask,
could not be seen; he looked like some kind of World War | fortification, something that had been
built a Verdun.

"Here it is" Herb Asher passed his license to the cop as their two cars, now joined, moved
dowly forward as one.

"Are there any warrants out on you, Mr. Asher?' the cop said as he punched information into his
console.

"No," Herb Asher said.

"You're mistaken." Lines of illuminated |etters appeared on the cop's digplay. "According to our
records, you're here on Earth illegdly. Did you know that?"

"It's not true," he said.

"Thisis an old warrant. They've been trying to find you for some time. | am going to take you
into custody."

Herb Asher said, "You can't. I'm in cryonic suspension. Watch and I'll put my hand through
you." He reached out and touched the cop. His hand met solid armored flesh. "That's Strange,” Herb
Asher said. He pressed harder, and then redlized, dl at once, that the cop held a gun pointed at him.

"Y ou want to bet?" the cop said. "About the cryonic suspension?’

"No," Herb Asher said.

"Because if you fool around anymore | will kill you. You are a wanted felon. | can kill you any
time | wish. Take your hand off me. Get it away.

Herb Asher withdrew his hand. And yet he could till hear South PacWe. The soupy sound il
oozed a him from every sde.

"If you could put your hand through me," the cop said, "you'd fal through the floor of your car.
Think the logic through. It isnt a question of my being red; it's a question of everything being red.
For you, | mean. It's your problem. Or you think it's your problem. Were you in cryonic suspension
a onetime?'

"y es”

"Youre having a flashback. It's common. Under pressure your brain abreacts. Cryonic
suspension provides awomblike sense of security that your brain tapes and later on retrieves. Isthis
the firgt time it's happened to you, this flashback? I've come across people who've been in cryonic
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suspension who never could be convinced by any evidence, by what anyone said or whatsoever
happened, that they were findly out of it."

"Y ou're talking to one of them now," Herb Asher said.

"Why do you think you're in cryonic suspenson?’

"The soupy music.”

"l don't-"

"Of course you don't. That's the point.”

"You're hdlucinaing."”

"Right." Herb Asher nodded. "That's my point." He reached out for the cop's gun. "Go ahead
and shoot," he sad. "It won't hurt me. The beam will go right through me. "I think you belong in a
mental hospitd, not ajall.”

"Maybe s0."

The cop said, "Where were you going?'

"To Cdifornia. To vidt the Fox."

"Asin the Fox and the Cat?'

"The greatest living Singer."

"l never heard of him."

"Her," Herb Asher said. "Shée's not well known in this world. In this world she's just beginning
her career. I'm going to help make her famous throughout the galaxy. | promised her.”

"Whét's the other world compared to this?'

"The real world," Herb Asher said. "God caused me to remember it. I'm one of the few people
who remembersit. He gppeared to me in the bamboo bushes and there were words in red fire telling
me the truth and restoring my memories.”

"You are a very sck man. You think you're in cryonic suspension and you remember another
universe. | wonder what would have happened to you if | hadn't grappled onto you.

"I'd have had a good time," Herb Asher said, "out on the West Coast. A hdll of alot better time
than I'm having now."

"What else did God tdll you?'

"Different things."

"God taks to you frequently?"

"Rardy. I'm hislegd father."

The cop stared a him. "What?"

"I'm God'slegd father. Not his actud father; just hislega father. My wifeis his mother."

The cop continued to stare a him. The laser pistol wavered.

"God caused meto marry his mother so that-"

"Hold out both your hands."

Herb Asher held out both his hands. Immediately cuffs closed around hiswrigts.

"Continue," the cop said. "But | should tell you that anything you say may be held againg you in
acourt of law."

"The plan was to smuggle God back to Earth,” Herb Asher sad. "In my wifes womb. It
succeeded. That's why there's a warrant out for me. The crime | committed was smuggling God
back to Earth, where the Evil One rules. The Evil One secretly controls everyone and everything
here. For example, you are working for the Evil One."

me

"But you don't redizeit. Y ou have never heard of Bdlid."

"True," the cop said.
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"That proves my point," Herb Asher said.

"Everything you have said since | grappled onto you has been recorded,” the cop said. "It will be
analyzed. So you're God's father."

"Legd father."

"And that's why you're wanted. | wonder what the statute violation is, technicdly. I've never
seen it listed. Posing as God's father."

"Legd father."

"Who's hisred father?'

"Heis" Herb Asher said. "He impregnated his mother.”

"Thisisdisguging."

"It's the truth. He impregnated her with himsdf, and thereby replicated himself in microform by
which method he was able to-"

"Should you be telling me this?"

"The battle is over. God has won. The power of Belia has been destroyed.”

"Then why are you stting here with the cuffs on and why am | pointing alaser gun a you?'

"I'm not sure. I'm having trouble figuring that out. That and South PacJc. There are a few bits
and pieces | can't seem to get to go in place. But I'm working on it. What | am podtive about is
Yah'svictory." 'Yah.' | guessthat's God."

"Yes, hisactud name. His origind name. When he was living on the top of the mountain.”

The cop said, "1 don't mean to compound your troubles, but you are the most fucked-up human
being | have ever met. And | see a lot of different kinds of people. They must have dushed your
brain when they put you in cryonic suspension. They must not have gotten to you in time. I'd say that
about a sixth of your brain is working and that sixth isnt working right, not a al. I'm taking you to a
far, far better place than you have ever been, and they will do far, far better things to you than you
can possibly imagine. In my opinion-"

"Il tdll you something ds2" Herb Asher said. "You know who my business partner is? The
prophet Elijah."

Into his microphone the cop said, "This is 356 Kansas. | am bringing an individud in for
psychiatric evauation, a white male about-" To Herb Asher he sad, "Did | give you your license
back?' The cop put his gun back in its holster and rummaged beside him for Herb Asher's license.

Herb Asher lifted the gun from the cop's holster and pointed it a him; he had to hold both hands
together because of the cuffs, but nonethelesshewas ableto doit. 4

"He has my gun," the cop said.

The intercom spesker sputtered, "Y ou let adusher get your gun?’

"Well, he was running off at the mouth about God; | thought he was . . ." The cop's voice trailed
off lamely.

"What istheindividua's name?' the spesker sputtered.

"Asher. Herbert Asher.”

"Mr.As her," the speaker sputtered, "please return the officer's gun.”

"l can't," Herb Asher said. "I'm frozen in cryonic suspension. And there's a fifty-thousand-wait
FM transmitter next door playing South PacJic. It's driving me crazy.

The spesker spuittered, " Suppose we ingruct the station to shut down its transmitter. Then will
you return the officer's gun?'

"I'm pardyzed,” Herb Asher said. "I'm dead.”
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"If you're dead,” the speaker sputtered, "you have no need of agun. In fact, if you're dead, how
are you going to fire the gun? Y ou said yourself that you're frozen. People in cryonic suspension cant
move; they're like Lincoln Logs."

"Then tell the officer to take the gun away from me," Herb Asher sad.

The speaker sputtered, "Take the-"

"The gunisred," the cop said, "and Asher isred. He's crazy. He's not frozen. Would | arrest a
dead man? Would a dead man be flying to Cdifornia? Theré s a warrant out on this man; he is a
wanted felon.”

"What are you wanted for?' the spesker sputtered. "I'm talking to you, Mr. Asher. I'm talking to
adead man who's frozen stiff at zero degrees.”

"Much colder than that,” Herb Asher said. "Ask them to play the Mahler Second Symphony.
And play it the way it was originaly written; not an al-string verson. | can't stand any more of this
al-gtring music, this easy-ligening music. It's not easy for me. At one time | had to listen to Fiddler
on the Roof for months. 'Matchmaker, Matichmaker' lasted for days. And it was a a very critica
timeinmy cycle | was"

"All right," the spesker sputtered reasonably. "What do you say to this? Well have the FM
dation play the Mahler Second Symphony and in exchange youll return the officer's gun. What is
the- Wait aminute” Slence.

"Therés algpse of logic here" the cop beside Herb Asher said. "Y ou're fdling into his idee fixe.
Y ou know what I'm hearing? I'm hearingfo/ie deux. This has got to stop. Thereisno FM tranamitter
broadcasting South Pecific. If there were, | would hear it. You can't cdl the station-any station-and
have them play the Mahler Second; it won't work."

The speaker sputtered, "But helll think so, you stupid son of abitch.”

"Oh," the cop said.

"Give me afew minutes, Mr. Asher," the speaker sputtered, "to get hold-"

"No," Herb Asher said. "It's a trick. | won't give up the gun." To the cop besde him he said,
"Release my ca.

"Better release his car," the speaker sputtered.

"And take off the cuffs" Herb Asher said.

"Youll redly like the Mahler Second Symphony,” the cop said. "It'sgot achoir init."

"Do you know what the Mahler Second has in it?' Herb Asher said. "Do you know what it's
scored for? I'll tell you what it's scored for. Four flutes, al aternating with piccolos, four oboes, the
third and fourth dternating with English horns, an B-flat darinet, four clarinets, the third dternating
with bass clarinet, the fourth with second B-flat clarinet, four bassoons, the third and fourth
aternating with contrabassoon, ten horns, ten trumpets, four trombones-"

"Four trombones?' the cop said.

"Jesus Christ," the speaker sputtered.

"-atuba" Herb Asher continued. "Organ, two sets of timpani, plus an additiona single drum off-
sage, two bass drums, one off-stage, two pairs of cymbas, one off-stage, two gongs, one of
relatively high pitch, the other low, two triangles, one offstage, a snare drum, preferably more than
one, glockenspid, bells, a Ruthe-"

"What is a'Ruthe?" the cop beside Herb Asher asked.

‘Ruthe literally means 'rod, " Herb Asher said. "It's made of alot of pieces of rattan; it looks like
alarge clothes-brush or a small broom. It's used to play the bass drum. Mozart wrote for the Ruthe.
Two harps, with two or more players to each part if possble” He pondered. "Plus the regular
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orchestra, naturdly, indluding afull string section. Have them use their mixing bQard to downplay the
strings; 1've heard enough strings. And be sure the two soloigts, the soprano and dto, are good.”

"That'sit?" the radio sputtered.

"You've falen back into hisdelusion,” the cop besde Herb Asher said.

"You know," the radio said, "he sounds rationd enough. Are you sure he's got your gun? Mr.
Asher, how does it hgppen that you know so much about music? Y ou seem to be quite an authority."

"There are two reasons,” Herb Asher said. "Oneis due to my living on aplanet in the star system
CY30-CY30B; | operate a sophisticated bank of electronic equipment, both video and audio; |
receive trangmissions from the mother ship and record them and then beam them to the other domes
both on my planet and on nearby planets, and | handle traffic from Fomalhaut, as well as domestic
emergency traffic. And the other reason is that the prophet Elijah and | own a retall audio
components store in Washington, D.C."

"Plusthefact," the cop beside Herb Asher said, "that you're in cryonic suspension.”

"All three," Herb Asher said. "Yes"

"And God tdls you things," the cop said.

"Not about music," Herb Asher said. "He doesn't have to. He did erase all my Linda Fox tapes,
however. And he cooked my Linda Fox incoming-"

"There is another universe,” the cop seated beside Herb Asher explained, "where this Linda Fox
isincredibly famous. Mr. Asher is flying out to Cdifornia to be with her. How he can manage to do
that while frozen in cryonic suspenson bests the hell out of me, but those are his plans, or were his
plansuntil | grappled him."

"l am gill going there" Herb Asher said, and then redized that he had made a mistake to tell
them this, now they could track him down, even if he escgped. He had done a foolish thing; he had
sad too much.

Regarding him intently, the cop said, "1 do believe that his sdf-monitoring circuit has notified him
that he has spoken injudicioudy.”

"I wondered when it would cut in,” the speaker puttered.

"Now | can't go to the Fox," Herb Asher said. "I'm not going there. I'm going back to my dome
in the CY30-CY30B System. You lack jurisdiction there. Also, Bdid does not rule there. Yah
rulesthere.”

The cop said, "I thought you said Yah came back here and, | would presume, if he did come
back here, he now rules.”

"It has become obvious to me during the course of this conversation,” Herb Asher said, "that he
does not rule here, a least not completely. Something iswrong. | knew it when | started hearing the
sappy, soupy string music. | especialy knew it when you grappled me and when you told me there's
awarrant out for me. Maybe Bdlid has won; maybe that'sit. You are al servants of Belid. Take the
cuffs off meor I'l kill you."

The cop, reluctantly, removed the cuffs.

"It would seem to me, Mr. Asher," the speaker sputtered, "that there are interna contradictions
in what you say. If you will concentrate on them you will see why you give the impresson of being
brain-dushed. Firg you say one thing and then you say another. The only lucid interva in your
discourse came when you discussed the Mahler Second Symphony, and that is probably due, as you
say, to the fact that you're in the retail audio components business. It isalast remnant of a once intact
psyche. Understand that if you go in with the officer you will not be punished; you will be trested as
the luntic that you obvioudy are. No judge would convict a man who says what you say."
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"That's true," the cop beside Herb Asher agreed. "All you have to do is tell the judge about God
speeking to you from the bamboo bushes and you're home free. And especidly when you tdl him
that you're God's father-"

"Legd father," Herb Asher corrected.

That will make a big impression on the court,” the cop said.

Herb Asher said, "There is a great war being fought a this moment between God and Bdlidl.
The fate of the universe is at stake, its actual physica existence. When | took off for the West Coast
| assumed-| had reason to assume-that everything was okay. Now | am not sure; now | think that
something dark and awful has gone wrong. You police are the paradigm of it, the epitome. | would
not have been grappled if Yah had in fact won. | will not go on to California because that would
jeopardize Linda Fox. Youll find her, of course, but she doesn't know anything; she is-in this world,
anyhow-a struggling new talent whom | was trying to help. Leave her done. Leave me done, too;
leave us dl adone. You do not know whom you serve. Do you understand what I'm saying? You are
in the sarvice of evil, whatever ese you may think. Y ou are machines processing an old warrant. You
do not know what I've done, or been accused of doing . you can make no sense of what | say
because you do not understand the Situation. Y ou are going by rules that don't gpply. Thisisaunique
time. Unique events are taking place; unique forces are squared off againgt one another. | will not go
to Linda Fox but on the other hand | do not know where | will go instead. Maybe Elias will know;
maybe he can tell me what to do. My dream was shot down when you grappled me, and maybe her
dream, too; Linda Fox's dream. Maybe | can't now help her become a gtar, as| promised. Time will
tell. The outcome will determine it, the outcome of the great bettle. | pity you because whatever the
outcome you are destroyed; your souls are gone now.

Silence,

"You are an unusud man, Mr. Asher," the cop beside him said. "Crazy or not, whatever it isthat
has gone wrong with you. you are one of akind." He nodded dowly, as if degp in thought. "Thisis
not an ordinary kind of insanity. This is not like anything | have ever seen or heard before. You talk
about the whole universe-more than the universe, if thet is possble. You impress me and in a way
you frighten me. | am sorry | grappled you, now that | have listened to you. Don't shoot me. I'll
release your vehicle and you can fly off; | won't pursue you. 1'd like to forget what I've heard in the
last few minutes. Y ou talk about God and a counter-God and a terrible battle that seemsto be log,
logt to the power of the counter-God, | mean. This does not fit with anything | know of or
understand. Go away. I'll forget you and you can forget about me." Wesrily, the cop plucked & his
metal mask.

"You cant let him go," the speaker sputtered.

"Oh, yes | can," the cop said. "l can let him go and | can forget everything he's said, everything
I've heard."

"Except that it's recorded,” the speaker sputtered.

The cop reached down and pressed a button. "I just erased it," he said.

"l thought the battle was over,” Herb Asher said. "I thought God had won. God has not won. |
know that even though you are letting me go. But maybe it is a Sgn, your rleasing me. | see some
response in you, some amount of human warmth."™

"l am not amachine," the cop said.

"But will that continue to be true?' Herb Asher said. "1 wonder. What will you be a week from
now? A month? What will we al become? And what power do we have to affect it?'

The cop said, "'l just want to get away from you, along distance away.



128

"Good," Herb Asher said. "It can be arranged. Someone mugt tell the world the truth,” he
added. "The truth you know, that | told you: that God isin combat and losing. Who can do it?"

"You can," the cop said.

"No," Herb Asher said. But he knew who could. "Elijah can,” he said. "It is his task; thisis what
he has come for, that the world will know."

"Then get himto do it," the cop said.

"I will," Herb Asher said. "That's where | will go; back to my partner, back to Washington,
D.C."

| will forego the Fox, he said to himsdlf; that is the loss | must accept. Bitter sorrow filled him as
he redlized this. But it was a fact; he could not be with her now, not until |ater.

Not until the battle had been won.

As the cop ungrappled his vehicle from Herb Asher's he said a stirange thing. "Pray for me, Mr.
Asher," hesad. 'l will," Herb Asher said. His vehicle rleased, he swung it in a great looping arc, and
headed back toward Washington, D.C. The police car did not follow. The cop had kept his word.
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CHAPTER 19

From their audio shop he cdled Elias Tate, waking him up from degpest deep. "Elijah,” he said.
"The time has come.

"What?" Elias muttered. "Is the store on fire? What are you taking about? Was there a break-
in? What did we lose?"

"Unredity is coming back,” Herb Asher said. "The universe has begun to dissolve. It is not the
dore; it iseverything."

"Y ou're hearing the music again,” Eliassad.

"y es”

"That is the Sgn. You are right. Something has happened, something he-they-did not expect.
Herb, there has been another fdl. And | dept. Thank God you woke me. Probably it is not in time.
The accident-they alowed an accident to occur, as in the beginning. Well, thus the cycles fulfill
themsalves and the prophecies are complete. My own time to act has now come. Because of you |
have emerged from my own forgetfulness. Our store must become a center of holiness, the temple of
the world. We must patch into that FM gtation whose sound you hear; we must use it asit hasin its
own time made use of you. It will be our voice."

"Whet will it say?'

Elias sad, "It will say, deepers awake. That is our message to the listening world. Wake up!
Yahweh is here and the battle has begun, and dl your lives are in the bdance; dl of you now are
weighed, this way or that, for better, for worse. No one escapes, even God himsdf, in dl his
manifestations. Beyond this there is no more. So rise up from the dudt, you creatures, and begin;
begin to live. You will live only insofar as you will fight; what you will have, if anything, you must
earn, each for himsdf, and each now, not later. Come! This will be the tune that we will play over
and over. And the world will hear, for we shal reech it dl, first alittle part, then the rest. For this my
voice was fashioned a the beginning; for this | have come back to the world again and again. My
voice will sound now, a thisfind time. Let us go. Let us begin. And hope it is not too late, thet | did
not deep too long. We must be the world's information source, spesking in dl the tongues. We will
be the tower that origindly failed. And if we fail now, then it ends here, and deep returns. The indpid
noise that assalls your ears will follow awhole world to its grave, and rust will rule and dust will rule-
not for alittle time but for dl time and al men, even their machines, for al that lies ahead.”

"Gosh," Herb Asher said.

"Observe our pitiful condition at this moment. We, you and |, know the truth but have no way to
bring it to the world. With the gation we will have a way; we will have the way. What are the call
letters of that station? | will fone them and offer to buy them.”

"ItsWORP FM," Herb Asher said.

"Hang up, then," Elias said. "So that | can cdll.”

'Where will we get the money?"

"l have the money,” Elias said. "Hang up. Timeis of the essence.

Herb Asher hung up.

Maybe if Linda Fox will make atape for us, he thought, we can play it on our sation. | mean, it
shouldn't dl be limited to warning the world. There are other things than Belid.

His fone rang; it was Elias. "We can buy the sation for thirty million dollars” Elias said.

"Do you have that much?'
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"Not immediately,” Elias sad. "But | can rase it. We will sdl the store and our inventory for
openers.”

"Jesus Chrigt," Herb Asher protested weskly. "That's how we make our living."

Eliasglared a him.

"Okay," Herb said.

"We will have a baptismd sde™ Elias sad, "to liquidate our inventory. | will baptize everyone
who buys something from us. | will cal on them to repent at the sametime.”

"Then you fully remember your identity,” Herb Asher said.

"l do now," Elias said. "But for atime | had forgotten.”

"If Linda Fox will let you interview her-"

"Only religious music will be played on the dation,” Elias said.

"That's as bad as the soupy strings. Worse. I'll say to you what | said to the cop; play the
Mahler Second-play something interesting, something that stimulates the mind.”

"Well se¢" Elias sad.

"I know what that means, ' Herb Asher said. "I had a wife who used to say 'WEell see’ Every
child knows that means-"

"Perhgps she could sing spirituas," Elias said.

Herb Asher said, "This whole business is beginning to get me down. We have to sdl the store;
we have to raise thirty million dallars. | can't cope with South Pecific and | don't expect to be able to
cope any better with '"Amazing Grace." Amazing Grace always sounded to me like some bimbo at a
massage parlor. If I'm offending you I'm sorry, but that cop almost hauled me off to jail. He said I'm
here illegdly; I'm a wanted man. That means you're probably wanted, too. What if Belid kills
Emmanud? What hagppens to us? Theré's no way we can survive without him. | mean, Bdlid pushed
him off Earth; he defeated him before. | think he's going to defeat him this time. Buying one FM
gation in Washington, D.C. isn't going to change the tide of battle."

"I'm avery persuasive taker," Elias sad.

"Yegh, wdl Bdid isnt going to be ligening to you and neither will be the ones he controls.
You're avoice-" He paused. "l was going to say, 'A voice crying in the wilderness." | guess you've
heard that before."

Elias said, "We could very well both wind up with our heads on slver platters. As happened to
me once before. What has hgppened is that Belid is out of his cage, the cage Zina put him in; he is
unchained. He is released onto this world. But what | say to you is, 'Oh ye of little faith!" But
everything that can be said has been said centuries ago. | will concede Linda Fox a smal amount of
ar time on our ation. You can tell her that. She may sing whatever she wishes."

“I'm hanging up,” Herb Asher said. "I haveto cal her and tell her I'm not coming out to the West
Coadt for awhile. | don't wafft her involved in my troubles. 1-"

"I'll talk to you later," Elias sad. "But | suggest you cdl Rybys, when | lagt saw her she was
crying. She thinks she may have a pyloric ulcer. And it may be mdignant.”

"Pyloric ulcers aren't mdignant,” Herb Asher said. "This is where | came in, hearing that Rybys
Rommey is gtting around crying over her illness; this is what got me involved. She isiill for illnesss
sake, for its own sake. | thought | was going to escape from this, findly. I'll cdl Linda Fox first." He
hung up the fone.

Chrig, he thought. All | want to do is fly to Cdifornia and begin my hgppy life. But the
macrocosm has swalowed me and my happy life up. Where is Elias going to get thirty million
dollars? Not by sdling our store and inventory. God probably gave him a bar of gold or will ran
down bits of gold, flakes of gold, on him like that mannain the wilderness that kept the ancient Jews
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dive. As Elias says, everything was said centuries ago and everything happened centuries ago. My
life with the Fox would have been new. And here | am once more subjected to sappy, soupy string
music which will soon give way to gospd songs.

He dialed Linda Fox's private number, that of her home in Sherman Oaks. And got a recording.
Her face appeared on the little fone screen, but it was a mechanica and distorted face; and, he saw,
her skin was broken out and her features seemed pudgy, aimost fat. Shocked, he said, "No, | don't
want to leave a message. I'll cal back." He hung up without identifying himsdf. Probably shell cdl
me in awhile, he decided. When | don't show up. After dl, sheis expecting me. But how strange she
looked. Maybe it's an old recording. | hope so.

To cam himsdf he turned on one of the audio systems there at the store; he used a reliable
preamp component that involved an audio hologram. The dation he sdected was a classcd music
gation, one he enjoyed. But- Only a voice issued from the transducers of the system. No music. A
whispering voice amog inaudible; he could barely understand the words. What the hell is this? he
asked himsdlf. What isit saying?"... weary," the voice whispered in its dry, dithery tone.

. "... and afrad. There is no posshility . .. weighed down. Born to lose; you are born to lose.
Y ou are no good.”

And then the sound of an ancient classic: Linda Rongtadt' s"Y ou're No Good." Over and over
agan Rongtadt repeated the words, they seemed to go on forever. Monotonous, hypnotic;
fascinated, he stood ligtening. The hell with this, he decided findly. He shut down the system. But the
words continued to circulate and recirculate in his brain. You are worthless, his thoughts came. You
are aworthless person. Jesus! he thought. This is far worse than the sappy, soupy al-strings easy-
ligening garbage; thisislethd.

He foned his home. After along pause Rybys answered. "I thought you were in Cdifornia," she
murmured. "Y ou woke me up. Do you redize whet time it is?'

"l had to turn back," he said. "I'm wanted by the police.”

Rybys sad, "I'm going back to deep.”" The screen darkened; its light went out and he found
himsdf facing nothing, confronted by nothingness.

They are dl adeegp or on tape, he thought. And when you manage to get them to say something
they tell you you're no good. The domain of Belid insinuates the paucity of vaue in everything. Greet.
Just what we need. The only bright spot was the cop asking me to pray for him. Even Elias is acting
erraticaly, suggesting that we buy an FM radio gtation for thirty million dollars so that we can tell
people-wdl, whatever he's going to tell people. On a par with sdlling them a home audio system and
baptizing them as abonus. Like giving them a free suffed animdl.

Animal, he thought. Bdlid is an animd; it was an animd voice that | heard on the radio just now.
Lower than human, not greeter. Animd is the worst sense: subhuman and gross. He shivered. And
meanwhile Rybys deeps, dreaming of mdignancy. Her perpetud cloud of illness, whether she is
conscious or nat; it isadwayswith her, dwaysthere. Sheis her own pathogen, infecting hersdlf.

He shut off the lights, left the store, locked up the front door and made his way to his parked
car, wondering to himsdf where to go. Back to his ailing, complaining wife? To Cdifornia and the
mechanica, pudgy image he had seen on the fone screen?

On the ddewak, near his parked car, something smal moved. Something that hestantly
retreated from him, asif in fear. An animd, larger than acat. Yet it didn't seem to be adog.

Herb Asher hdted, bent down, holding out his hand. The animd came uncertainly toward him,
and then dl a once he heard its thoughts in his mind. It was communicating with him telepathically. |
am from the planet in the CY30O-CY30OB dar system, it thought to him. I am one of the
autochthonic goats that in former times was sacrificed to Yah.
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Staggered, he said, "What are you doing here?' Something was wrong; this was impossible.

Help me, the goat-creature thought. | followed you here; | traveled after you to Earth.

"You're lying," he said, but he opened his car and got out his flashlight; bending down he turned
the yelow light on the animd.

Indeed he had a goat before him, and not a very large one; and yet it could not be an ordinary
Terran goat-he could discern the difference.

Please take me in and care for me, the goat-creature thought to him. | am logt. | have strayed
away from my mother.

"Sure" Herb Asher said. He reached out and the goat came hestantly toward him. What a
strange little wizened face, and such sharp little hooves. Just a baby, he thought; see how it trembles.
It must be gtarving. Out hereitll get run over.

Thank you, the goat-cresture thought to him.

"I'll take care of you," Herb Asher said.

The goat-cregture thought, | am afraid of Yah. Yah isteriblein hiswrath.

Thoughts of fire, and the cutting of the goat's throat. Herb Asher shivered. The prima sacrifice,
that of an innocent anima. To quell the anger of the deity.

"You're safe with me." he said, and picked up the goat-creature. Its view of Yah shocked him;
he envisoned Yah, now, as the goat-creature did, and it was a dreadful entity, this vast and angry
mountain deity who demanded the sacrifice of tiny lives.

Will you save me from Yah? the goat-cresture quavered; its thoughts were limpid with
apprehension.

"Of course | will," Herb Asher said. And he tenderly placed the goat-cresture in the back of his
car.

You won't tell Yah wherel am, will you? the goat-cresture begged.

"l swear," Herb Asher said.

Thank you, the goat-creature thought, and Herb Asher felt its joy. And, strangely, its sense of
triumph. He wondered about that as he got in behind the whed and started up the engine. Is this
some kind of avictory for it? he asked himsdf.

| an merdly glad to be safe, the goat-creature explained. And to have found a protector. Here
on this planet where there is so much desth.

Death, Herb Asher thought. It fears death as | fear deeth; it is a living organiam like me. Even
though in many waysit is quite different from me.

The goat-creature thought to him, | have been abused by children. Two children, a boy and a
airl.

Picture, then, in Herb Asher's mind: a crud pair of children, with savage faces and hogtile,
blazing eyes. This boy and girl had tormented the goat-creature and it was terrified of faling back
into their hands once more.

"That will never happen,” Herb Asher said. "I promise. Children can be dreadfully crud to
animas”

In its mind the goat-cresture laughed; Herb Asher experienced its glee. Puzzled, he turned to
look at the goat-cresture, but in the darkness behind him it seemed invisble; he sensed it, there in the
back of his car, but he could not make it out.

"I'm not sure where to go," Herb Asher said.

Where you originaly were going, the goat-creature thought. To Cdlifornia, to Linda

'Okay," he said, "but | don't-"

The police won't stop you this time, the goat-creature thought to him. | will seeto that.
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"But you are judt alittle animd," Herb Asher said.

The goat-creature laughed. Y ou can give me to Linda as a present, it thought.

Uneadily, he turned his car in the direction of Cdifornia, and rose up into the sky.

The children are here in Washington, D.C., now, the goat-cresture thought to him. They werein
Canada, in British Columbia, but now they have come here. | want to be far away from them.

"l don't blame you," Herb Asher said.

As he drove he noticed a smell in his car, the smdll of the goat. The goat stank, and this made
him uneasy. What a stench, he thought, considering how small it is. | guessit's norma for the species.
But ill.., the odor was beginning to make him sick. Do | redly want to give this smely thing to Linda
Fox? he asked himsdif.

Of course you do, the goat-creature thought to him, aware of what was going on in his mind.
She will be pleased.

And then Herb Asher caught a redlly dreadful mental impression from the goat-cresture's mind,
one that horrified him and made him drive erraticadly for a moment. A sexud lust on the part of the
creature for Linda Fox.

| must beimagining it! Herb Asher thought.

The goat-cresture thought, | want her. It was contemplating her breasts and her loins, her whole
body, made naked and available. Jesus, Herb Asher thought. This is dreadful. What have | gotten
myself into? He garted to steer his car back toward Washington, D.C.

And he found that he could not control the steering whed. The goat-creature had taken over; it
was in power within Herb Asher, a the center of hismind.

She will love me, the goat-creature thought, and | will love her. And, then, its thoughts passed
beyond the limits of Herb Asher's comprehension. Something to do with making Linda Fox into a
thing like the goat-cresture, dragging her down into its domain. She will be a sacrifice in my place,
the goat-creature thought. Her throat-1 will see it cut as mine has been. "No," Herb Asher said. Yes,
the goat-cresture thought.

And it compelled him to drive on, toward Cdifornia and Linda Fox. And, as it compelled and
controlled him, it exulted in its glee; within the darkness of his car it danced its own kind of dance, a
drumming sound that its hooves made: made in triumph. And anticipation. And intoxicated joy.

It was thinking of death, and the thought of desth made it celebrate with rapture and an awful

song.

He drove as erraticdly as possible, hoping that once again a police car would grapple him. But
as the goat-creature had promised none did.

The image of Linda Fox in Herb Asher' s mind continued to undergo a dismd transformation; he
envisoned her as gross and bad-complexioned, a flabby thing that ate too much and wandered
about aimlessy, and he redlized, then, that this was the view of the accuser; the goat-creature was
Linda Fox's accuser who showed her-who showed everything in creation-under the worst light
possible, under the aspect of the ugly. Thisthing in my back seet isdoing it, he said to himsdlf. Thisis
how the goat-creature sees God's total artifact, the world that God pronounced as good. It is the
pessmism of evil itsdf. The naure of evil is to see in this fashion, to pronounce this verdict of
negation. Thus, he thought, it unmakes cregtion; it undoes what the Creator has brought into being.
Thisaso isaform of unredity, this verdict, this dreary aspect. Creation is not like this and Linda Fox
is not like this. But the goat-cresture would tell me that- | am only showing you the truth, the goat-
cresture thought to him. About your pizza waitress.

"You are out of the cage that Zina put you in," Herb Asher said. "Eliaswas right."
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Nothing should be caged, the goat-creature thought to him. Especidly me. | will roam the world,
expanding into it until | fill it; thet ismy right.

"Bdid," Herb Asher said.

| hear you, the goat-creature thought back.

"And I'm taking you to Linda Fox," Herb Asher said. "Whom | love mogt in dl theworld."” Again
he tried to take his hands from the steering whedl and again they remained locked in place.

Let us reason, the goat-creature thought to him. Thisis my view of the world and | will make it
your view and the view of everyone. It isthe truth. The light that shone originaly was a spurious light.
That light is going out and the true nature of redlity is disclosed in its absence. That light blinded men
to the red dtate of things. It ismy job to reved that red date.

Gray truth, the goat-creature continued, is better than what you have imagined. Y ou wanted to
wake up. Now you are awake; | show you things as they are, pitilessy; but that is how it should be.
How do you suppose | defeated Y ahweh in times past? By reveding his creation for what it is, a
wretched thing to be despised. Thisis his defeat, what you see-see through my mind and eyes, my
vison of the world: my correct vison. Recdl Rybys Rommey's dome, the way it was when you firgt
saw it; remember what she was like; consder what she is like now. Do you suppose that Linda Fox
is any different? Or that you are any different? You are al the same, and when you saw the debris
and spoiled food and rotting matter of Rybyss dome you saw how redlity redly is. You saw life.
Y ou saw the truth.

| will soon show you that truth about the Fox, the goat-cresture continued. That is what you will
find at the end of this trip: exactly what you found in Rybys Rommey's deteriorated dome that day,
years ago. Nothing has changed and nothing is different. You could not escape it then and you
cannot escape it now.

What do you say to that? the goat-creature asked him.

"The future need not resemble the past,” Herb Asher said.

Nothing changes, the goat-creature answered. Scripture itself tells us that.

"Even agoat can cite Scripture,” Herb Asher said.

They entered the heavy stream of air traffic routed toward the Los Angeles area; cars and
commercia vehicles moved on al sides of them, above them, below them. Herb Asher could discern
police cars but none paid him any attention.

| will guide you to her house, the goat-creature informed him.

"Cregture of dirt," Herb Asher said, with fury.

A floating signa pointed the way ahead. They had dmost reached Cdifornia

"I will wager with you that-" Herb Asher began, but the goat-cresture cut him off.

| do not wager, it thought to him. | do not play. | am the strong and | prey on the weak. Y ou are
the week, and Linda Fox iswesker yet. Forget the idea of games; that isfor children.

"You must be like alittle child," Herb Asher said, "to enter the Kingdom of God."

| have no interest in that kingdom, the goat-thing thought to him. Thisis my kingdom here. Lock
the auto-pilot computer of your car into the coordinates for her house.

His hands did so, without his volition. There was no way he could hold back; the goat-cresture
had control of his motor centers.

Cdl her on your car fone, the goat-creature told him. Inform her that you are arriving.

"No," he sad. But his fingers placed the card with her fone number into the dot.

"Hdlo." Linda Fox' s voice came from the little spesker.

"ThisisHerb," he said. "I'm sorry I'm late. | got stopped by a cop. Isit too late?!
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"No," she said. "l was out anyhow for a while. 1t1l be nice to see you again. You're going to
day, aren't you? | mean, you're not going back tonight.”

"Il stay," he sad.

Tdl her, the goat-cregture thought to him, that you have me with you. A pet for her, alittle kid.

"l have apet for you," Herb Asher said." A baby goat.”

"Oh, redly? Are you going to leave it?'

"Yes," he said, without volition; the goat-creature controlled his words, even the intonation.

"Well, that is so thoughtful of you. | have a whole bunch of animads aready, but | don't have a
goat. | guessI'll put it in with my sheep, Herman W. Mudgett."

"What a strange name for a sheep,” Herb Asher said. "Herman W. Mudgett was the grestest
mass-murderer in English higtory," Linda Fox said.

"Wel," hesaid, "I guessit'sokay."

"Il see you in a minute. Land carefully. You don't want to hurt the goat." She broke the
connection.

A few minutes later his car settled gently down on the roof of her house. He shut the engine off.

Open the door, the goat-creature thought to him.

He opened the car door.

Coming toward the car, lit by pae lights, Linda Fox smiled at him, her eyes sparkling; she waved
in greeting. She wore atank top and cutoffs, and, as before, her feet were bare. Her hair bounced as
she hurried and her breasts rose and fell.

Within the car the stench of the goat-creature grew.

"Hi," she sad breathlesdy. "Where's the little goat?' She looked into the car. "Oh," she said. "
see. Get out of the car, little goat. Come here.”

The goat-cregture legped out, into the pale light of the Caifornia evening.

"Belid," Linda Fox said. She bent to touch the goat; hadtily, the goat scrambled back but her
fingers grazed its flanks.

The goat-creature died.
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CHAPTER 20

There are more of them,” she said to Herb Asher, who stood gazing numbly at the corpse of the
goda. "Comeindde. | knew by the scent. Bdlid tinks to high heaven. Please comein." Shetook him
by the arm and led him to the doorway. "Y ou're shaking. Y ou knew what it was, didn't you?'

"Yes" he sad. "But who are you?"

"Sometimes | am caled Advocate” Linda Fox said. "When | defend | am the Advocate.
Sometimes Comfort; that is when | console. | am the Beside-Helper. Bdlid is the Accuser. We are
the two adversaries of the Court. Please come inside where you can St down; this has been awful for
you, | know. Okay?'

"Okay." He let her lead him to the roof eevator.

"Haven't | consoled you?' Linda Fox asked. "In the past? As you lay aone in your dome on an
dien world, with no one to talk to or be with? That is my job. One of my jobs." She put her hand on
his chest. "Your heart is pounding avay. You must have been terrified; it told you what it was going
to do with me. But you see, it didn't know where you were taking it. Where or to whom.”

"You destroyed it," he sad." And-"

"But it has proliferated throughout the universe,” Linda said. "This is only an instance, what you
saw on the roof. Every man has an Advocate and an Accuser. In Hebrew, for the Isradlites of
antiquity, yetzer ha-tov was the Advocate and yetzer ha-ru was the Accuser. I'll fix you a drink. A
good Cdifornia zinfandel; a Buena Vida zinfanddl. It's a Hungarian grape. Most people don't know
that."

In her living room he sank down in afloating chair, gratefully. He could dill smdl the goat. "Will |
ever-" he began.

"The smdl will go awvay." She glided over to him with a glass of red wine. "I dready opened it
and let it breathe. Youll likeit."

He found the wine ddlicious. And his heartbeat had begun to return to normal.

Seated across from him, Linda Fox held her own wine glass and gazed a him attentively. "It
didn't harm your wife, did it? Or Elias?'

'No," he said. "'l was done when it came up to me. It pretended to be alost anima.”

Linda Fox said, "Each person on Earth will have to choose between his yetzer hara and his
yetzer ha-ru. You choose me and so | saved you . . . you choose the goat-thing and | cannot save
you. In your case | was the one you chose. The battle is waged for each soul individudly. Thet is
what the rabbis teach. They have no doctrine of fallen man as awhole. Salvation is on a one by one
bass. Do you like the zinfandd ?*

"Yes" hesad.

"I will use your FM dation,” she said. "It will be agood place to ar new materid."

"Y ou know about that?' he said.

"Elijah istoo stern. My songs will be appropriate. My songs gladden the human heart and that is
what maiters. Well, Herb Asher; here you are in Cdifornia with me, as you imagined in the
beginning. As you imagined in ancther sar system, in your dome, with your holographic posters of
me that moved and talked, the synthetic versons of me, the imitations. Now you have the red me
with you, seated across from you. How does it fed ?!

Hesad, "Isit red?"

"Do you hear two hundred sugary strings?'
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"No."
Linda Fox said, "It's red." She set her wine glass down, rose to her feet, came toward him and
bent to put her aams around him.

He woke up in the morning with the Fox againg him, her hair brushing his face, and he said to
himsdf, Thisis actudly s0; it is not a dream, and the evil goat-cregiure lies dead on the roof, my
particular goat-thing that came to degrade my life.

This is the woman | love, he thought as he touched the dark hair and the pae cheek. It is
beautiful hair and her lashes are long and lovely, even as she deeps. It is impossble but it is true.
That can happen. What had Elias told him about religious faith? 'Certum est quia impossibile est.”
"This is therefore credible, just because it is absurd.” The great statement by the early Church father
Tertullian, regarding the resurrection of Jesus Chrigt. "Et sepultus resurrexit; certum est quia
impossibile est." And that is the case here.

What along way | have gone, he thought, stroking the woman's bare arm. Once | imagined this
and now | experience this. | am back where | began and yet | am totaly elsewhere from where |
began! It is a paradox and amiracle at the same time. And this, even, is Cdifornia, where | imagined
itto be. Itisasif in dreaming | presaw my future redity; | experienced it beforehand.

And the dead thing on the roof is proof thet this is real. Because my imagination could not give
rise to that stinking beast whose mind glued itsdf to my mind and told me lies, told me ugly stories
about afat, short woman with bad skin. An object as ugly as itself-a projection of itsdlf.

Has anyone loved another human as much as | love her? he asked himsdf, and then he thought,
She is my Advocate and my Besde-Helper. She told me Hebrew words that | have forgotten that
describe her. Sheis my tutdlary spirit, and the goat-thing came dl the way here, three thousand miles,
to perish when she put her fingers againg its flank. It died without even a sound, so eedily did shekill
it. She was waiting for it. That is-as she said-her job, one of her jobs. She has others; she consoled
me, she consoles millions; she defends; she gives solace. And sheistherein time; she does not arrive
too late.

Leaning, he kissed Linda on the cheek. In her deep she sighed. Week and in the power of the
goat-creature, he thought; that is what | was when | came here. She protected me because | was
wesk. She does not love me as | love her, because she must love al humans. But | love her done.
With everything that | am. |, the weak, love her who is strong. My loydty is to her, and her
protection is for me. It is the Covenant that God made with the Isradlites: that the strong protect the
week and the wesk give their devotion and loyalty to the strong in return; it is a mutudity. | have a
covenant with Linda Fox, and it will not be broken ever, by ather one of us.

I'll fix breskfast for her, he decided. Stedthily, he got up from the waterbed and made his way
into the kitchen.

A figure stood there waiting for him. A familiar figure.

"Emmanud," Herb Asher said.

The boy shone in a ghostly way, and Herb Asher redlized that he could see the wall and the
counter and cabinets behind the boy. This was an epiphany of the divineg Emmanue was in fact
somewhere else. And yet he was here; here and aware of Herb Asher.

"You found her,” Emmanue sad.

"Yes" Herb Asher sad.

"She will keep you safe”

"l know," he sad. "For thefirg timein my life"
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"Now you need not ever withdraw again,” Emmanuel said, "as you did in your dome. You
withdrew because you were afraid. Now you have nothing to fear. . . because of her presence. She
as sheis now, Herbert-real and dive, not an image.’

"l understand,” he said.

"Thereis adifference. Put her on your radio station; help her, help your protectress.”

"A paradox,” Herb Asher said.

"But true. You can do alot for her. Y ou were right when you thought of the word mutudity. She
saved your life last night." Emmanud lifted his hand. " She was given to you by me."

"l see," he said. He had assumed that was the case.

Emmanud said, "Sometimes in the equation that the strong protect the week there is the difficulty
in determining who is strong and who is weak. In mogt ways she is stronger than you, but you can
protect her in certain specific ways, you can shelter her back. That is the red law of life mutua
protection. In the fina analyss everything is both strong and weak, even the yetzer hatoy-your
yetzer hatoy. She is a power and she is a person; it is a mystery. You will have time, in the life
ahead for you, to fathom that mystery, alittle. You will know her better and better. But she knows
you now completely; just as Zina has absolute knowledge of me, Linda Fox has absolute knowledge
of you. Did you redize that? That the Fox has known you totdly, for avery long time?'

"The goat-cresture didn't surprise her," he said.

"Nothing surprises the yetzer hartoy of a human being,” Emmanud said.

"Will | ever see you again?' Herb Asher asked.

"Not as you see me now. Not as a human figure such as yoursdf. | am not as you see me; | now
shed my human Sde, that derived from my mother, Rybys. Zinaand | will unite in a syzygy which is
macrocosmic; we will not have a soma, which isto say, aphysica body digtinct from the world. The
world will be our body, and our mind the world's mind. It will so be your mind, Herbert. And the
mind of every other creature that has chosen its yetzer ha-toy, its good spirit. Thisis what the rabbis
have taught, that each human-but | see you know this; Linda has told you. What she has not told you
is alater gift that she holds in store for you: the gift of ultimate exculpation for your life in its entirety.
She will be there when you are judged, and the judgment will be of her rather than you. She is
spotless, and she will bestow this perfection on you when find scrutiny comes. So fear not; your
ultimate savation is assured. She would give her life for you, her friend. As Jesus said, 'Gregter love
has no man than that he give up hislife for his friends." When she touched the goat-creature she-well,
| had better not say.

"She hersdf died for an ingtant,” Herb Asher said.

"For an indtant so brief that it scarcely existed.”

"But it did occur. She died and returned. Even though | saw nothing.”

"That is 0. How did you know?"

Herb Asher sad, "I could fed it this morning when | looked a her deeping; | could fed her
love."

Wearing aflowered slk robe, Linda Fox came deepily into the kitchen; she stopped short when
she ssw Emmanud.

"Kyrios" she sad quietly. 'Du hagt den Mensch gerettet,” Emmanud said to her. "Die giftige
Schiange bekdmpfte esfreut mich sehr. Danke." Linda Fox sad, "Die Abscht ist nur dizukiar. Lass
mich fragen: wann aso ii'ird das Dunkd schwinden?' "Sobad dich fiihrt der Freundschaft Hand ins
Heiligtum zum ew ‘gen Band."

"0 wie?' Linda Fox sad. "Dii-" Emmanuel gazed a her. "Wie sark ig nicht dein Zauberton,
deine Musik. Sing immer fur ale Mensch en, dureb Ewigkeit. Dabel ist das Dunkd zersh)ren.
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‘Ja," Linda Fox said, and nodded.

"What | told her,” Emmanue said to Herb Asher, "is that she has saved you. The poisonous
snake is overcome and | am pleased. And | thanked her. She said that its intentions were clear to
her. And then she asked when the darkness would disappear.”

"What did you answer?"'

"That is between her and me" Emmanud said. "But | told her that her music mugt exist for dll
eternity for al humans, that is part of it. What matters is that she understands. And she will do what
she hasto. Thereis no misunderstanding between her and us. Between her and the Court.”

Going to the stove-the kitchen was neat and clean, with everything in its place-Linda Fox
pressed buttons, then brought out food from the refrigerator. "I'll fix breskfast,” she said.

"| was going to do that," Herb Asher said, chagrined.

"You rest," she sad. "You've gone through alot in the last twenty-four hours. Being stopped by
the police, having Bdlid take control of you . . . She turned to smile at him. Even with her hair touded
she was-well, he could not say; what she was for him could not be put into words. At least not by
him. Not at this moment. Seeing her and Emmanue together overwhelmed him. He could not spesk;
he could only nod.

"He loves you very much,” Emmanud said to her.

"Yes" she sad, somberly.

"Safr~ihlich," Emmanud said to her.

Linda said to Herb Asher, "Héstelling me to be happy. | am happy. Are you?'

"I-* He hedtated. She asked ii'hen the darkness vi'ould disappear, he remembered. The
darkness has not disappeared. The poisonous snake is overcome but the darkness remains.

"Always be joyful,” Emmanud sad.

"OK," Herb Asher said. "'l will."

At the stove Linda Fox fixed breskfast and he thought he heard her sing. It was hard for him to
tell, because he carried in his mind the beauty of her tunes. It was dways there. "She is snging,”
Emmanud sad. "You are right." Singing, she put on coffee. The day had begun.

"That thing on the roof," Herb Asher said. But Emmanue had disgppeared, now; only he himsdlf
and Linda Fox remained.

"Il cal the city,” Linda Fox sad. "They'll haul it away. They have a machine that does thet.
Hauls away the poisonous snake. From the lives of people and the roofs of houses. Turn on the
radio and get the news. There will be wars and rumors of wars. There will be great upheavas. The
world-weve seen only alittle part of it. And then let's call Elijah about the radio station.”

"No more string versions of South Pacific,” he said.

“In alittle while"" Linda Fox said, "things will be dl right. It came out of its cage and it is going
back."

Hesad, "What if we lose?'

"l can see ahead," Linda said. "We will win. We have dready won. We have dways dready
won, from the beginning, from before creation. What do you take in your coffeg? | forget.”

Later, he and Linda Fox went back up on the roof to view the remains of Belid. But to his
surprise he saw not the carcass of a wizened goat-thing~ instead he saw what looked like the
remains of agreat luminous kite that had crashed and lay in ruins al across the roof.

Somberly, he and Linda gazed at it asit lay broken everywhere, vast and lovely and destroyed.
In pieces, like damaged light.
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"This is how he was once," Linda said. "Origindly. Before he fdl. This was his originad shape.
We cdled him the Moth. The Matl1 that fell dowly, over thousands of years, intersecting the Earth,
like ageometrica shape descending stage by stage until nothing remained of its shape.”

Herb Asher said, "He was very beautiful "

He was the morning tar,” Linda said. "The brightest gtar in the heavens. And now nothing
remains of him but this"

"How he hasfdlen," Herb Asher said.

"And everything dse with him," she sad.

Together they went back downgtairs to cdl the city. To have the machine come dong to haul the
remains away.

"Will he ever be again as he once was?' Herb Asher said.

"Perhgps” she said. "Perhaps we dl may be" And then she sang for Herb Asher one of the
Dowland songs. It was the song the Fox traditionaly sang on Christmas day, for dl the planets. The
most tender, the most haunting song that she had adapted from John Dowland's lute books.

When the poor cripple by the pool did lie

Full many yearsin misery and pain,

No sooner he on Christ had set his eye,

But he was well, and comfort came again.

"Thank you," Herb Asher said.

Above them the city machine worked, gathering up the remains of Belid. Gathering together the

broken fragments of what had once been light.
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