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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.









Soon or late, each new frontier


Yields: Forefathers braved the sea.


With scythe and plow, the pioneers


Broke the land. Technology


Tamed communication. Now,


We settlers seek a wilder place


To bridle with our rough know-how:


The midnight prairie miles of space.


Terran-born, we hopefully


Spread our nets for lights afar,


And catch the moon. Our sons will be


Moonchildren, and snare the stars.


—by Essex Bounty,
Old Terran poet,
circa 1990          


Night of crystal, day of gold,


Goddess, in your arms enfold


Soldier, servant, saint and sinner—


Spring and summer, fall and winter.


Crystal midnight, golden dawn,


Flawlessly the days flow on,


Filled with pure ecstatic light—


Fiery morning, icy night.


Goddess, give us star and sun


To guide us through our mortal run.


Sweetly are the secrets told—


Wrapt in crystal, limned in gold.


—Prayer to Ava,
traditional,
origin unknown







CHAPTER ONE


Travel on the commercial cruiser was excruciatingly slow, but the vast Moonchild fleet made few visits to Semay, and the planet’s government had asked that this mission be started, at least, as quietly as possible. So Lieutenant (Special Assignment Officer) Cowen Drake came in by the conventional route, and divided the long slow days between reading and brooding.


On the whole, the reading was more profitable. He had brought a stack of books and visicubes and reports about Semay, and he pored over these with the single-minded intentness that he brought to nearly everything he did. He could sit for hours, immobile before the screen, scanning through the documents that described and analyzed this small world on the fringes of the civilized galaxy. Gathered by the formidable Moonchild intelligence forces, the reports tended to center around specific events important to a certain time period; they were thorough as far as they went, but they gave only the sketchiest overviews of the planet’s history. The books were a better bet, most of them coming from Semay itself, but the books he could scarcely read.


He thumbed through one of them now, a hardcover volume bound in crumbling red leather and illustrated with engraved prints. Hand-sewn into the frayed binding, now and again the pictures unexpectedly came out in his hand. Semay had been settled by a group of colonists from the planet Mundo Real, which thousands of years before had been settled by pioneers from Old Earth. Those Mundo Real settlers had all come from a segment of the home planet known as Western Europe, and they carried with them languages and traditions that they were determined not to lose. The colonists who, hundreds of years later, traveled from Mundo Real to Semay had left the traditions behind but taken the languages with them. As a result, the common tongue on Semay was some curious, hybrid amalgam of Romance languages called Spanish and French and Italian, and Drake couldn’t understand one word in ten.


He was studying, though. He had brought language tapes with him as well as history books, and he played these while he exercised, while he read, while he slept. He could not say he had made a great deal of progress. Linguistics had never really been his specialty.


Which had not seemed to bother Comtech Central, the assignment bureau responsible for matching up Moonchild officers with crises in the Intergalactic Alliance of Federated Planets. He couldn’t speak the language, and he wasn’t exactly sympathetic to religious issues. And from what he could tell of his reading so far, religion was at the heart of the problem on Semay.


For perhaps the hundredth time, he pulled out his case files to review details of the murders on Semay. Five people had been slain, all women, all priestesses belonging to the two major religious sects on the planet. All five had been killed within the borders of Madrid, the principal city of Semay. The local police force (the “hombuenos,” according to Drake’s file) were used to regarding the priestesses as sacrosanct, and thus were reluctant to investigate the tragedies with the ruthlessness they might muster in another case. They needed help.


Drake turned another page in the report. The local governor had asked for assistance from the local Moonchildren stationed on Semay. But there were only three of them, and they were deep in political negotiations with the planetary government. They had recommended instead the full-time investigative skills of an SAO dedicated to the case. The governor had been grateful for the suggestion. And a few days later, Drake was on his way.


It had taken him several readings to get a grasp of what exactly was happening on Semay, and why it was important enough to merit the attention of Interfed and its elite peacekeeping forces. The murders, though baffling, were straightforward enough. First to be killed was a priestess of the Triumphante sect, the dominant and most widespread order on the planet. A few weeks later, a member of the Fidele sect had been found dead. Both women had been garroted and left on abandoned property. Next, another Triumphante was murdered, then another Fidele, then another Triumphante.


Drake thumbed forward to the appendix describing the religious orders on Semay. Everyone seemed to worship the same goddess, Ava, but how they approached her said a lot about their individual personalities. The Triumphantes were a wealthy, powerful and popular sect that espoused a philosophy of worship as joy. Among their adherents were the rich and the politically ambitious. The Fideles were stern ascetics who gave away all possessions and spent their days ministering to the poor. Different though they were, the two sects had managed to co-exist in harmony for more than a thousand years. They preached no gospel of derision or hate. So who had learned to hate the priestesses, and why?


And why did Interfed care? Drake closed the folder, then closed his eyes. Semay’s major export was a handful of aromatic desert spices that had not been successfully transplanted anywhere, and this unique crop had guaranteed it a place in the free market of the civilized planets. It had also made Semay reluctant to accept a long-standing invitation to federate, since planetary officials feared the inevitable influx of off-world merchants. But Interfed wanted Semay within its protective and commercial net. Indeed, the small Moonchild contingent even now in Madrid was there specifically to woo this skittish bride and bring her home as the latest Interfed conquest. Actually, that courtship had been in progress ten years or more, and to date Semay had shown very little interest in accepting Interfed’s proposal.


Drake leaned his head back against his chair. But. The Interfed was equally interested in attaching Corsica, a military planet with a high level of technological skill. Corsica, desperately seeking a trade alliance with Semay, had agreed to federate only on condition that Semay also step inside the Interfed net. If Interfed could convince Semay, it would win over Corsica, it would secure the whole Aellan Corridor. It would sew up yet another loose corner of the galaxy.


Drake opened his eyes and smiled sardonically. Whenever an issue seems unclear or improbable, look for the profit motive. Interfed had never been an altruist. Drake was not being sent to Semay merely to save the lives of a few religious fanatics. He was going there to make the universe a haven for commerce. He felt much better once he understood his proper mission.


The cruiser made dozens of stops between its embarkation point of New Terra and its final destination of Fortunata. From there, Drake would have to catch a shuttle to Semay, a loss of another two days. He was by nature a patient man, but he hated waste, and this slow, meandering journey seemed a criminal waste to his fastidious mind.


The night before they made planetfall on Fortunata, Drake was joined at dinner by a fellow traveler who had introduced himself as Thelonious Reed. He was a small, graying, older man who was perpetually cheerful and indiscriminately friendly; he would strike up a conversation with the surliest crew member or the most reserved passenger. He whistled incessantly as he sauntered through the brightly lit corridors of the ship, as he waited for his meals to be served in the low-ceilinged dining room, as he stood at the windows in the viewing cabin and watched the stars slide by. From a distance of two rooms, Drake could hear him coming, and escape him if he chose, which the Moonchild often did. For some reason, Drake distrusted a man who so openly broadcast his arrival and his mood.


He was, however, well-trained enough to cover his mild dislike. He nodded genially when Reed asked to sit with him at dinner, and even forbore to be irritated when the older man carefully arranged his linen napkin over his chest and lap.


“I never asked,” Reed said when this task was accomplished to his satisfaction, “is it convicts or commerce that brings you to Fortunata?”


Even an impassive face could be expected to betray a little surprise at a question like that. “I’m not sure I understand,” Drake said gravely.


Reed widened his eyes. “Fortunata,” he repeated, as if that explained everything. “That’s all we have to offer, you know. Biggest trading center in the Aellan Corridor—and the biggest prison in this half of the galaxy.”


The question now made sense. Drake allowed himself a small smile. “And which end do you favor?” he asked.


Reed selected a roll from the bread basket on the table and watched while the waiter laid the night’s dinner before him. “I’m a businessman myself,” he said. “Run thirty merchantmen cargo ships from my base in Fortunata. Times are good. I remember when it was only ten.”


Drake was slightly interested. He had the Moonchild’s ingrained hunger for raw data, no matter how valueless. “What kind of cargo?”


Reed waved a hand. “Whatever I can buy or sell. Fortunata’s a crossroads for the Aellan Corridor and the Maxine Circle. We ship anything anywhere. All strictly aboveboard, too.”


Drake repressed a brief grin; legitimate merchants had, in the past, had their share of disputes with independent mercenaries who could carry small, valuable and often illegal cargoes from planet to planet and avoid inconveniences like taxes and import duties. “Spices?” he wanted to know.


The other man nodded. “The luxuries of life—the cargo I prefer,” he said. “Deal with the rich, my friend, for they can always pay, and they are always civilized.”


Drake toyed with his food. He was not here undercover, after all, and he openly wore the wristbadge and earring that would brand him as a Moonchild. Still, as a matter of principle, he disliked playing his hand too openly. “Do you import and export spices from Semay?” he asked.


Reed’s face took on a bright look of excitement. “Ah, Semay,” he said, as if someone had mentioned his favorite daughter. “I have several ships that regularly make the run to Madrid. Best spices in this part of the galaxy. Possibly the best spices within Interfed. Are you a connoisseur of such things?”


“Not yet,” Drake said. “Hoping to be someday, maybe.”


“Then you’re on your way to Semay, I take it? Not Fortunata after all?”


“Semay,” Drake confirmed.


“Give my respects to Ava,” the little man said. “We do not worship her on Fortunata, but she has always been a favorite of mine. A happy goddess.”


“Then you must pray with the Triumphantes,” Drake said.


Reed smiled at him. “Any reasonable man would,” he replied.


Drake escaped from his dinner companion after a bit of graceful lying. Once Reed realized that the Moonchild would have a twelve-hour layover in Fortunata, he offered to put him up at one of his hotels (apparently he owned several in the shipping district) or even his own home. Drake was not in the habit of making lifetime friends out of chance traveling companions, so he said that arrangements had been made for him back on New Terra. In fact, he planned to spend the night in one of the Spartan rooms set aside for transient Moonchildren at the local base on Fortunata, but he was sure Reed would not understand why he would prefer such a bed to the luxury of a hotel.


They were only about eight hours from planetfall and Fortunata had become the biggest thing in the night sky. Drake spent more than an hour, solitary in the observation room, watching the violet planet grow closer and more distinct. He did not, on the whole, find the approach to civilization as miraculous and absorbing as his intent expression would indicate. He preferred the vast intervals of unsettled space to the comfortable harbors of the colonized worlds.


He could, by turning his head, still gaze on the limitless miles of spangled night that sprawled out behind the moving ship. It was a sight that never failed to intrigue him, no matter what his mood or mission. He was not a particularly literate man, but they had all been forced to memorize the Essex Bounty poem that had, centuries ago, coined the name Moonchild, and some of its lines inevitably occurred to Drake as he watched the night fold back.


She had called the vast expanse of untamed stars “the midnight prairie miles of space,” a phrase that had seemed apt enough when he first heard it. Not until he had spent a month on the agricultural planet called Kansas did he fully understand what the poet meant. Drake was a transgalactic traveler; he was used to distance and he knew how to conquer it with machines. But on this serene, quiet, undulating world of flat plains and heavy crops he had learned to appreciate distance when it was measurable only by time and human effort.


He had taken a horse and ridden for five straight days across a plain almost untracked by a man’s foot. For two days, he had seen no other living soul; the last buildings he had sighted, without stopping, had been tumbledown homesteaders’ shacks where young families were trying to prove up their acres of land. At night, he built his own campfire and cooked his own food and heard about him the mysterious singing of the prairie insects; and he felt, as if it were a tangible force, every mile of that land pressing in on him from long, unimaginable distances.


Essex Bounty had lived on Old Earth in the days before space travel, but she had known a metaphor when she saw it; and she had captured for Drake exactly the way he felt about the silent, watchful, living tableland of the stars.


Fortunata’s main port, Drake felt, gave ample evidence of its two main concerns. It was one of the busiest ship harbors he had ever seen, and its control tower admirably directed the landings and takeoffs of thousands of vessels a day. Drake identified the markings of every major planet in Interfed as well as a few small, fleet ships that could only belong to independent mercenaries or outlaw dealers in the most dangerous of goods.


As for the prison inmates, it was Drake’s guess that many of the newly released convicts—now presumably rehabilitated—took up jobs in the port hauling cargo and unloading ships. He had never seen such a collection of disreputable faces and defiant eyes. No wonder the pirate ships queued up docilely at Fortunata’s main gate; unloading stolen goods, no doubt, and hiring on new help.


His single night on-planet passed without incident, and the next evening he boarded the shuttle that would, finally, take him to Semay. The inconclusive schedule of the days had begun to wear at him; he felt as if he had been traveling aimlessly for months. During nonsleeping hours of the thirty-six-hour flight to Madrid, he prowled moodily around the shuttle, much smaller than the commercial liner, until he happened upon the tiny gym intended for use by the crew. His Moonchild wristbadge won him entrée, and he spent a good three hours working out, pushing his body to the limit on the weights and pulleys. He felt cheerful and almost relaxed as he toweled off after a shower and dressed in his regulation whites. Back in the passenger lounge, he pulled out a recorder, connected his earplug, and played one of his language tapes the rest of the day.


They landed on Semay at mid-morning by that planet rotation. The passengers exited onto a runway and stepped onto a conveyor belt that fed them into a large, cavernous hangar where heavy luggage and goods would presumably be unloaded. The brief moments on the unprotected runway left Drake dazed and reeling from an excess of fearsome heat and incredibly white light. Semay was a desert, but somehow he had expected it to unfold itself gradually, after he had been there a day or two and had time to adjust. He clung to the narrow rail that followed the moving sidewalk, and blinked rapidly to regain his bearings.


He had just stepped off the belt inside the port hangar when a thin, dark-haired young man pushed himself away from a wall and approached him. “Lieutenant Drake?” the boy said in hesitant, oddly accented Standard Terran. He was dressed in nondescript khaki and carried himself like a soldier; Drake guessed he was an hombueno, one of the so-called “good men” of the local police force.


Drake stopped, automatically assessing the young man. He did not look as if he would be much trouble in a fight; by Moonchild standards, he could hardly be called a threat at all. If his brother officers were built along the same lines, no wonder the local law enforcement agencies had felt unequal to the task of investigating this crime wave.


“I’m Drake,” he said. “Are you with the local cops?”


The boy smiled, a rueful, disarming smile. “Please?” he said carefully, and Drake realized his Standard Terran was recent and poorly learned. “Will you come—with me?”


Drake had traveled with two heavy duffel bags, both of which he had carried onto and off the shuttle; they were now slung over his shoulders. “I’d like to go to the base first, if you don’t mind,” he said. “The Moonchild base?”


“Please?” the boy repeated, still smiling. “Will you come with me?”


Drake resettled the bags and tried again. “Could I go to the Moonchild base first?” he said, spacing the words slowly. “Could I leave my bags?”


This time, the young officer seemed to grasp the import of Drake’s words. At any rate, he shook his head. His eyes took on the fervency of a man with important news. “It is—urgent,” he said, proud of himself for remembering the word. “There has been another—” He paused, and spread his hands as if hoping to pluck the word from the air.


Drake sighed and nodded. “Asesinato,” he said. “Murder.”




CHAPTER TWO


The heat inside the squat wooden shack was suffocating, and it was intensified by the five or six men who moved carefully around the interior, writing notes and taking impressions. The body had been covered with some kind of treated sheet—treated, Drake guessed, to slow decomposition in this most unforgiving of climates. There was a small pool of dried blood spread out below the end that appeared to be the head. The rest of the hut was entirely barren, empty of furniture, items of clothing, pots, pans, food or any other indication of human habitation.


“Like the rest,” said a small, sandy-colored, well-built man who appeared to be directing operations. He was speaking to a younger man who was writing down observations in some kind of brisk shorthand. “She appears to have been brought here without a struggle, for no reason except to be killed. Doesn’t look like this place has been inhabited for at least a year.”


Drake’s guide pushed his way up to the speaker. “Capitan,” he said, the only word that Drake recognized from the spate that followed. Nonetheless, the capitan instantly looked in the Moonchild’s direction and came over to introduce himself.


“Benito,” he said, leaving Drake to wonder if that was a first name, a last name or a title. His fair skin looked as if it had been exposed for more than fifty years to the merciless desert sun. In fact, everything about him looked bleached, exhausted, several degrees past maximum efficiency. But his eyes were a hard, compact brown, and his manner was quietly authoritative. Neither Drake’s greater height nor inherent Moonchild reputation seemed to impress him unduly.


“Cowen Drake,” the Moonchild said, shaking hands.


“Sorry to drag you off the shuttle that way, but I thought you might want to take a look at this,” the hombueno continued. “Found her just a couple hours ago. Murder apparently was committed last night. We were alerted a little after midnight, when she didn’t come back. Took us a while to find her.”


Drake glanced around the room again; literally nothing left behind to speak of a personality or motive. “I take it all the murders have been committed in different places?”


“Different places in the same place,” Benito replied. “All in the barrio.”


“The barrio?”


“This part of town. The slums.”


Drake nodded and edged toward the body. “Could I?” he asked.


For an answer, Benito crouched down beside the shrouded figure and pulled the sheet back from the woman’s head. Through the film of blood, which was everywhere, Drake identified a young woman’s face and short blond hair.


“Her throat was cut?” the Moonchild asked.


The hombueno nodded. “Wire,” he said. “A—what’s the word for it?”


“Garrote,” Drake guessed.


“That’s it. Slices right through the jugular. They’ve all been killed that way.”


“He do anything else to them?” Drake asked.


Benito drew the sheet back even farther, to display the still body dressed in a severely plain gown. This was a Fidele, Drake guessed. The woman’s hands were tied together with what appeared to be a festive necklace, a gold chain hung with jeweled charms. The largest among them was an elaborately faceted oval of white crystal which even in this dim light glowed opalescent.


“What’s that?” the Moonchild asked.


“A Triumphante rosario,” Benito replied.


“Rosario?”


“A—well, a necklace of sorts, something all the priestesses have,” Benito said. For the first time he seemed to be at a loss for words—not that he didn’t know, Drake realized, but that he didn’t know how to explain it. “It has holy associations. It is hung with an ojodiosa—a goddess-eye crystal.” He briefly touched the white quartz charm that had already caught Drake’s attention.


“And this one belongs to a Triumphante? But this woman is a Fidele, isn’t she?”


Benito looked faintly impressed. “Yes.”


“So—where did this rosario come from? The last Triumphante who was killed?”


“That’s been the pattern so far. Only the first woman to be killed—the first Triumphante—didn’t have her hands tied like this with someone else’s rosario. It’s one of the more peculiar aspects of the case.”


Drake glanced again at the young woman’s face, but she had no secrets to tell him. He came to his feet. After carefully rearranging the shroud over the victim’s body, Benito followed suit.


“It would be more comfortable to talk in my office,” Benito said, and the two men left the scene.


“Six murders may not sound like a lot to you,” Benito said, although Drake had made no such observation, “but they have put Madrid into a virtual state of shock. This is like—I don’t know how to compare it to something that you know. As if all your top Moonchild officers were being assassinated, one by one, and you had no idea who was doing it or why.”


“I know very little about the particulars,” Drake said, stretching himself out in a chair and accepting a glass of ice water from the capitan’s hands. It was hot at the hombueno headquarters, but Drake had expected nothing else. “What can you tell me?”


“I’ve got the files recorded on a visicube for you. To summarize …” Benito seated himself behind his desk, paused a moment to look at some bleak internal vision, and sighed.


“Six murders. All committed in the late evening hours, by the method you saw today. Three of the women were Triumphantes, three were Fideles. Two were blond, four had dark hair. Two short, one tall, three average. No physical similarities, in other words.”


“Time frame?” Drake asked.


“Between murders? Right around three weeks, give or take a day either way.”


“That’s something, at any rate,” Drake murmured.


“There have been scraps of clothing, spatters of blood—hairs. They’ve been analyzed every way we can think of, tested against all our criminal records. Nothing. No one living in the neighborhood has seen anything, either. We have nothing even remotely approaching a description.”


Drake had half-closed his eyes, listening. “Tell me about these necklaces,” he said. “These—rosarios. Do they all look like the one I saw today?”


“Triumphante rosarios do. Fidele rosarios are much plainer. They’re usually just cords hung only with the ojodiosa.”


“Where does this goddess-eye come from?”


“There is an order of monks in the Montanas Blancas. They mine the crystals, and that is the only place on Semay they can be found. Every follower of the goddess Ava—the Triumphantes, the Fideles, the monks and all of the lesser orders—every one is given a goddess-eye when he or she is called to serve.”


“Sounds like a hot commodity,” Drake observed. “Can these crystals be purchased?”


“For very large sums of money. Only the very wealthy and the very devout carry ojodiosas.”


“Black market?”


Benito shrugged. “For inferior grades of crystal. The priests have absolute control over their sales, and they have never been robbed or had the mines ransacked. The goddess protects her own.”


“Not always,” Drake said dryly. “But if the killer left the crystals behind … Was anything stolen from any of the bodies?”


“The Fideles don’t carry money. And nothing was taken from the Triumphantes as far as we were able to judge.”


Drake reviewed it all in his mind. “The key,” he said, “seems to hinge on whatever it is the two sects have in common.”


“Almost nothing,” Benito said.


“The goddess they worship,” Drake said mildly, “and the crystals. Those at least.”


“That’s about it,” Benito said. “I don’t know how much you know about our faiths, Lieutenant, but the two sects are so separate as to be almost entirely different religions. A man believes in one or a man believes in the other, and he follows that way his whole life. If you’re having a dinner party, you think carefully before you invite a couple who worship in the Triumphante church and a couple who take their sacraments from a Fidele priestess. The differences are deeper than I can explain to you. Only the goddess holds these two sects together—and she holds them as far apart as she can, one in one hand outstretched and one in the other.”


“All right,” Drake said gravely, “but someone else has tied them together with these murders. Does somebody have a grudge against the goddess? Or one of her priestesses? Someone who was turned away? Someone who wanted to join one of the orders?”


Benito shrugged. “I could almost accept that if the killer attacked only Triumphantes, or only Fideles. It would be one or the other. A woman might try desperately to be accepted into one order but she would not turn from the Triumphantes to the Fideles, or from the Fideles to the Triumphantes. It would be as if you had always wanted to study medicine. All your applications to all universities had been rejected, so you decided to study engineering instead. Wouldn’t make sense.”


“Maybe I’ll understand it better when I’ve talked to some of your priestesses,” Drake said. “I’ll need to interview the women in both houses, of course. Are they expecting me? Who should I ask for?”


“Amica Jovieve at the Triumphante temple and ermana Laura with the Fideles.” Drake had learned enough of his Semayse to decipher those titles: amica meant friend and ermana meant sister. “Those are the two with the best command of Standard Terran. Are you planning to go today?”


“I’d like to. I thought I’d go to the Moonbase first and drop off my baggage.”


Benito looked slightly puzzled. “Moonbase? I think the Moonchildren who are already here are staying at the Santa Ana Hotel in the center of town.”


Drake started laughing. “Of course,” he said, when Benito showed surprise. “I have just never been—usually, Moonchildren are stationed on planets where they have a whole base, their own landing field, their own barracks—but never mind. If someone could direct me to the hotel?”


Benito nodded and touched a buzzer on his desk. He spoke into the receiver in a liquid, attractive language that seemed much smoother and much less comprehensible than the solemn, slow speech on Drake’s practice tapes.


“I’ll have you driven to the hotel,” he said to Drake, switching to Standard Terran. He seemed to want to say more and hesitated. Drake, who had foreseen this problem, waited peaceably.


The hombueno capitan spoke slowly. “I notice you are wearing a weapon,” he said.


“Several, actually,” Drake said, “but only one gun. Late-model Hawken laser, stun-kill. Standard Moonchild issue. Also three knives.”


Benito nodded. “You realize of course that all handguns are illegal on Semay. Even the hombuenos do not carry them.”


“If I am hunting a killer,” Drake said, “I would prefer to go armed.”


“There is—a formality,” Benito said. Drake couldn’t tell from his impassive face if he approved of this particular rule or thought it was ridiculous. “Your fellow Moonchildren have agreed to it. I’ll give you a strongbox and we’ll lock the gun inside. I keep the key, you keep the box. This satisfies the letter of the law.”


“It wouldn’t be hard to break into a strongbox,” Drake pointed out.


“That’s why it satisfies the Moonchildren as well.”


Drake reached down and unstrapped the light, almost weightless Hawken from his hip. Although, like most Moonchildren, he was proficient with a variety of weapons and could, if he so chose, kill a man with his bare hands, this was the tool he preferred. “It’s your show,” he said.


A subordinate appeared at the door, the gun was encased in a rickety box of some stained green metal, and Benito solemnly slipped the key onto a ring he pulled from his uniform pocket. “Your driver is waiting,” he said, coming forward to offer Drake his hand. “You know that any resource I have is available to you.”


Drake clasped the strong fingers and released them. “I wondered,” he remarked, turning back at the door. “You never said. Do you worship with the Triumphantes or the Fideles?”


Benito had already seated himself behind the desk and picked up the file on some new case. The expression in his dark eyes was sad. “I have seen Ava’s harshest face,” he said. “I am a Fidele.”


The same slight, eager young officer served as Drake’s driver when they left the hombueno headquarters. Probably only he and Benito had any command of Standard Terran, Drake thought. They climbed into a small land vehicle with two front seats and no legroom and joined a hot, dusty, slow stream of ground traffic heading toward the heart of the hot, dusty city.


Drake had been dismayed, upon leaving the spaceport, to realize that most travel in Madrid seemed to be accomplished by land vehicles, but he was already resigned to it; he was not a man to rail against the fates. It was clear that intergalactic technological advances had come slowly to Semay when they came at all. This was unlikely to be his last inconvenience.


“Anybody fly here?” he called now over the drone of afternoon traffic. All the windows in the small car were open, and the noise of motion and exhaust made quiet conversation impossible.


“Pardon?” his guide called back. “Fly?”


Drake waved his arms languidly. It was too hot to expend much energy explaining himself. “Fly. Air transport. Scooters, bubbles, small planetary vehicles.”


The boy shook his head vigorously. “Not in city. In desert, yes, a few. In city all by land.”


Drake observed the ponderous interweaving of cars and jeeps and trucks in the miles ahead of him. “Must take forever to get anywhere,” he observed.


“Except for hombuenos,” the boy added.


“Pardon?” Drake asked in turn.


“Hombuenos. You would call them—police? Have air vehicles.”


Drake glanced around the interior of their small car, which had obviously seen a lot of service. “You’re police,” he said. “Where’s your air vehicle?”


The young man grinned at him. “Emergency only,” he explained.


It took them nearly half an hour to get to the hotel, a trip which could have been accomplished in minutes by an air car. The hotel was built of large white stones, so smooth and so well put together that they appeared to have been hewn whole from some gargantuan slab of silky marble. The high, arched doorways on the ground floor and the cavernous windows opening off every other level inspired Drake with a deep misgiving, and he was right: There was absolutely no artificial cooling system operating here. He stepped inside an enormous lobby shaded by unimaginably tall, thin trees that grew to the skylights in the distant roof. Bronze ceiling fans were suspended one hundred feet from the ceiling on thick gold chains, their blades turning so slowly it was possible to make out their decorative grillwork. It was not as hot inside as he would have expected; in fact, it was distinctly cooler than the oven outside. Even so. No air conditioning.


He stayed just long enough to sign the register and leave his bags with a small dark boy with a wide white smile. His escort had agreed to drop him off at the Triumphante temple before returning to his station, so he didn’t take the time to go up to his room. He could not imagine that the chamber would hold any surprises, for he could picture it already: high ceilings, white walls, lazy fan turning over a hard, severe bed. He had been in Semay only a few hours and already he was forming an accurate picture of its amenities.


He was surprised, therefore, at the opulence of the Triumphantes’ main temple. He stood before the wide, unlocked gate for a full ten minutes after his escort left him, and admired the pure beauty of the sanctuary. It had been built of a soft, rose-colored stone that gave it a look of twilight warmth even in the full heat of midafternoon. Elaborate friezes had been carved over every arched window and doorway; an intricate fountain played in the courtyard. Lining up on the long, wide porch outside the main door were twelve statues of women in various attitudes: One was dancing, one appeared to be singing, one lifted a laughing child high above her head. The frieze-work, the fountain, the statues and the bars of the gate were all dipped in what appeared to be high-karat gold.


Drake walked slowly forward, taking in other details. The courtyard was ringed with the same species of tall, thin tree that grew in the hotel lobby; the brushy leaves that sprang from the very tops of the plants spread umbrellas of welcome shade around the whole compound. Goldfish swam among the carvings in the fountain (and surely ornamental water was a precious luxury here on a desert world). The walkway leading to the temple door was paved with rose-quartz marble that exactly matched the temple walls.


A length of embroidered canvas hung before the door; Drake pulled it once, hard, when he stepped onto the porch. A bell sounded, sweet and faraway, somewhere inside the temple. Drake listened to birdsong from invisible larks in the five minutes it took before his summons was answered.


It could have been a child who peeped out at him from the cool darkness inside the temple. “Bonjorno, senyo bueno,” she said, greeting him, he thought, with “Good day, good sir.” Even those few words betrayed the lilt in her voice; she appeared to be laughing at him from the shadows. Involuntarily he smiled at her.


“Amica Jovieve,” he said painstakingly. “Please. Por-vore.”


The girl giggled, too late covering her mouth with her hand. She asked him something in a flurry of Semayse that he did not understand a word of. Probably asking him his business.


“Soy Cowen Drake,” he said, hoping that was the correct verb. “I want—Querro amica Jovieve.”


She spoke again, but this time her words did not end in an interrogative tone, so he assumed she had told him to wait right there. In any case, he did not move and she disappeared. He listened to her footsteps patter down the hall. Even that remote, fluttering sound was cool; everything in this place seemed cool and restful.


He waited only a few more minutes before the brisk sound of footsteps echoed again down the long hallway and a second dark, laughing face blinked out at him. Only this time, the face belonged to a woman, not a girl, and the intelligence behind the amusement was immediate and unmistakable.


“I can’t believe Lusalma left you out here to blister in the sun,” were the first words out of her mouth, in perfectly unaccented Standard Terran. She had a voice like rainwater, smooth and soothing. “Come in. Please. It’s so hot out today.”


He stepped inside and it was like plunging into deep water. He felt instantly surrounded by an immense and buoyant element. The relief from the heat was sudden and shocking. He felt sweat dry on his skin and he hadn’t even known he’d been sweating.


“I’m Jovieve,” she continued, leading him down the rosy hallway. “I think you must be the Moonchild we have been expecting.”


He nodded. “I’m Lieutenant Cowen Drake,” he said. “Call me Drake.”


She looked at him sideways. In the shadows, he could not get a clear view of her face, but she seemed to be smiling still. “Oh, no, Cowen, surely?” she murmured.


He was surprised into a short laugh. “Not a name I’ve used much,” he admitted. “What I meant was, you don’t need to call me lieutenant.”


“I won’t, then, once I’m used to you.”


She had found her way to an arched doorway closed by a high wooden door. Pushing this open, she entered, and he followed. Cool as the hallway, this room was brighter, though the arid sun was filtered out by a delicately tinted stained glass window. The graphic formed by the colored panes of glass appeared to be of a woman surrounded by butterflies and dancing in a field.


“I’ve asked Noches to bring us something to drink,” she said, settling gracefully onto an overstuffed cloth couch. “Please. Sit down. I am trying to organize my mind so that I am helpful and efficient, but I’m afraid you will have to ask a great many questions. It has been a fractured day, and my mind is in a million places.”


He settled down beside her, half turned to face her, and smiled. In the better light he took the time to study her fine, white features, her face dominated by extremely large brown eyes. She was not a young woman—older than he was, he thought, and he was a year past forty—but her skin had been so well cared for that it was hard to tell. He thought she might be wearing cosmetics, which surprised him somehow. He did not think of the devout as being vain. But the expression on her face was anything but self-centered. She watched him frankly, and he could see wheels clicking around in her head as fast as they were whirling in his.


Start soft; that had always been his motto. “Lusalma?” he repeated. “And Noches? Jovieve?”


She laughed aloud, a rich and luxurious sound. He thought this woman must personally make a lot of converts. “Yes, the names are quite exotic, aren’t they?” she said. “Blame it on our heritage, which stretches back to some impossibly romantic culture from Old Earth. Since our names are religious ones, they are even more exotic than most Semayans can claim.”


“Do they mean something?”


“Well, they are all variations of words and phrases that at one time meant something. Many of them have been twisted so much from their roots that no purist would ever recognize them. Jovieve, for instance. At one time it was Joie de Vivre. Joy in Life. But it has been so mangled and mispronounced over the years that no one can remember to say it properly.”


“Still, that’s a pretty thought. Joy in life.”


“They’re all pretty thoughts. The Triumphantes believe that the goddess has called each of us to her house to be joyful and celebratory, and so we begin with how we name ourselves.”


“What do the other names mean? Lusalma? Noches?”


She laughed again. “Well, Noches is short for Nochestrella, which means, roughly, Night of Stars. Lusalma—Luz Alma if one pronounced it correctly—means Soul of Light.”


He was utterly intrigued. How would he name himself if he were to sum up his identity in one or two succinct words? “You choose your own names?” he asked.


“Sometimes. Most often the novitiates come to us with their old names, their common names, and these are used for the first year. By the end of that time, they have developed such distinct personalities that someone—a teacher or a classmate, usually—has applied a name to them and it seems so apt that it sticks.”


Before he could reply, a knock sounded and the door opened. A sweet-faced, fair-haired girl entered, bearing a tray of drinks. She and Jovieve exchanged a few murmured words; then the girl smiled at Drake and departed.


The drink tasted like the local version of lemonade, and it was very good. Drake sipped his, watching Jovieve.


“You have not asked me any questions yet,” she said, watching him in return.


“I am wondering how to begin. There is so much that I need to know.”


“Such as?”


“I need to know what the women were like—the ones who were murdered. I need to know why someone might have wanted to murder them—why someone might have wanted to strike at the Triumphantes in general or these women in particular. That means I need to know about the Triumphantes, who they are, what they believe, who follows them and who doesn’t and why. I need to know what makes them different from the Fideles. I need to know everything.”


A shadow had fallen across the amica’s face at his first words. “One thing I can tell you,” she said. “No one could have wanted to strike at those three women in particular. No one could have hated them. No one could have wanted to hurt them.”


“You don’t know that,” he said gently. “Let’s start with them.”


She nodded slowly and fixed her eyes on the fabric of the couch before her. “Very well. The first to die was Besadulce—Sweet Kiss. Sweet Kiss of the Goddess, it means; it is a line from an old hymn. She came to us when she was a child, no more than seven or eight. The Triumphantes run several orphanages and one day she showed up at one of them, all alone, hungry, tattered. But cheerful. Smiling. Always did her share of work, and helped with the younger children, and always was first in the temple for prayers or devotions. She was the youngest novitiate ever, but it never occurred to any of us to doubt that she was prepared to accept the goddess into her life. She had so clearly been marked by Ava to be one of us.” Jovieve looked gravely up at Drake. “She was the first one to be killed.”


He had activated a small recorder when she began speaking. “Her parents? Her family?” he asked. “Did you ever discover where she had come from?”


“No. Somewhere in the oldtown slums, I always supposed. We asked, but she would turn away and grow silent, and she never told us anything. But no one ever came looking for her. I checked with the hombuenos more than once, and a child matching her description was never reported. She was not looked for.”


“And the others?”


“Corazon was an older woman who came to us after her husband died. Her children were grown, she had few ties to the world. She was a wealthy woman who brought her wealth with her to the church—it is often the way of it,” Jovieve added as an aside. “Especially among the more monied people on Semay. An older woman who feels her life has little purpose anymore will come to us to renew herself. Among some families it is actually fashionable, and these women do not take their vows as seriously as the rest of us. But it comforts them to come to us, and it enhances the prestige of the church, and these women are always welcome.”


“Was Corazon such a woman?”


Jovieve lifted her hands expressively. “She was perhaps more devout than some of the other converts we have had. She believed more deeply. I think she had for years enjoyed the vision of herself as a devoted daughter of Ava, and that picture sustained her as much as the reality did.”


“And her family? How did they feel about her bringing her wealth to the Triumphante coffers?”


Jovieve lifted her eyebrows. “Lieutenant Drake,” she said softly, “any man, any woman, considers it a great honor to give of his or her worldly goods to the goddess.”


“I’m sure that’s the rhetoric,” he said pleasantly, “but some people might say one thing with their mouths and feel another thing in their hearts.”


She laughed, and he realized she had been teasing him. This woman was no fool, blinded by dogma; she was very conversant with the currents of the human heart. “Corazon had two sons and a daughter,” she said. “I believe the daughter was pleased that her mother had chosen to come to us, for this daughter felt she might otherwise be required to care for her mother herself. Her sons, on the other hand, seemed to feel some resentment that Corazon’s wealth had slipped through their fingers. That was pure greed, you understand—their father left them exceptionally well provided for. But, as you say, some people are not quite so happy with the honor of seeing their money flow into purses other than their own.”


“Greed can be a powerful goad,” Drake said. “Resentment also.”


“Powerful enough to incite a man to murder his mother and five other women?” Jovieve asked softly. “I hardly think so.”


Drake shrugged. “And the third woman?”


Jovieve sighed. “Mariposa. Never was a girl so well-named.”


“What does it mean?”


“Butterfly. Charming, happy girl, but so restless, so disorganized, so impossible. She too came from a wealthy family—she was brought to us by her parents, who had five daughters. This is the way we most often receive novitiates, from the hands of family members who have decided their relative should dedicate her life to the goddess.”


“Was Mariposa willing to join your order?”


“Oh yes! Quite delighted. We have a reputation for a lighthearted love of the goddess, of our fellow men—the Triumphantes are no grim and celibate order, you know, and many of the young women who come to us see only the celebratory side of our devotions. Mariposa was one of those. Really, she was quite happy to be here most of the time, but the work was harder than she expected, and it was not always quite as much fun as she had thought, and she was expected to behave with a little more propriety than she was always willing to show … She was something of a problem child, but girls her age often are. We loved her, nonetheless. Everyone did.”


He found himself wanting to say someone didn’t in an ominous tone of voice, but he refrained. On the surface, it did not look like family or friends would have any motive for doing away with the irresponsible Mariposa. “There seems,” he said deliberately, “to be no particular link between these three women.”


“None at all,” Jovieve said promptly. “They were nothing alike in temperament, in background, in age, in looks.”


“Were they—was there some project the three of them worked on at some time, some other way they could be linked together?”


Jovieve frowned. “Well … I could go through a list of the charities and the work schedules. Maybe, over a long period of time, all three of them worked at the same places, years apart—something like that?”


“Something like that. We are looking for any common denominator. Did one person know all three of them, have some specific reason to link them together in his mind?”


“But the Fideles were killed, too,” Jovieve said. “How could he link three of us and three of them?”


“I don’t know yet. I don’t know enough to make even a remote guess.”


“What else can I tell you?”


He looked at her consideringly. “In some … crimes,” he said slowly, “the culprit is found to be some disgruntled employee, someone who has left the organization for some reason, under duress or otherwise. Is there—”


“No,” she said firmly.


“ ‘No’ what?”


“You can interview our employees, of course, but all of them have been with us ten years or more. None have ever left us. All of them are extremely devout and consider working for the Triumphantes to be an honor, not merely a paying job.”


“That is not what I was going to ask.”


“What, then?”


“Have any Triumphantes ever broken their vows? Left the order?”


She stared at him. “You think a Triumphante—Lieutenant, I don’t think I can even finish that thought.”


“I don’t know,” he said gently. “Perhaps a Triumphante committed the murders. At this stage, I can’t rule out anyone.”


“But—as I understand it—well, could a woman have done such a thing? Physically, I mean. Is it possible?”


He smiled faintly. “In the Moonchild forces, I have seen women with skills and strengths as great as a man’s. I can’t rule out anyone on the basis of her sex.”


Jovieve shook her head slowly. It was the first time during this interview that he had seen her actually perturbed. “Perhaps. I defer to your greater knowledge. But I will not believe, I will not for a moment entertain the idea that a Triumphante was in any way connected to the crime.”


“Triumphantes are already connected,” he said, gently again. “We are looking now for who committed the crimes. Have there ever been any Triumphantes who left the order?”


She looked up at him somewhat wonderingly. He thought that by making her think the unthinkable, he had broken through to her somehow, though whether that would work for or against him, it was hard to say. “Three that I know of,” she said. “In the past twenty years.”


“We shouldn’t have to go back any farther than that,” he said with a small attempt at humor. “Who are they? What happened to them?”


“One of them left a long time ago. Fifteen years ago? She was very ill and could not perform her duties, and she left with the blessings of la senya grande.”


“La who?”


“La senya grande. The great lady. The—well, she is the head of our order.”


“All right. And the others?”


“One of them left more recently—last year, in fact.”


“Why?”


Jovieve smiled slightly. “To be married.”


He looked up in surprise. “In twenty years, only one woman has left the order to be married? I find that astonishing.”


Her smile widened. “I think I mentioned before that we are not a precisely celibate sect,” she murmured. “There are Triumphantes who have enjoyed liaisons with a single man for virtually the whole course of their existences, but they did not feel that they wanted to leave the church and set up a household with that man. Biancafuego wanted to bear her lover’s children and live in his ancestral home and become a wife. She too left with the blessing of la senya grande.”


“And she is still alive, I take it?”


“Yes, and expecting her first child. Ava rejoices.”


“And the third one?”


Jovieve was silent. Drake looked at her closely.


“The third woman to leave the order?” he prompted. “Did she too leave with la senya grande’s approval?”


“No,” Jovieve said slowly. “No one really knows what happened to Diadeloro or where she is now.”


Drake straightened on the soft couch, his senses tingling with the sense of discovery. “Diadeloro,” he repeated. “Dolor. That’s a word I recognize. It means sorrow.”


“No,” Jovieve said quickly. “That is not how the word breaks down. Dia del Oro. Day of Gold. Golden Dawn.”


“And was she?” he asked quietly.


Jovieve seemed to grow sad, as if the dolor that did not hover over Day of Gold had instead settled over her. “I was training the novitiates the year that she joined us,” she said. “She was—I had never before seen someone who trailed behind her such a banner of joy. Everything made her happy. She delighted everyone. When she walked into a room you were glad of it, you found yourself laughing within a minute. She was a—a flirt sometimes, and she played jokes on people and she loved to tease but—her warmth was infectious. If she put her hand on your arm, you felt your skin glow. She warmed you straight through to your heart.”


“And what happened to her?”


“She was—one year she was beset by heartbreak. Her mother died of illness and her brother died in an accident. She had no other family—except us, of course, except the goddess. I thought she had recovered well enough from the grief, although she was sad, as anyone would be. But later I thought perhaps something else troubled her, something she didn’t tell anyone. One evening she went out on a charity walk, and she didn’t come back. She never came back.”


“Did you look for her? Notify the hombuenos?”


“Of course we did. And we watched the hospitals and mortuaries for weeks, thinking—if something had happened—she might be among the unclaimed bodies … But she never was.”


“And you have no clue as to what might have happened to her?”


“None.”


“Can you even conjecture?”


Jovieve spread her delicate hands. “Lieutenant, I had thought I was in her confidence, but clearly I was not. If there was something in her life she did not want me to know about, she concealed it so well that I never did know about it. I can’t even guess for you.”


“Do you think she still lives on Semay?” he asked.


She had dropped her eyes. “I think she’s dead,” she said softly.


“Why do you think that?”


“Because Deloro loved the goddess. Her faith was central to her existence. I don’t think she could have left the temple and continued to live. If she was alive, she would have come back to us.”


“How long ago did she leave?”


“Five years ago. Five years and three months and four days, to be precise.”


He narrowed his eyes. “Then, if she is dead—But she could hardly be the first of the killer’s victims, not with a five-year time lag. And yet—”


“I do not see a connection,” she said, her voice cool.


“I am forced to look for the most unlikely connections,” he reminded her. “Eventually I’m going to need to talk to the families of the women who were killed, and I’m going to want to look up this Diadeloro’s family, if there’s anyone left. I’ll want a photograph of Diadeloro, too. In fact, I’ll want photographs or holograms of all the murdered women.”


“I don’t have any,” she said.


“Any what?”


“Any photographs. Of Deloro or any of the others.”


“Well, surely someone—”


“There are none. The Triumphantes do not believe in preserving their likenesses. The goddess knows them, and their friends will always recognize them, and vanity is considered one of our few sins. There are no photographs of any Triumphantes.”


He sank back into the sofa, irritated and amazed, though he hid both reactions. “That makes things a little more difficult,” he said.


“I’m sorry,” she said. “The pictures just don’t exist.”


He turned off the recorder and tapped the stiff fabric of the sofa with his hands. Quite suddenly, he felt the physical drag and exhaustion of his long journey to this place. He remembered that he had been traveling since the day before. He was not sure what else to ask the Triumphante at this moment.


“What I need to do next,” he said, thinking aloud, “is go to the Fidele temple and speak to someone there about the women they have lost. And then I need to try and discover a link between their women and yours.”


“Will you need to see me again?”


“Yes, often,” he said without hesitation. “Or someone here who speaks Standard Terran.”


“I have the best command of the language.”


And you are very intelligent, he thought, but did not say. “Tell me,” he said. “You must have given this some thought. What do you see as the common link between the Fidele murders and the Triumphante murders? Is there anything that the two orders share? Is there some place, some charity, some devotional rite—some place the killer could have seen all six women?”


Jovieve shook her head in bewilderment. “We each worship the same goddess,” she said. “And each of us spends time on charities that help the homeless and the hungry. Our women and theirs are often in the barrios, distributing food and medicine to the poor. But other than that, there are no points of similarity between us. We are as different as night and day. As sun and shadow. As joy and grief.”


“The Triumphantes coming down hard on the side of joy,” he prompted.


She nodded. “We believe that Ava is a goddess of richness and light, who put us on this planet to seek happiness. All our rituals are celebratory, all of our hymns are triumphal. We believe there is nothing more sacred than the act of love, and any act of love is considered holy and consecrated by the goddess.”


He had not meant to get into this, but he found himself asking her anyway, the questions he had asked himself more than once in the past eight years. “How do you then account for all the grief in the world—the small unkindnesses and the great brutalities? How can a joyous goddess allow those?”


“Those are not committed by the goddess, Lieutenant,” Jovieve said.


“But she permits them. Or they occur. Wouldn’t a truly loving goddess prevent them?”


She watched him with her dark eyes, looking deeper into his skull than he would have liked to permit her. “You speak as one who questions his own faith.”


“It’s your faith I’m asking about.”


“I said the goddess was all-loving, not all-powerful,” she replied. “All she can do is teach us the way, guide us toward the light. She cannot force us to live lives that we do not choose. She cannot reach down a celestial hand and intercede—direct the actions of a single man or a whole city of men. She does not cause mountains to erupt or storms to destroy the wicked.”


“You do not believe in miracles, then?”


Jovieve shrugged. “Semay is a planet that was colonized by men who traveled thousands of light-years from their homes. If that is not a miracle, what is? But we have been taught that it is science, and science will also explain the mountains erupting and the storms that sweep down from the hills, and the apparitions, now and then, that trouble the devout. No, the Triumphantes are not much disposed to believe in miracles.”


Only half-joking, he said, “What’s the point of following the goddess, then?”


Jovieve gave him her warm smile. “The point is a happy life, Lieutenant. The point is, the goddess informs all the small marvels of science that we call ‘life.’ She causes the crops to grow and the babies to be born and the cycle of life to turn and turn yet again. She shows a man how to love a woman and a woman how to care for a child. She rejoices in the sound of singing, and she loves to watch a dancer perform. Beauty delights her, and by offering her music and art and poetry, we hold her attention and receive her bounty.”


He smiled a little stiffly. “Seems simple enough,” he said. “And what if some men or women don’t believe? Do they go to hell? Are they punished?”


Her dark eyes were fixed on him again, once more seeking the personal motive in the question. “The punishment is in the terrible aloneness of being unloved, Lieutenant,” she said softly. “Those who worship Ava feel her comforting presence always beside them, in their most wretched hours and during their most grief-stricken days. Those who do not … have only the spare solace another human heart can offer. I love my fellow men and women, but I would be poor indeed if all I could rely on was their faith and affection.”


He was silent a moment. “Have you traveled much?” was his next question.


She raised her eyebrows at the non sequitur. “A little. Not far. Not often.”


He sat forward on the couch and spread his hands to form the outline of a large ball. “I have been to more planets than I can count. I was brought up on a world with several fanatical sects, and I have seen the pastors and the practitioners and the victims of more religions than I can remember. And each of them was convinced that his gods and goddesses were the right ones, the true ones, the only ones. How do you reconcile those faiths—those beliefs, equally as strong as yours—with your faith, which is so different? Are you right and they all wrong? Or is there a possibility that you are wrong as well?”

OEBPS/images/9781473221253.jpg





OEBPS/images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





