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NOTES ON

  PARENTAGE



  Because of the marriage customs in the city of Basilica, family relationships can be somewhat complex. Perhaps these parentage charts can help keep things straight. Women’s names are in italics.


  WETCHIK’S FAMILY
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  RASA’S FAMILY
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  RASA’S NIECES


  (her prize students, “adopted” into a permanent relationship of sponsorship)


  Shedemei Dot Eiddh Hushidh and Luet (sisters)


  HOSNl’S FAMILY
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NICKNAMES



  Most names have diminutive or familiar forms. Thus Gaballufix’s near kin, close friends, current mate, and former mates could call him Gabya. Other nicknames are listed here. (Again, because these names are so unfamiliar, names of female characters are set off in italics.)


  Basilikya—Syelsika—Skiya


  Chveya—Veya


  Dabrota—Dabya


  Dol—Dolya


  Dza—Dazya


  Eiadh—Edhya


  Elemak—Elya


  Hushidh—Shuya


  Issib—Issya


  Izuchaya—Zuya


  Kokor—Koya


  Krasata—Krassya


  Luet—Lutya


  Mebbekew—Meb


  Motiga—Motya


  Nadezhny—Nadya


  Nafai—Nyef


  Obring—Briya


  Oykib—Okya


  Padarok—Rokya


  Panimanya—Panya-Manya


  Protchnu—Proya


  Rasa—(no diminutive)


  Serp-Sepya


  Sevet—Sevya


  Shedemei—Sbedya


  Spel—Spelya


  Umene—Umya


  Vas—Vasya


  Vasnaminanya—Vasnya


  Volemak—Volya


  Yasai—Yaya


  Zalatoya—Toya


  Zaxodh—Xodhya


  Zdorab—Zodya


  Zhatva—Zhyat


  Zhavaronok—Nokya


  
NOTES ON NAMES



  For the purpose of reading this story, it hardly matters whether the reader pronounces the names of the characters correctly. But for those who might be interested, here is some information concerning the pronunciation of names.


  The rules of vowel formation in the language of Basilica require that in most words, at least one vowel be pronounced with a leadings sound. With names, it can be almost any vowel, and it can legitimately be changed at the speaker’s preference. Thus the name Gaballufix could be pronounced Gyah-BAH-l yoo-fix or Gah-BAH-l yoo-fix; it happens that Gaballufix himself preferred to pronounce it Gah-B YAH-loo-fix, and of course most people followed that usage.


  Basilikya


  [byah-see-lee-KEE-ya]


  Chveya [shvey-YA]


  Dabrota [dah-BROH-tyah]


  Dot [DYOHL]


  Dza [dzee-YAH]


  Eiadh [A-yahth]


  Elemak [EL-yeh-mahk]


  Hushidh [HYOO-sheeth]


  Issib [IS-yib]


  Izuchaya


  [yee-zoo-CHA-yah]


  Kokor [KYOH-kor]


  Krasata [krah-SSYAH-tah]


  Luet [LYOO-ct]


  Mcbbckew [MEB-bek-kyoo]


  Motiga [myoh-TEE-gah]


  Nadczhny


  [nah-D YEZH-nee]


  Nafai [NYAH-fie]


  Oykib [OY-kyib]


  Padarok [PYAH-dah-rohk]


  Protchnu [PRYO-tchnu]


  Rasa [RAHZ-yah]


  Scrp [SYAIRP]


  Sevet [SEV-yct]


  Shedemei [SHYED-ch-may]


  Spcl [SPYEHL]


  Utnene [ooh-MYEH-nch]


  Vas [VYAHSS]


  Vasnaminanya


  [vahss-nah-mcc-NAH-nyah]


  Volemak [VOHL-yeh-mak]


  Yasai [YAH-sai]


  Zalatoya


  [zah-lyah-TOH-yah]


  Zaxodh [ZYAH-chothc]


  Zdorab [ZDOR-yab]


  Zhatva [ZHYAT-vah]


  Zhavaronok


  [zhah-VYA-roh-nohk]


  
PROLOGUE



  The master computer of the planet Harmony was full of hope at last. The chosen human beings had been drawn together and removed from the city of Basilica. Now they were embarked on the first of two journeys. This one would take them through the desert, through the Valley of Fires, to the southern tip of the Island once called Vusadka, to a place where no human being had set foot for forty million years. The second journey would be from that place across a thousand lightyears to the home planet of the human species, Earth, abandoned forty million years ago and ready now for human beings to return.


  Not just any human beings. These human beings. The ones born, after a million generations of guided evolution, with the strongest ability to communicate with the master computer, mind to mind, memory to memory. However, in encouraging people with this power to mate and therefore enhance It in their offspring, the master computer had not made any attempt to choose only the nicest or most obedient, or even the most Intelligent or skillful. That was not within the purview of the computer’s program. People could be more difficult or less difficult, more or less dangerous, more or less useful, but the master computer had not been programmed to show preference for decency or wit.


  The master computer had been set in place by the first settlers on the planet Harmony for one purpose only—to preserve the human species by restraining It from the technologies that allowed wars and empires to spread so far that they could destroy a planet’s ability to sustain human life, as had occurred on Earth. As long as men could fight only with hand weapons and could travel only on horseback, the world could endure, while the humans on it would remain free to be as good or evil as they chose.


  Since that original programming, however, the master computer’s hold on humanity had weakened. Some people were able to communicate with the master computer more clearly than anyone had ever imagined would be possible. Others, however, had only the weakest of connections. The result was that new weapons and new methods of transportation were beginning to enter the world, and while it might yet be thousands or tens of thousands of years before the end, the end would still come. And the master computer of Harmony had no Idea of how to reverse the process.


  This made it urgent enough for the master computer to attempt to return to Earth, where the Keeper of Earth could introduce new programming. But in recent months the master computer and some of its human allies discovered that the Keeper of Earth was already, somehow, introducing change. Different people had dreamed clear and powerful dreams of creatures that had never existed on Harmony, and the master computer itself discovered subtle alterations in its own programming. It should have been impossible for the Keeper of Earth to influence events so far away… and yet that entity which had dispatched the original refugee ships forty million years before was the only imaginable source of these changes.


  How or why the Keeper of Earth was doing this, the master computer of the planet Harmony could not begin to guess. It only knew that forty million years had not been kind to Its own systems, and it needed replenishment. It only knew that whatever the Keeper of Earth asked for, the master computer of Harmony would try to supply. It asked now for a group of human beings to recolonize the Earth.


  So the master computer chose sixteen people from the population of Basilica. Many were kin to each other; all had unusual ability to communicate with the master computer. However, they were not all terribly bright, and not all were particularly trustworthy or kind. Many of them had strong dislikes or resentments toward others, and while some of them were committed to the master computer’s cause, some were just as committed to thwarting It. The whole enterprise might fail at any time, If the darker Impulses of the humans could not be curbed. Civilization was always fragile, even when strong social forces Inhibited Individual passions; now, cut off from the larger world, would they be able to forge a new, smaller, harmonious society? Or would the expedition be destroyed from the beginning?


  The master computer had to plan and act as if the expedition would survive, would succeed. In a certain place the master computer triggered a sequence of events. Machinery that had long been silent began to hum. Robots that had long been in stasis were awakened and set to work, searching for machines that needed repair. They had waited a long, long time, and even in a stasis field they could not last forever.


  It would take several years to determine just how much work would be needed, and how it should or even could be done. But there was no hurry. If the journey took time, then perhaps the people could use that time to make peace with each other. There was no hurry; or rather, no hurry that would be detectable to human beings. To the master computer, accomplishing a task within ten years was a breathless pace, while to humans it could seem unbearably long. For though the master computer could detect the passage of milliseconds, it had memories of forty million years of life on Harmony so far, and on that scale, compared to the normal human lifespan, ten years was as brief a span of time as five minutes.


  The master computer would use those years well and productively, and hoped the people could manage to do the same. If they were wise, It would be a time in which they could create their families, bear and begin to raise many children, and develop into a community worthy to return to the Keeper of Earth. However, that would be no easy achievement, and at the moment all the master computer could really hope for was to keep them all alive.


  
ONE



  THE LAW OF THE DESERT


  Shedemei was a scientist, not a desert traveler. She had no great need for city comforts—she was as content sleeping on a floor or table as on a bed—but she resented having been dragged away from her laboratory, from her work, from all that gave her life meaning. She had never agreed to join this half-mad expedition. Yet here she was, atop a camel in the dry heat of the desert wind, rocking back and forth as she watched the backside of the camel in front of her sway in another rhythm. It made her faintly sick, the heat and the motion. It gave her a headache.


  Several times she almost turned back. She could find the way well enough; all she had to do was get close enough to Basilica and her computer would link up with the city and show her the rest of the way home. Alone, she’d make much better time—perhaps she could even be back before nightfall. And they would surely let her into the city—she wasn’t kin by blood or marriage to anyone else in this group. The only reason she had been exiled with them was because she had arranged for the dryboxes full of seeds and embryos that would reestablish some semblance of the old flora and fauna on Earth. She had done a favor for her old teacher, that’s all—they could hardly force her into exile for that.


  Yet that cargo was the reason she did not turn back. Who else would understand how to revive the myriad species carried on these camels? Who else would know which ones needed to go first, to establish themselves before later species came that would have to feed on them?


  It’s not fair, thought Shedemei for the thousandth time. I’m the only one in this party who can begin to do this task—but for me, it’s not a challenge at all. It’s not science, it’s agriculture. I’m here, not because the task the Oversoul has chosen me for is so demanding, but because all the others are so deeply ignorant of it.


  “You look angry and miserable.”


  Shedemei turned to see that it was Rasa who had brought her camel up beside Shedemei’s on the wide stony path. Rasa, her teacher—almost her mother. But not really her mother, not by blood, not by right.


  “Yes,” said Shedemei.


  “At me?” asked Rasa.


  “Partly you,” said Shedemei. “You maneuvered us all into this. I have no connection with any of these people, except through you.”


  “We all have the same connection,” said Rasa. “The Oversoul sent you a dream, didn’t she?”


  “I didn’t ask for it.”


  “Which of us did?” said Rasa. “No, I do understand what you mean, Shedya. The others all made choices that got them into this. Nafai and Luet and Hushidh and I have come willingly… more or less. And Elemak and Meb, not to mention my daughters, bless their nasty little hearts, are here because they made some stupid and vile decisions. The others are here because they have marriage contracts, though for some of them it’s merely compounding the original mistake to come along. But you, Shedemei, all that brings you here is your dream. And your loyalty to me.”


  The Oversoul had sent her a dream of floating through the air, scattering seeds and watching them grow, turning a desert land into forest and meadow, filled with greenery, abounding with animals. Shedemei looked around at the bleak desert landscape, seeing the few thorny plants that clung to life here and there, knowing that a few lizards lived on the few insects that found water enough to survive. “This is not my dream,” said Shedemei.


  “But you came,” said Rasa. “Partly for the dream, and partly out of love for me.”


  “There’s no hope of succeeding, you know,” said Shedemei. “These aren’t colonizers here. Only Elemak has the skill to survive.”


  “He’s the one who’s most experienced in desert travel. Nyef and Meb are doing well enough, for their part. And the rest of us will learn.”


  Shedemei fell silent, hot wanting to argue.


  “I hate it when you back away from a quarrel like that,” said Rasa.


  “I don’t like conflict,” said Shedemei.


  “But you always back off at exactly the moment when you’re about to tell the other person exactly what she needs to hear.”


  “I don’t know what other people need to hear.”


  “Say what you had on your mind a moment ago,” said Rasa. “Tell me why you think our expedition is doomed to failure.”


  “Basilica,” said Shedemei.


  “We’ve left the city. It can’t possibly harm us now.”


  “Basilica will harm us in a thousand ways. It will always be our memory of a gentle, easier life. We’ll always be torn with longing to go back.”


  “It’s not homesickness that worries you, though, surely,” said Rasa.


  “We carry half the city with us,” said Shedemei. “All the diseases of the city, but none of its strengths. We have the custom of leisure, but none of the wealth and property that made it possible. We have become used to indulging too many of our appetites, which can never be indulged in a tiny colony like ours will be.”


  “People have left the city and gone colonizing before.”


  “Those who want to adapt will adapt, I know,” said Shedemei. “But how many want to? How many have the will to set aside their own desires, to sacrifice for the good of us all? I don’t even have that degree of commitment. I’m more furious with every kilometer we move farther away from my work.”


  “Well, then, we’re fortunate,” said Rasa. “Nobody else here had my work worth mentioning. And those who did have lost everything so they couldn’t go back anyway.”


  “Meb’s work is waiting for him there,” said Shedemei.


  Rasa looked baffled for a moment. “I’m not aware that Meb had any work, unless you mean his sad little career as an actor.”


  “I meant his lifelong project of coupling with every female in Basilica who wasn’t actually blood kin of his, or unspeakably ugly, or dead.”


  “Oh,” said Rasa, smiling wanly. “That work.”


  “And he’s not the only one,” said Shedemei.


  “Oh, I know,” said Rasa. “You’re too kind to say it, but my own daughters are no doubt longing to take up where they left off on their own versions of that project.”


  “I don’t mean to offend you,” said Shedemei.


  “I’m not offended. I know my daughters far too well. They have too much of their father in them for me not to know what to expect from them. But tell me, Shedya, which of these men do you honestly expect them to find attractive?”


  “After a few weeks or a few days, all the men will start looking good to them.”


  Rasa laughed lightly. “I daresay you’re right, my dear. But all the men in our little party are married—and you can bet that their wives will be looking out to make sure no one intrudes in their territory.”


  Shedemei shook her head. “Rasa, you’re making a false assumption. Just because you have chosen to stay married to the same man, renewing him year after year since—well, since you gave birth to Nafai—that doesn’t mean that any of the other women here are going to feel that possessive and protective of their husbands.”


  “You think not?” said Rasa. “My darling daughter Kokor almost killed her sister Sevet because she was sleeping with Kokor’s husband Obring.”


  “So…Obring won’t try to sleep with Sevet again. That doesn’t stop him from trying for Luet, for instance.”


  “Luet!” said Rasa. “She’s a wonderful girl, Shedya, but she’s not beautiful in the way that a man like Obring looks for, and she’s also very young, and she’s plainly in love with Nafai, and most important of all, she’s the waterseer of Basilica and Obring would be scared to death to approach her.”


  Shedemei shook her head. Didn’t Rasa see that all these arguments would fade to unimportance with the passage of time? Didn’t she understand that people like Obring and Meb, Kokor and Sevet lived for the hunt, and cared very little who the quarry might be?


  “And if you think Obring might try for Eiadh, I’d laugh out loud,” said Rasa. “Oh, yes, he might wish, but Eiadh is a girl who loves and admires only strength in a man, and that is one virtue that Obring will never have. No, I think Obring will be quite faithful to Kokor.”


  “Rasa, my dear teacher and friend,” said Shedemei, “before this month is out Obring will even have tried to seduce me.”


  Rasa looked at Shedemei with a startlement she could not conceal. “Oh, now,” she said. “You’re not his—”


  “His type is whatever woman hasn’t told him no recently,” said Shedemei. “And I warn you—if there’s one thing our group is too small to endure, it’s sexual tension. If we were like baboons, and our females were only sexually attractive a few times between pregnancies, we could have the kind of improvised short-term matings that baboons have. We could endure the periodic conflicts between males because they would end very quickly and we’d have peace the rest of the year. But we’re human, unfortunately, and we bond differently. Our children need stability and peace. And there are too few of us to take a few murders here and there in stride.”


  “Murders,” said Rasa. “Shedemei, what’s got into you?”


  “Nafai has already killed one man,” said Shedemei. “And he’s probably the nicest of this group, except perhaps Vas.”


  “The Oversoul told him to.”


  “Yes, so Nafai’s the one man in this group who obeys the Oversoul. The others are even more likely to obey their god.”


  “Which is?”


  “It dangles between their legs,” said Shedemei.


  “You biologists have such a cynical view of human beings,” said Rasa. “You’d think we were the lowest of animals.”


  “Oh, not the lowest. Our males don’t try to eat their young.”


  “And our females don’t devour their mates,” said Rasa.


  “Though some have tried.”


  They both laughed. They had been talking fairly quietly, and their camels were well separated from the others, but their laughter bridged the distance, and others turned to look at them.


  “Don’t mind us!” called Rasa. “We weren’t laughing at you!”


  But Elemak did mind them. He had been riding near the front of the caravan. Now he turned his animal and came back along the line until he reached them. His face was coldly angry.


  “Try to have a little self-control, Lady Rasa,” said Elemak.


  “What,” said Rasa, “my laughter was too loud?”


  “Your laughter—and then your little jest. All at top volume. A woman’s voice can be carried on this breeze for miles. This desert isn’t thickly populated, but if anybody does hear you, you can find yourself raped, robbed, and killed in a remarkably short time.”


  Shedemei knew that Elemak was right, of course—he was the one who had led caravans through the desert. But she hated the condescension in his tone, the sarcasm. No man had a right to speak to Lady Rasa that way.


  Yet Rasa herself seemed oblivious to the insult implied by Elya’s attitude. “A group as large as ours?” asked Rasa innocently. “I thought robbers would stay away.”


  “They pray for groups like ours,” said Elemak, “More women than men. Traveling slowly. Heavily burdened. Talking carelessly aloud. Two women drifting back and separating from the rest of the group.”


  Only then did Shedemei realize how vulnerable she and Rasa had been. It frightened her. She wasn’t used to thinking this way—thinking about how to avoid getting attacked. In Basilica she had always been safe. Women had always been safe in Basilica.


  “And you might take another look at the men of our caravan,” said Elemak. “Which of them do you expect can fight for you and save you from a band of even three or four robbers, let alone a dozen?”


  “You can,” said Rasa.


  Elemak regarded her steadily for a moment or two. “Here in the open, where they’d have to show themselves for some distance, I suppose I could. But I’d rather not have to. So keep up and shut up. Please.”


  The please at the end did little to ameliorate the sternness of his tone, but that did not keep Shedemei from deciding wholeheartedly to obey him. She did not have Rasa’s confidence that Elemak could single-handedly protect them from even small numbers of marauders.


  Elemak glanced briefly at Shedemei, but his expression carried no meaning that she could interpret. Then he wheeled his camel and it lurched on ahead toward the front of the little caravan.


  “It’ll be interesting to see whether it’s your husband or Elemak who rules once we reach Wetchik’s camp,” said Shedemei.


  “Pay no attention to Elya’s bluster,” said Rasa. “It will be my husband who rules.”


  “I wouldn’t be too sure. Elemak takes to authority quite naturally.”


  “Oh, he likes the feel of it,” said Rasa. “But he doesn’t know how to maintain it except through fear. Doesn’t he realize that the Oversoul is protecting this expedition? If any marauders so much as think of passing this way, the Oversoul will make them forget the idea. We’re as safe as if we were home in bed.”


  Shedemei did not remind her that only a few days ago they had felt quite unsafe in their beds. Nor did she mention that Rasa had just proved Shedemei’s own point—when Rasa thought of home and safety, it was Basilica she had in mind. The ghost of their old life in the city was going to haunt them for a long time to come.


  Now it was Kokor’s turn to stop her beast and wait for Rasa to catch up. “You were bad, weren’t you, Mama?” she said. “Did nasty old Elemak have to come and tell you off?”


  Shedemei was disgusted at Kokor’s little-girl silliness—but then, Kokor usually disgusted her. Her attitude always seemed false and manipulative; to Shedemei the wonder of it was that these pathetically obvious ploys must work on people fairly often, or Kokor would have found new ones.


  Well, whoever Kokor’s little-girl act worked on, it wasn’t her own mother. Rasa simply fixed Koya with an icy stare and said, “Shedya and I were having a private conversation, my dear. I’m sorry if you misunderstood and thought we had invited you to join us.”


  It took just a moment for Kokor to understand; when she did, her face darkened for a moment—with anger? Then she gave a prim little smile to Shedemei and said, “Mother is perpetually disappointed that I didn’t turn out like you Shedya. But I’m afraid neither my brain nor my body had enough inner beauty.” Then, awkwardly, Kokor got her camel moving faster and soon she was ahead of them again.


  Shedemei knew that Kokor had meant to insult her by reminding her that the only kind of beauty she would ever have was the inner kind. But Shedemei had long since grown out of her adolescent jealousy of pulchritudinous girls.


  Rasa must have been thinking the same thoughts. “Odd, isn’t it, that physically plain people are perfectly able to see physical beauty in others, while people who are morally maimed are blind to goodness and decency. They honestly think it doesn’t exist.”


  “Oh, they know it exists, all right,” said Shedemei. “They just never know which people have it. Not that my feelings at this moment would prove me to be a moral beauty.”


  “Having thoughts of murder, were you?” said Rasa.


  “Oh, nothing so direct or final,” said Shedemei. “I was just wishing for her to develop truly awful saddle sores.”


  “And Elemak? Did you wish some uncomfortable curse on him?”


  “Not at all,” said Shedemei. “Perhaps, as you say, he didn’t need to try to frighten us into obedience. But I think he was right. After all, the Oversoul hasn’t had exactly a perfect record in keeping us out of danger. No, I harbor no resentment toward Elya.”


  “I wish I were as mature as you, then. I found myself resenting the way he spoke to me. So condescending. I know why, of course—he feels my status in the city is a threat to his authority out here, so he has to put me in my place. But he should realize that I’m wise enough to follow his leadership without his having to humiliate me first.”


  “It isn’t a question of what you need,” said Shedemei. “It never is. It’s a question of what he needs. He needs to feel superior to you. For that matter, so do I, you silly old woman.”


  For a moment Rasa looked at her in horror. Then, just as Shedemei was about to explain that she was joking—why didn’t anybody ever understand her humor?—Rasa grinned at her. “I’d rather be a silly old woman than a silly young one,” she said. “Silly old women don’t make such spectacular mistakes.”


  “Oh, I don’t know about that,” said Shedemei. “Coming on this expedition, for instance…”


  “A mistake?”


  “For me it certainly is. My life is genetics, but the closest I’m going to come to it for the rest of my life is if I manage to reproduce my own genes.”


  “You sound so despairing. Having children isn’t all that awful. They aren’t all Kokor, and even she may grow up to be human someday.”


  “Yes, but you loved your husbands,” said Shedemei. “Whom will I end up with, Aunt Rasa? Your crippled son? Or Gaballufix’s librarian?”


  “I think Hushidh plans to marry Issib,” said Rasa. Her voice was cold, but Shedemei didn’t care.


  “Oh, I know how you’ve got us sorted out. But tell me, Aunt Rasa, if Nafai hadn’t happened to drag the librarian along with him when he was stealing the Index… would you have arranged to bring me?”


  Rasa’s face was positively stony. She didn’t answer for a long time.


  “Come now, Aunt Rasa. I’m not a fool, and I’d rather you not try to fool me.”


  “We needed your skills, Shedya. The Oversoul chose you, not me.”


  “You’re sure it wasn’t you, counting up males and females and making sure we came out even?”


  “The Oversoul sent you that dream.”


  “The sad thing is,” said Shedemei, “that except for you there’s not a one of us that’s a proven reproducer. For all you know, you’ve set up one of these men with a sterile wife. Or perhaps you’ve put one of us women with a sterile husband.”


  Rasa’s anger was beginning to turn from cold to hot now. “I told you, it wasn’t my choice… Luet had a vision, too, and—”


  “Are you going to set the example? Are you going to have more children, Aunt Rasa?”


  Rasa seemed completely nonplussed. “Me? At my age?”


  “You’ve still got a few good eggs in you. I know you haven’t reached menopause, because you’re flowing now.”


  Rasa looked at her in consternation. “Why don’t I just lie down under one of your microscopes?”


  “You’d never fit. I’d have to slice you razor thin.”


  “Sometimes I feel as if you already had.”


  “Rasa, you make us stop several times a day. I know you have better bladder control than that. We all know you’re shedding the tears of the moon.”


  Rasa raised her eyebrows briefly, a sort of facial shrug. “More children indeed.”


  “I think you must. To set an example for all of us,” said Shedemei. “Don’t you understand that we’re not just taking a trip. We’re a colony. The first priority of colonists is reproduction. Anyone who isn’t having babies is next to worthless. And no matter how envious Elemak is of your authority, you are the leader of the women here. You must set the pattern for us all. If you are willing to get pregnant during this trip, the others will fall into line, particularly since their husbands will feel the need to demonstrate that they can get a woman just as pregnant as old Wetchik can.”


  “He’s not Wetchik anymore,” said Rasa irrelevantly. “He’s Volemak.”


  “He can still perform, can’t he?”


  “Really, Shedemei, is there anything you won’t ask? Would you like us to provide stool samples for you next?”


  “Before this journey is over I imagine I’ll be looking at samples of almost everything. I’m the closest thing to a physician we have.”


  Rasa suddenly chuckled. “I can just see Elemak bringing you a semen sample.”


  Shedemei had to laugh, too, at the very idea of asking him. Such an assault on his dignity as leader of the caravan!


  They rode together in silence for a few minutes. Then Rasa spoke. “Will you do it?” she asked.


  “Do what?”


  “Marry Zdorab?”


  “Who?”


  “The librarian, Zdorab.”


  “Marry him,” sighed Shedemei. “I never meant to marry anyone.”


  “Marry him and have his babies.”


  “Oh, I suppose I will,” said Shedemei. “But not if we live under baboon law.”


  “Baboon law!”


  “Like Basilica—with a competition for new mates every year. I’ll take this middle-aged man that I’ve never seen, I’ll let him bed me, I’ll bear his children, I’ll raise them with him—but not if I have to fight to keep him. Not if I have to watch him court Eiadh or Hushidh or Dolya or—or Kokor—every time our marriage contract is about to expire, and then come crawling, back to me and ask me to renew his contract for another year only because none of the truly desirable women would have him.”


  Rasa nodded. “I see now what you were trying to say before. It wasn’t about Kokor’s infidelity, it was about the customs we all grew up with.”


  “Exactly,” said Shedemei. “We’re too small a group to keep the old marriage customs of Basilica.”


  “It’s really just a matter of scale, isn’t it,” said Rasa. “In the city when a woman doesn’t renew a man, or when he doesn’t ask, you can avoid each other for a while until the pain wears off. You can find someone else, because there are so many thousands to choose from. But we’ll have exactly sixteen people. Eight men, eight women. It would be unbearable.”


  “Some would want to kill, the way Kokor tried to do,” said Shedemei. “And others would wish to die.”


  “You’re right, you’re right, you’re right,” murmured Rasa, thinking aloud now, it seemed. “But we can’t tell them now. Some of them would turn back—desert or no desert, bandits or no bandits. Lifelong monogamy—why, I doubt that Sevet and Kokor have ever been faithful for a whole week. And Meb hadn’t married till now for the good reason that he has no intention of being faithful but lacks my daughters’ ability to behave with complete dishonesty. And now we’re going to tell them that they must remain faithful. No one-year contracts, no chance to change.”


  They’re not going to like it.”


  “So we won’t tell them until we’re at Volemak’s camp. When it’s far too late for them to turn back.”


  Shedemei could hardly believe she had heard Rasa say such a thing. Still, she answered mildly. “Except it occurs to me,” she said, “that if they want to turn back, perhaps we should let them. They’re free people, aren’t they?”


  Rasa turned fiercely to her. “No, they aren’t,” she said. “They were free until they made the choices that brought them here, but now they’re not free because our colony, our journey can’t succeed without them.”


  “You’re so certain you can hold people to their commitments,” murmured Shedemei. “No one’s ever made them do that before. Can you now?”


  “It’s not just for the sake of the expedition,” said Rasa. “It’s for their own good. The Oversoul has made it clear that Basilica is going to be destroyed—and them with it, if they’re still there when the time comes. We’re saving their lives. But the ones most likely to turn back are also the ones least likely to believe in the visions the Oversoul has shown us. So to save their lives we must—-”


  “Deceive them?”


  “Withhold some explanations until later.”


  “Because you know so much better than they do what’s good for them?”


  “Yes,” said Rasa. “Yes, I do.”


  It infuriated Shedemei. All that Rasa had said was true enough, but it didn’t change Shedemei’s conviction that people had the right to choose even their own destruction, if they wanted. Maybe that was another luxury of living in Basilica, having the right to destroy yourself through your own stupidity or shortsightedness, but if so it was a luxury that Shedemei was not yet ready to give up. It was one thing to tell people that faithful monogamy was one of the conditions of staying with the group. Then they could choose whether to stay and obey or leave and live by another rule. But to lie to them until it was too late to choose… it was freedom that was at stake here, and it was freedom that made survival worthwhile. “Aunt Rasa,” said Shedemei, “you are not the Oversoul.”


  And with that remark, Shedemei urged her camel to move faster, leaving Rasa behind her. Not that Shedemei had nothing more she could have said. But she was too angry to stay there; the idea of quarreling with Aunt Rasa was unbearable. Shedemei hated to argue with anyone. It always set her to brooding. for days. And she had enough to brood about as it was.


  Zdorab. What kind of man becomes an archivist for a power-hungry killer like Gaballufix? What kind of man lets a boy like Nafai manipulate him into betraying his trust, giving up the precious Index, and then follows the thief right out of the city? What kind of man then lets Nafai wrestle him into submission and extract an oath from him to go out into the desert and never see Basilica again?


  Shedemei knew exactly what kind of man: a tedious stupid weakling. A shy dull-witted coward who will formally ask my permission before each of his studious attempts to impregnate me. A man who will neither take nor give joy in our marriage. A man who will wish he had married any one of the other women here rather than me, but who will stay with me only because he knows that none of them would have him.


  Zdorab, my husband-to-be. I can’t wait to meet you.


  The tents went up more smoothly their third night in the desert. Everyone knew well now which jobs they had to do—and which they could avoid. Rasa noticed with contempt that both Meb and Obring managed to spend more than half their time “helping” their wives do jobs that were already childishly easy—they had to be, or neither Dolya nor Kokor would have done them. Not that Dol wasn’t willing to work sometimes, but as long as Kokor and Sevet weren’t doing much that was worthwhile, she would not put herself beneath them. After all, Dol had been a starring actress when Kokor and Sevet were still chirping out their little children’s songs. Rasa knew how Dol’s mind worked. Status first, then human decency.


  But at least decency was on her list! Who are these people I have raised and taught? The ones who are too selfish to endure threaten our peace, and yet some of the others are so compliant with the Oversoul that I fear even more for them.


  I am not in charge of their lives now, Rasa reminded herself. I am in charge of getting the tent lines taut enough that it won’t collapse in the first wind.


  “It will collapse in a bad wind, no matter what you do,” said Elemak. “So you don’t have to make it strong enough to withstand a hurricane.”


  “Just a sandstorm?” Rasa felt a drop of sweat slip into her eye and sting, just as he spoke. She tried to wipe it away with her sleeve, but her arm was sweatier than her face, even under the light muslin.


  “It’s sweaty close work, no matter what the weather outside,” said Elemak. “Let me.”


  He held the guyline tight while she cinched the knot into place. She well knew that he could just as easily have done the knot himself, without help holding the line. She saw at once what he was doing, making sure she learned her job, showing confidence in her, and letting her feel a sense of accomplishment when the tent held up. “You’re good at this,” she said.


  “There’s nothing hard about tying knots, once you learn them.”


  She smiled. “Ah, yes, knots. Is that what you’re tying together here?”


  He smiled back—and she could see that he did appreciate her praise. “Among other things, Lady Rasa.”


  “You are a leader of men,” said Rasa. “I say this not as your stepmother, or even as your sister-in-law, but as a woman who has had some occasion of leadership myself. Even the lazy ones are ashamed to be too obvious about it.” She did not mention that so far he had only succeeded in centering authority in himself—that no one had internalized anything yet, so that when he wasn’t around, nothing happened. Perhaps that was all he had ever needed to learn about leadership during his years leading caravans. But if he meant to rule over this expedition (and Rasa was not such a fool as to think Elemak had any intention of allowing his father to have more than titular authority) he would have to learn how to do much more than make people dependent on him. The essence of leadership, my dear young ruler, is to make people independent and yet persuade them to follow you freely. Then they will obey the principles you’ve taught them even when your back is turned. But she could not say this to him aloud; he wasn’t able yet to hear such counsel. So instead she continued to praise him, hoping to build his confidence until he could hear wise counsel. “And I’ve heard less argument and complaint from my daughters than I ever heard back when their lives were easy.”


  Elemak grimaced. “You know as well as I do that half of them would rather head back to Basilica this moment. I’m not sure that I’m not one of them.”


  “But we’re not going back,” said Rasa.


  “I imagine it would be rather anticlimactic, returning to Moozh’s city after he sent us away in such glory.”


  “Anticlimactic and dangerous,” said Rasa.


  “Well, Nafai has been cleared of the charge of killing my beloved half-brother Gaballufix.”


  “He’s been cleared of nothing,” said Rasa. “Nor, for that matter, have you, son of my husband.”


  “Me!” His face became hard and a little flushed. Not good, that he showed his emotion so easily. Not what a leader needed.


  “I just want you to realize that returning to Basilica is out of the question.”


  “Be assured, Lady Rasa, that if I wanted to return to Basilica before seeing my father again, I would do so. And may yet do so after I see him.”


  She nodded slightly. “I’m glad that it cools off in the desert at night. So that we can bear the brutal heat of day, knowing the night will be gentle.”


  Elemak smiled. “I arranged it just for you, Lady Rasa.”


  “Shedemei and I were talking today,” said Rasa.


  “I know.”


  “About a very serious matter,” said Rasa. “Something that could easily tear our colony apart. Sex, of course.”


  Elemak was instantly alert. “Yes?” he asked—but his voice was calm.


  “In particular,” said Rasa, “the matter of marriage.”


  “Everyone is paired up well enough for now,” said Elemak. “None of the men are sleeping unsatisfied, which is better than the way it is with most of my caravans. As for you and Hushidh and Shedemei, you’ll soon be with your husbands, or the men who will be their husbands.”


  “But for some it is not the coupling itself they desire, but rather the chase.”


  “I know,” said Elemak. “But the choices are limited.”


  “And yet some are still choosing, even though their choice seems to be made.”


  She could see how he stiffened his back and his neck, pretending to be calm, refusing to lean toward her and ask her the question in his heart. He worries about Eiadh, his bride, his beloved. She had not realized he was so perceptive about her, that he would already worry.


  “They must be held faithful to their spouses,” said Rasa.


  Elemak nodded. “I can’t say that I’ve had the problem—on my caravans, the men are alone until we reach cities, and then it’s whores for most of them.”


  “And for you?” said Rasa.


  “I’m married now,” said Elemak. “To a young wife. A good wife.”


  “A good wife for a young man,” said Rasa.


  A smile flickered at the corners of his mouth. “No one is young forever,” he said.


  “But will she be a good wife in five years? In ten?”


  He looked at her strangely. “How should I know?”


  “But you must think about it, Elya. What kind of wife will she be in fifty years?”


  He looked dumbfounded. He had not thought ahead on this issue, and did not even know how to pretend he had thought ahead, it took him so much by surprise.


  “Because what Shedemei was pointing out—confirming my own thoughts on the matter—is that there’s no chance that we can continue the marriage customs of Basilica out here in the desert. Basilica was very large, and we will be but sixteen souls. Eight couples. When you abandon Eiadh for another, whom will she marry then?” Of course, Rasa knew—and knew that Elemak also knew-—that it was far more likely that it would be Eiadh deciding not to renew her marriage contract with Elemak, and not the other way around. But the question was still the same—whom would Eiadh marry?


  “And children,” said Rasa. “There’ll be children—but no schools to send them to. They’ll stay with their mothers, and another man—other men—will rear them.”


  She could see that her account of the future was getting to him. She knew exactly what would worry him most, and Lady Rasa wasn’t ashamed to use that knowledge. After all, the things she was warning him about were true.


  “So you see, Elemak, that as long as we’re just sixteen souls who must stay together in order to survive in the desert, marriage must be permanent.”


  Elemak did not look at her. But his thoughts were visible on his face as he sank down on the carpet that had been spread to make a floor for the tent, covering the sandy soil.


  “We can’t survive the quarreling,” she said, “the hurt feelings—we’ll be too close to each other all the time. They must be told. Your spouse now is your spouse forever.”


  Elemak lay back on the carpet. “Why would they listen to me on such a subject?” he said. “They’ll think I’m saying that in order to try to keep Eiadh for myself. I happen to know that others have already looked with longing, expecting to court her when we’ve had our few years of marriage.”


  “So you must persuade them to accept the reasons for lifelong monogamous marriage—so they’ll understand that it isn’t a self-serving plan on your part.”


  “Persuade them?” Elemak hooted once, a single bitter laugh. “I doubt I could persuade Eiadh.”


  She could see that he regretted at once having said that last remark. It confessed too much. “Perhaps then persuasion isn’t the term I want. They must be helped to understand that this is a law we must obey in order to keep this family from coming apart in an emotional and physical bloodbath, as surely as we must keep quiet during each traveling day.”


  Elemak sat up and leaned toward her, his eyes alight with—what, anger? Fear? Hurt? Is there something more to this than I understand? Rasa wondered.


  “Lady Rasa,” said Elemak, “is this law you want important enough to kill for?”


  “Kill? Killing is the very thing that I most fear. It’s what we must avoid”


  “This is the desert, and when we reach Father’s encampment it will still be the desert, and in the desert there is only one punishment for crime of any kind. Death.”


  “Don’t be absurd,” said Rasa.


  “Whether you cut off his head or abandon him in the desert, it’s all the same—out here exile is death.”


  “But I wouldn’t dream of having a penalty so severe as that”


  “Think about it, Lady Rasa. Where would we imprison somebody as we journey day to day? Who could spare the time to keep someone under guard? There’s always flogging, of course, but then we would have to deal with an injured person and we couldn’t travel safely anymore.”


  “What about withdrawing a privilege? Taking something away? Like a fine, the way they did it in Basilica.”


  “What do you take away, Lady Rasa? What privileges do any of us have? If we take away something the lawbreaker really needs—his shoes? his camel?—then we injure him anyway, and have to travel slower and put the whole group at risk. And if it isn’t something he needs, but merely treasures, then you fill him with resentment and you have one more person you have to deal with but can’t trust. No, Lady Rasa, if shame isn’t strong enough to keep a man from breaking a law, then the only punishment that means anything is death. The lawbreaker will never break the law again, and everybody else knows you’re serious. And any punishment short of death has the opposite result—the lawbreaker will simply do it again, and no one else will respect the law. That’s why I say, before you decide that this should be the law during our travels, perhaps you ought to consider, is it worth killing for?”


  “But no one will believe you’d kill anyway, would they?”


  “You think not?” said Elemak. “I can tell you from experience that the hardest thing about punishing a man on a journey like that is telling his widow and his orphaned children why you didn’t bring him home.”


  “Oh, Elemak, I never dreamed…”


  “No one does. But the men of the desert know. And when you abandon a man instead of killing him outright, you don’t give him any chance, either—no camel, no horse, not even any water. In fact, you tie him up so he can’t even move, so the animals will get him quickly—because if he lives long enough, bandits might find him, and then he’ll die far more cruelly, and in the process of dying he’ll tell the bandits where you are, and how many you are, and how many you leave on watch, and where all your valuables are stored. He’ll tell other things, too—the pet name he calls his woman, the nicknames of the guards, so the bandits’ll know what to say in the darkness to confuse your party, to put them off their guard. He’ll tell them—”


  “Stop it!” cried Rasa. “You’re doing this on purpose.”


  “You think that life in the desert is a matter of heat and cold, of camels and tents, of voiding your bowel in the sand and sleeping on rugs instead of on a bed. But I tell you that what Father and you and Nafai, bless his heart, what you’ve all chosen for us—”


  “What the Oversoul has chosen!”


  “—is the hardest life imaginable, a dangerous and brutal world where death is breathing into the hair on the back of your head, and where you have to be ready to kill in order to maintain order.”


  “I’ll think of something else,” said Rasa. “Some other way of handling marriages…”


  “But you won’t,” said Elemak. “You’ll think and think, and in the end you’ll come to the only conclusion. If this insane colony is to succeed, it must succeed in the desert and by desert law. That means that women will be faithful to their men, or they will die.”


  “And men, if they’re unfaithful,” said Rasa, sure that he couldn’t possibly mean that only women would be punished.


  “Oh, I see. If two people break this marriage law, you want them both to die, is that it? Who’s the bloodthirsty one now? We can spare a woman more easily than a man. Unless you propose that I train Kokor and Sevet to fight. Unless you think Dol and Shedemei can really handle lifting the tents onto the camel’s backs.”


  “So in your man-ruled world the woman bears the brunt of…”


  “We’re not in Basilica now, Lady Rasa. Women thrive where civilization is strong. Not here. No, if you think about it you’ll see that punishing the woman alone is the surer way to keep the law. Because which man can whisper, ‘I love you,’ when they both know that what he really means is, ‘I want to top you so badly that I don’t care if you die.’ How much success will his seduction have then? And if he tries to force his way, she’ll scream—because she’ll know that it’s her life at stake. And if he’s taken for raping her, as she screams, why, then it is the man who dies. You see? It takes so much of the romance out of flirting.”


  * * *


  Elemak almost laughed aloud at the stricken look on Rasa’s face when he turned and left her tent. Oh, yes, she still fancied herself a leader, even out here in the desert where she knew less than nothing about survival, where she was a constant danger to everyone, with her chat, with her supposed wisdom that she was always so willing to share, with her air of command. She could bring off the illusion of power in Basilica, where women had men so fenced around with custom and manners that she could make decisions and people would comply. But here she would soon find—was already finding—that she lacked the true will to power. She wanted to rule, but didn’t want to do the hard things that rule required.


  Permanent marriage indeed. What woman could possibly satisfy a man of any strength for more than a year or two? He had never intended Eiadh to be anything more than a first wife. She would have been a great success at that role—she’d adorn him in his first Basilican household, bear him his firstborn, and then they’d both move on. Elemak even planned that Rasa herself would be his children’s teacher—she did a fine job of schooling youngsters; Elemak knew what her true value was. But now to think that he would be willing to endure having Eiadh clinging to him when she was fat and old…


  Except that in his heart he knew that he was lying to himself. He could pretend that he didn’t want Eiadh forever, but in fact the only thing he felt for her was desire. A powerful, possessive desire that showed no signs of slackening. It was Eiadh, not Elemak, who was changeable. She was the one who had so admired Nafai when he stood against Moozh and refused the warlord’s offer of the consulship. So pathetic, that she would admire Nyef more for refusing power than she admired her own new husband for having and using it. But Eiadh was a woman, after all, and had been raised with the same mystical dependence on the Oversoul, and since the Oversoul had so clearly “chosen” Nafai, it made him all the more attractive in her eyes.


  As for Nafai… Elemak had known for many months that Nafai had his eye on Eiadh. That was part of what had made Eiadh so attractive to Elemak from the start—that marrying her would put his snotty little brother in his place. Let him marry her later, when she had already had Elemak’s first child or two. That would let Nafai know where he stood. But now Eiadh was casting an eye toward the boy—damn him for being the one who killed Gaballufix! That’s what was seducing her! She loved the delusion that Nafai was strong. Well, Eiadh, my darling, Edhya my pet, I have killed before, and not a drunkard lying in the street, either. I killed a bandit who was charging my caravan, bent on murder and robbery. And I can kill again.


  I can kill again, and Rasa has already consented to the justification. The law of the desert, yes, that is what will bring Nafai’s interference to an end. Rasa is so sure that her dear sweet youngest boy would never break the law that she’ll agree—they’ll all agree—that the penalty for disobedience is death. And then Nafai will disobey. It will be so simple, so symmetrical, and I can then kill him on exactly the same pretext Nyef himself used for killing Gabya—I’m doing it for the good of all!


  That night, when the cold supper was heavy in their bellies, when the chill night breeze had driven them all inside their tents, Elemak set Nafai to keep the first watch. He knew that Nafai, poor fellow, was keenly aware of who was waiting for Elemak inside his tent. He knew that Nafai was sitting there in the cold starlight imagining how Elya gathered Eiadh’s naked body into his arms, how hot and humid they made their tent. He knew that Nafai heard, or imagined that he heard, the soft low cries that Eiadh made. And when Elemak emerged from his tent, the sweat and smell of love still on him, he knew that Nafai could taste the bitterness of going to his own tent, where the awkward shapeless body of Luet the waterseer was the only solace the poor boy would find. It was almost tempting to take Rasa’s law and make it real, for then it would be Nafai who would grow old watching Eiadh always and knowing that she was Elemak’s, and he could never, never, never have her for his own.


  
TWO



  BINDING AND UNBINDING


  Nafai stood his watch as he always did, by conversing with the Oversoul. It was easier now than it had been at first, back when he and Issib had practically forced the Oversoul to talk to them. Now he would form thoughts carefully in his mind, almost as if he were speaking them, and then, almost without trying, he could feel the Oversoul’s answers come to him. They came as if they were Nafai’s own thoughts, of course, so that at times he still had trouble distinguishing between the Oversoul’s actual ideas and the ideas that came from his own mind; to be sure, he often asked the same question again, and the Oversoul, since it was a computer and therefore never felt a sense of hurry, willingly repeated as often as he liked.


  Tonight, because he was on watch, he first asked the Oversoul if any danger was near.


  (A coyote, tracking the scent of a hare.)


  No, I meant danger to us, said Nafai silently.


  (The same bandits I told you about before. But they keep hearing noises in the night, and now they’re hiding in a cave, trembling.)


  You enjoy doing this to them, don’t you? asked Nafai.


  (No, but I sense your delight. This is what you call a game, isn’t it?)


  More like what we call a trick. Or a joke.


  (And you love the fact that only you know that I am doing this.)


  Luet knows.


  (Of course.)


  Any other danger?


  (Elemak is plotting your death.)


  What, a knife in the back?


  (He is full of confidence. He believes he can do it openly, with the consent of all. Even your mother.)


  And how will he do it? Blast me with his pulse and pretend it’s an accident? Can he frighten my camel into throwing me from a cliff?


  (His plan is more subtle than that. It has to do with marriage laws. Rasa and Shedemei realized today that marriages must be made permanent, and Rasa has now persuaded Elemak.)


  Good. That will work much better than if the idea had come from Luet and me.


  (But it did come from you and Luet.)


  But only we and you are aware of that, and no one else will guess. They’ll see the sensibleness of the law. And besides, I had to do something to stop Eiadh from trying to start something with me. I find it disgusting that it’s only since I killed Gaballufix and refused to be Moozh’s puppet that she finds me interesting. I think I was much nicer before… before all this started.


  (You were a boy then.)


  I’m still a boy.


  (I know. That’s one of our problems. Worse yet, you’re a boy who’s not very good at deception, Nafai.)


  But you’re a whiz at it.


  (You can’t lead these people by relying on me to plant your ideas in their minds. On the voyage from Harmony to Earth I won’t have the same power to reach into their minds that I have here. You will have to learn how to speak with them directly. Teach them to look to you for decisions.)


  Elya and Meb will never be willing to accept my lead.


  (Then they are expendable.)


  Like Gaballufix? I’ll never do that again, Oversoul. You can be sure of that—I killed once for you, but never again, never, never, don’t even make me think of it, no!


  (I hear you. I understand you.)


  No, you don’t understand. You never felt the blood on your hands. You never felt the sword cut through the flesh and hack apart the cartilage between the vertebrae. You never heard his last gasping breaths through the bloody gap in his throat.


  (Through your eyes I saw, through your arms I felt, through your ears I heard.)


  You never felt the… that terrible irrevocability. That there’s no turning back. That he’s gone, and no matter how terrible a man he was, I had no right to cut him off like that…


  (You had the right because I gave it to you, and I had the right because humankind built me in order to protect the entire species, and the death of that man was necessary for the preservation of humanity on this world.)


  Yes, I know, again and again you tell me.


  (Again and again you reject the truth and insist on remaining in this meaningless agony of guilt.)


  I ended the life of a helpless drunken man. There was no glory in that act. There was no decency. There was no cleverness or wisdom. I was not a good man when I did that.


  (You were my hands, Nafai. What I needed to do, you did for me.)


  They were my own hands, Oversoul. I could have said no. As I say no now, when you hint of my killing Elemak and Mebbekew. It will not happen. I will take no more lives for you.


  (I’ll keep that in mind as I make my plans for the future. But you can establish leadership. You must. Your father is too old and tired, and he relies oh Elemak too much. He’ll give in to your brother far too often, again and again he’ll surrender to him, until he has no will left at all.)


  So it’s better that he surrenders to me?


  (You won’t make him surrender anything. You’ll always lead through him, with great respect for him. If you lead, your father will remain a proud and powerful man. I’ve told you this. Now stand up and take your place.)


  Not yet. This is not the time for me to challenge Elemak. We need him to lead us through the desert.


  (And I tell you that he has no such qualms. At this very moment, even though he’s making love to Eiadh, he is picturing you tied up and abandoned in the desert, where you’ll soon discover, Nafai, that while I can influence bandits I can’t do a thing about the beasts and birds of prey, the insects that think of anything that doesn’t walk or fly or slither away as their next meal. They don’t listen to me, they simply act out what their genes require them to do, and you will die, and what will I do then without you?)


  Does he mean to act now, before we get to Father’s camp?


  (At last you’re listening.)


  What is his plan, then?


  (I don’t know. He never thinks of it plainly. I’m searching as best I can, but it’s hard. I can’t just ransack a human’s memories, you know. He fears his own murderous heart so much that he won’t let himself think of his whole plan openly.)


  Perhaps when he’s not distracted by lovemaking.


  (Distracted? He’s even doing this for your benefit. He thinks that you still want Eiadh, so he’s hoping you notice the movement in the tent, and the noises she’s making.)


  It only makes me long for my watch to end, so I can go back to Luet.


  (He can’t conceive of a man not desiring the woman he desires.)


  I did. I fancied that Eiadh was exactly what I needed and wanted. But I understood nothing then. Luet believes she’s already pregnant. Luet and I can talk about everything. We’ve only been married for a few days, yet she understands my heart even better than you do, and I can speak her thoughts almost before she thinks them. Does Elemak imagine that I could desire a mere woman, when Luet is my wife?


  (He knows that Eiadh is attracted to you. He remembers that you were once attracted to her. He also knows that I have chosen you to lead. He’s mad with jealousy. He hungers for your death. It consumes him so that even the act of making love to her is a kind of murder in his heart.)


  Don’t you realize that this is the most terrible thing of all? If there’s anything I want in my life, it’s for Elemak to love me and respect me. What did I do, to turn him away!


  (You refused to let him own your will.)


  Love and respect have nothing to do with controlling what other people do.


  (To Elemak, if he doesn’t control you, you either don’t exist or you’re his enemy. For many years you didn’t exist. Then he noticed you, and you weren’t as easy to manipulate or intimidate as Mebbekew, and so you became a rival.)


  Is it really that simple?


  (I glossed over the hard parts.)


  His tent isn’t bouncing. Does that mean he’s coming out soon?


  (He’s getting dressed. He’s thinking of you. So is Eiadh.)


  At least she doesn’t want to kill me.


  (If she ever got what she’s wishing for, it would end the same, with you dead.)


  Don’t tell Luet that Elemak is planning to kill me.


  (I’ll tell Luet everything, exactly as I tell you. I don’t lie to the humans who serve my cause.)


  You lie to us whenever you think it’s necessary. And I don’t want you to lie to her, anyway—I just don’t want her to worry.


  (I do want her to worry, since you refuse to. I think sometimes you want to die.)


  You can relieve your mind on that score. I like being alive and intend to continue.


  (I think sometimes you look forward to death, because you think that you deserve to die for having killed Gaballufix.)


  Here he comes.


  (Notice how he makes sure you smell his hands.)


  Nafai didn’t appreciate the Oversoul’s calling attention to that—he might not have noticed, otherwise. But, truth to tell, that was unlikely, because Elemak made a point of putting both hands on his shoulders, and even of brushing his fingers across Nafai’s cheek as he said, “So you did stay awake. Maybe you’ll amount to something in the desert after all.”


  “You didn’t leave me on watch all that long,” Nafai answered.


  The womanly smell was plain enough. It was vaguely disgusting that Elemak would use his intimacy with his own wife this way. It was as if she had become nothing to him. A tool. Not a wife at all, but just a thing that he owned.


  But if the Oversoul was right, then that was how Elemak experienced love—as ownership.


  “Did you see anything?” asked Elemak.


  “Darkness,” said Nafai. He did not tell Elemak about the bandits only a few hundred meters away. First, it would only make him furious that Nafai was getting information from the Oversoul. And second, it would humiliate him that he chose as his campsite a place where bandits could conceal themselves so close. He would probably insist on searching for them, which would mean battle and bloodshed, or waking everybody up and moving on, which would be pointless, since the Oversoul was having no trouble keeping this spineless group of cutpurses under control.


  “If you ever looked up, you’d notice there are stars,” said Elemak.


  Elemak was baiting him, of course, and Nafai knew that he should just ignore him, but he was filled with anger already, knowing that Elemak was plotting to kill him and yet still pretended to be his brother, knowing that Elemak had just made love to his wife in order to try to make Nafai suffer from jealousy. So Nafai could not contain himself. He flung a hand upward. “And that one is Sol, the Sun. Barely visible, but you can always find it if you know where to look. That’s where we’re going.”


  “Are we?” asked Elemak.


  “It’s the only reason the Oversoul brought us out of Basilica,” said Nafai.


  “Maybe the Oversoul won’t necessarily get his way,” said Elemak. “He’s just a computer, after all—you said so yourself.”


  Nafai almost answered again, some snide comment to the effect that if the Oversoul was “just” a computer then Elemak himself was “just” a hairless baboon. Six months ago Nafai would have said it, and Elemak would have thrown him against a wall or knocked him down with a blow. But Nafai had learned a little since then, and so he held his tongue.


  Luet was waiting for him in the tent. She had probably been dozing-—she had worked hard since they started laying camp, and unlike the lazy ones she would be up early again in the morning. But she greeted him wordlessly with open eyes and a smile that warmed him in spite of the chill that Elemak had put in his heart.


  Nafai undressed quickly and gathered her to him under the blankets. “You’re warm,” he said.


  “I think the technical term is hot,” she answered.


  “Elemak is planning to kill me,” he whispered.


  “I wish the Oversoul would just stop him,” she whispered.


  “I don’t think it can. I think Elemak’s will is too strong for the Oversoul to make him change his mind once he’s set on doing something.” He didn’t tell her that the Oversoul had hinted that somewhere along the line Nafai might have to kill his brother. Since Nafai had no intention of ever doing it, there was no reason to put the idea in Luet’s mind. He would be ashamed to say it anyway, for fear she would then think he might consider such a thing.


  “Hushidh thinks she senses Elemak bonding more closely with the ones who want to turn back—Kokor and Sevet, Vas and Obring, Meb and Dol. They’re forming a sort of community now, and separating almost completely from the rest of us.”


  “Shedemei?”


  “She wants to turn back, but there’s no bond between her and the others.”
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