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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.


      




 


 


 


More than once during these three months he asked himself: “Am I mad that I see what others do not, or are they mad who do these things that I see?” Yet they (and there were so many of them) did what seemed so astonishing and terrible to him, with such quiet assurance that what they were doing was necessary, and was important and useful work, that it was hard to believe they were mad; nor could he—conscious of the clearness of his thoughts—believe he was mad. This kept him in a continual state of perplexity.


Tolstoi, Resurrection (1899)
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Troika at the Sancorage


On his second morning as kommissar of the Sancorage complex on Tezcatl, the “lepers” brought Yeardance their god.


When the shaveskull apprentice came up behind his desk and touched him on the shoulder, he had been thinking of St. Croix rum and the instant of slip-fix. He’d also been thinking, for reasons that were unclear to him, of Jaeger, his birth planet. Lucian Yeardance had been recently demoted, all the way from a shipboard astrogation-and-engineering position to this anonymous kommissariat on Tezcatl. Although he wasn’t bitter, he was sick of Komm-service wrangles and bewildered by his new responsibilities. He was weary of petty evil. A year short of fifty, he knew that he wouldn’t survive many more such politically motivated off-shuntings, but he still didn’t intend to cry mercy of the system that had dropped him here.


“’Sar Yeardance,” said the shaveskull Gaea, a girl of fourteen, “from the Compound, a troika.”


“Here?”


“Coming, sir.”


“So soon?”


“Ebarres didn’t have them served yesterday, sir, and it was time for our weekly run. The rule is, if the run is missed, they may come to the Sancorage and visit the med-kommissar. The Long Quarantine confines them only to the Tezcatlipoca Reserve, sir, not just to their village.”


“But yesterday, Gaea, Neo-starb Zobay, I arrived. Yesterday, Ebarres left.” A man very glad to be going, Ebarres. Already packed when Yeardance arrived, Ebarres had shaken hands, wished his replacement well, and departed for the Town Tezcatl light-probe port a hundred kilometers northwest of the Reserve. He had gone off in a troika, and no one had accompanied him. That was the way he had seemed to want it.


“Aye, sir, that’s true,” Gaea Zobay said. “But still they come.”


“Well, should I meet them?”


“They will be met, ’Sar Yeardance. I fear they’ll insist.” Zobay had a girl’s brown earnest face; above it was her pale, recently razored pate, the badge of apprenticeship before her initiation into the Komm-service Martial Arm.


Yeardance got up and walked to the forward door of the admin quonset, a stilt-mounted foamform building in the center of the complex. Zobay padded along behind him. On the porch scaffolding, his breath making smoke, the kommissar stared down-valley at the development of “heathuts” clumped together in the village officially known as the Compound. Tonat, the planet’s salmon-colored sun, dazzled his eyes, released them to a matte glare, dazzled them again. Ice trees (in Burgeontide they were called “blackbuds”) twinkled on the slopes, and the snow—vaguely pinkish now—stretched out before him like stained linen, as if blood were oozing up sinisterly from beneath. The Tezcatlipoca Compound, where the “lepers” lived, was isolated from the Sancorage buildings just as the grounds of the Reserve were isolated from the light-probe port of Town Tezcatl itself. Isolated …


Yeardance saw the troika clear a mound of ice and come slipping forward behind three horselike quadrupeds. Tonat burned shadows in the snow, and the shadows kept overlapping one another until the sleigh rested at the base of the admin building’s freshly creosoted steps. The “horses” had oddly segmented bodies, narrow octopus eyes, and manes like braided plastic cables. They were only loosely in harness, it seemed, and the youngest adult passenger in the troika was reining them in with difficulty. The Tezcatli, Zobay had informed Yeardance, called the beasts “pequia” (one was a “pequium”), and they were animals capable of foraging the winter landscape to maintain themselves; incredibly stupid, they still pulled well in harness. Yeardance felt profoundly uneasy just looking at them.


“We visit,” the driver said. “You give us heartsease; we give you welcome.”


“Heartsease,” Zobay explained, “is an acknowledgment, sir, a general term for any sort of comfort you might wish to grant—food, clothing, stimulants, depressants, suchlike.”


“Food be food,” the driver corrected her. “Heartsease be heartsease.”


Yeardance examined the supplicants. The driver, bundled in an ancient colony-service greatcoat, had a piece of gauze taped over his face where his nose should have been; the flatness of the gauze suggested that he no longer had a nose. Consequently, his mouth was open and his breath came out in smoky balloons.


Behind the driver was a crippled old woman whose face was distorted by knobby growths, and sitting beside her was a middle-aged human being who could have been either a man or a woman—breasts, maybe, under that cassock, and a hint of stubble on otherwise smooth cheeks. This person held in its arms an infant wrapped in a thin, incredibly dirty swaddling cloth.


“Be you the new priest here, ’sar?” asked the driver. “I do see you’ve come out of Ebarres’s church.”


“He ain’t,” the old woman in the troika said. “There ain’t been a priest here all the years you was growing up, unless you count Chapanis, I aver, and she was a woman. This one be only a kommissar, like Ebarres, who left us.”


“Mayhap he’ll grow into a priest,” the man said. “Mayhap, Yurl Stofin.”


Yeardance turned to Gaea Zobay for some explanation of what they were talking about; a coil of wire unwound in his intestines.


“Ebarres told us,” the girl said, “that long ago the muphormers thought the med-komm administrator a sort of priest, a healer of their mutilations. Ebarres and his predecessors wanted none of that, and—”


“Nor do I,” Yeardance said.


“—And now you’re only a secular human being again, ’Sar Yeardance, and the Sancorage is a clinic and food-dispensing center instead of a church.”


“Good. My humanity is a difficult enough burden.”


Zobay looked at him without expression, which was itself a judgment. He’d better say something to these people.


“I’m Lucian Yeardance. Why have you brought that baby out in such weather? Who does it belong to?”


“The babe?” Yurl Stofin said. “The babe be ours.”


“And there ain’t no other weather to bring it out in now,” the old woman said. “Burgeontide be tardy, ’sar, a slugabed green time what should be here soonest, I aver.” The growths beside her mouth moved like living tumors when she spoke.


The hermaphrodite’s expression remained bland—a face bovine and mindless, the wide silver eyes like windows into an empty attic. Anacephalic? Yeardance wondered. An anacephalic somehow brought to adulthood?


No. Muphormosy wasn’t a congenital disease; it was an infectious one, and largely untreatable once contracted. Plastic symbodies injected beforehand might prevent the disease; they would not counteract it once it had established itself. Drugs with specificity against one strain of the muphormosy bacilli had no effectiveness against the hundreds of other strains perniciously dormant on Tezcatl. Over a century and a quarter ago, when the planet’s colonists had been new to this world, most of these strains had been active, it seemed, and the disease had assumed slashingly epidemic proportions before survivors were rounded up and herded onto the Tezcatlipoca Reserve. The much-hailed prophylactic symbody developed by the galens of Glaktik Komm was as fallible, apparently, as humankind itself, for the muphormers who lived in the Compound had still not been cured. All this Yeardance had learned from the official “book” given him when his punitive duty-assignment had at last come through.


Eyes widening, the sexless creature finally spoke: “We bringed … the babe … to you, ’sar.” A tremulous, halting falsetto. Not an anacephalic if it could speak … but probably an idiot.


“Why?” Yeardance wanted to know. “Is it ill?” An odd question, he felt, to ask of “lepers.”


“In exchange for heartease,” Yurl Stofin said.


“Aye,” the old woman said. “Our god for theobromine, or gum snuff, or a Komm-jerkin, you know, if you got a spare un.”


Stofin turned in his driver’s seat and snapped the old woman across the throat, hard. The pequia lifted their narrow snouts, dilated their devilfish eye openings.


“You won’t be getting a Komm-jerkin from him,” Stofin said. “You ought to know that from all other such folk you’ve knobbled at, Radyan Maid. So don’t you ask, attend?”


“Aye,” the Radyan Maid said, bringing a crippled hand up to her tortoise-flesh throat, “though you do be a whip of winter rheum to strike me so!” And she spat at the driver so that the spittle fell down her lip like yellow lace. Stofin cackled as if he were an old woman, and the hermaphrodite drew back, trembling.


Yeardance came angrily down the steps. What did these people want? Why were they behaving like this? “I don’t see any reason to strike the woman, Yurl Stofin. If you do it again, I’ll have you quarantined up here in the Sancorage. Do you understand?”


The man looked cowed, or he feigned being so.


“Good. Let me see the child, then. We ought to examine it.” Yeardance couldn’t help wondering why a galen hadn’t been assigned to this post. He was a light-probe man, not a doctor.


“Give it me, Dee Dum,” Yurl Stofin said, the rictus of his grin suggesting that of his ravaged nose. He lifted the baby out of the idiot’s arms—Yeardance saw that “Dee Dum” had only three fingers on each hand—and then climbed out of the troika and approached the steps to present the new kommissar with their “god.”


“Have you seen this baby before?” Yeardance asked Gaea Zobay. It could hardly be more than two or three weeks old, though he didn’t know much about such things. Its face dappled with cold, it was mewling now. Still, its limbs and digits were perfect. Perfect …


“No, sir. We have no record of a pregnancy among the muphormers; we’ve had none for several years now. Ebarres thought them sterile.”


“Ha!” Yurl Stofin said.


“Come in, then,” the kommissar said impatiently. To himself he mumbled, “Bringing it here in a dirty rag … insanity …”


“That be the only sort of rag we have,” the Radyan Maid said as Stofin and Dee Dum followed Yeardance up the steps. “And I can’t come in for my legs won’t let me, you see how I am.”


“Quick we’ll be,” Stofin consoled her.


To Yeardance, under a breath like onions and chocolate horribly blent, he said, “However it be, she can’t feel the Chilzentide sting, ’sar; she just can’t feel it,” and, without the Radyan Maid, they all went into the Sancorage’s administrative quonset.


Inside, the solar insets shone fiercely.


Yeardance had to call in Leda DeLoach, one of his five Civi-Korps assistants, from the infirmary quonset to examine the baby. An attractive, long-lipped girl, DeLoach was a physical therapist. On a clinic table in the admin work area, a table surrounded by monitoring equipment, she delicately poked and peered at the infant, a plump and lively boy.


“Healthy,” she said at last. “In all ways healthy.” She administered a symbody injection, handed the baby to Zobay, excused herself, and returned to the infirmary. Zobay cradled the baby readily enough, but her eyes—startlingly blue—seemed to draw back from the muphormer infant into the impartial mask of her face.


Dee Dum shifted from foot to foot—a sexless creature over two meters tall; hips, breasts, and meaty thighs aquiver beneath some departed orderly’s discarded mesh-cloth. Yeardance also noted the fair shadow on the bovine jaw and Dee Dum’s grown-together brows knitting and unknitting in bewilderment. Him, her, it …


“O heartsease,” the hermaphrodite sang quietly. “O heartsease please.”


“And you may keep the god,” Yurl Stofin said.


“I don’t want the god,” Yeardance replied. “You’ve been caring for it very well, and I intend to send it home with you. Along with,” patting Dee Dum on the shoulder, “a bit of heartsease for every muphormer in the Compound. Tokens of the good will I hope will grow between us.”


He nodded at Zobay.


The shaveskull gave Stofin the baby, donned a snowcoat and cap, and descended the stairs adjacent to the hydraulic cage at the rear of the quonset. She would ask Civ Niemiec in the supply section to procure the heartsease items. Yeardance, meanwhile, escorted his visitors back down the front steps, going behind them, he realized, like a Komm-priest after a New Light mass.


“You didn’t come quick,” the Radyan Maid said. “I am marvelous half-froze, you see how I am.”


“Mercy if you were, knobby woman.” Yurl Stofin gave the Radyan Maid the baby, and he and Dee Dum climbed into the troika. The pequia slitted their clam-gray eyes and lifted their long snouts as Stofin drew in the reins on them. They had hides like terrestrial sea otters; graceful, odd-toed feet; and the mobile mouth of ruminants … but under one creature’s briefly raised, hair-stiff lip the kommissar saw the dagger of a canine eye-tooth ….


“The baby god ain’t to stay?” the Radyan Maid asked.


“’Sar Yeardance likes how we do be worshiping it,” Stofin responded, “but we’ll have heartsease, even so.”


On an automatic sled Zobay and a supply man in thermal coveralls came from between two buildings of the Sancorage. On the sled was a single box of goods. Glancing from the autosled to the troika, Yeardance was surprised to see that the old woman was studying him out of red-rimmed eyes, muddy pools of entreaty.


“It only be you ought to take him,” the Radyan Maid said. “You do know how to worship him better, ’sar.” Her tumors jiggled in grotesque despair, and Yeardance feared she was going to weep accusingly, melt before his eyes.


But the supply civki Anscom Niemiec dismounted the sled he was riding with Zobay and carried the heartsease box to the troika. He slid the box across the driver’s seat until Yurl Stofin had a place to put his elbow—a box of waxy pasteboard, not particularly large.


“Civ Niemiec, is that all we have to give these people? I promised heartsease for all the muphormers.”


The civki turned a bearded face up to his new superior. “The Town Tezcatl Bursary supplies us, ’Sar Yeardance. If we gave out more than this to those who visit, tlachshk!”—a sympathetic clicking noise—“we’d have no more for the brace-week remaining until our resupply.” He waited for some further order. Yeardance absently waved him off.


Niemiec said, “Pardon, sir,” remounted the autosled, and traced a new set of runner marks into the crisply ridged ice of the Sancorage grounds as he returned to the supply warehouse.


“Plenty you’ve given for just Dee Dum, the Radyan Maid, the babe, Beatl, and me, you see,” Stofin said. Yeardance thought this a litany of doggerel.


Gaea Zobay climbed the quonset’s steps to the porch.


“Will you visit us tomorrow, our maybe-priest, down in N’hil?” Stofin asked. “—For our patshatl, what be two days late now?”


The patshatl was a supply run; they were supposed to occur at eight-day intervals, this being the length of a week on Tezcatl.


“Yes, we’ll visit you tomorrow,” Yeardance said. He was watching the “god” wave its discolored arms and stare up into the Radyan Maid’s ruined face.


“What time, can you say?” Stofin asked.


From above, Zobay said, “Ebarres usually had Anscom go in the morning, sir, before the noon-high mess in the refectory.”


“That’s when I’ll come too, I suppose,” Yeardance told the passengers of the troika.


With no other farewell to them he turned and joined the furcapped girl on the porch of the quonset—the quonset in which his own sleeping quarters were housed. Home, he supposed. The kommissar didn’t feel at home, however; he felt hugely estranged. Just a few minutes past he’d been thinking of Jaeger, the colony world he hadn’t seen in thirty-five years ….


Yurl Stofin touched his forehead, reined the pequia about, and whipped them into movement. The troika whispered off in a scatter of snow dust and a flashing of ice trees. Squinting against this glare, Lucian Yeardance saw that in the rear seat of the troika Dee Dum was waving at them.
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Muphormosy


Although quick to do his bidding, Zobay didn’t talk much, and Yeardance spent most of his day at a microfilm viewer perusing Ebarres’s and the previous med-komm administrators’ records of the treatment, supply, and rehabilitative programs of the Sancorage complex.


These records—despite the fact that the Tezcatli, with administrative and technological aid from Glaktik Komm, had supported the “muphormosarium” for six generations—were cursory. Some of them must have been destroyed. Ebarres’s main notations, for example, had to do with the weekly dispensation of heartsease items and food; his predecessors had been equally concerned with the procurement of the goods necessary to maintain the lives of those billeted under the Long Quarantine. Medical supplies ranked among these items, but not highly … not highly at all.


Occasionally, Yeardance discovered, past administrators had dispensed oral sulfones and sulfonamides to their wards, but always as part of a heartsease “grant” rather than as a step in a systematic program of medication. Did this indicate the futility of a kommissar’s enterprise? Moreover, the greatest quantities of drugs—still no great amount—seemed to be distributed immediately after Burgeontide (which on Tezcatl’s calendar was the name day for the planet’s vernal equinox and, by extension, the designation for the entire spring season); the Sancorage infirmary also reported, in the days following Burgeontide, a small increase in the number of resident patients—although releases were rapidly effected with rather ordinary antibiotics. Very little evidence here, to Yeardance’s mind, of an ongoing war against muphormosy.


Hell, he thought, priorities here are as famously mucked up as ever they were aboard the Stella Slipper or the Night Mercy.


“How long were you apprentice with Ebarres?” he asked Zobay.


At a study console across from him, the girl’s oval head came up and her eyes fixed on him with obedient steeliness. “A little more than one season, ’Sar Yeardance. Half of autumn, most of the winter.”


When she wasn’t running errands for the med-kommissar, she studied the light-probe micro-codices supplied her at the beginning of her apprenticeship and took on the fundamentals of Vencillian calculus/physics and of slip-fix vectoring through a subcortical tap-in. In fact, the two chiplike alphodes on Zobay’s pale temples made Yeardance think of the blinders on certain colony-world dray animals … but tiny blinders, very tiny.


“And Tezcatl’s your home; then?”


“Yes, sir. I’m from Town Tezcatl. My father is Durfrene Darda, warrant officer in the Komm-service. My mother is Lisbeth Zobay, adjutant consul of the Martial Arm on Arachne. I was raised in the Ahuítzotl chapter hall of the Town Tezcatl kommondorms, and my fellow Ahuítzotli, Niemiec among them, sponsor me in this my apprenticeship.” She gave him this recitation neat, like fine cognac. No real warmth to it, though; no savor.


“Are there any patients in the infirmary now?” he asked her.


“No, ’Sar Yeardance. Unless they came during the night or early this morning.”


“Let’s go see.”


Gaea Darda-Zobay (that would be her full name, unless you chose to add the chapter-hall designation, too) picked the alphodes off her temples—as if they were leeches—and slid them into her study console on a thin glass plate.


To reach the infirmary they had to walk through one of the elevated foamform tunnels connecting the admin section with the other principal units of the Sancorage. Only the supply warehouse lay outside, and well to the rear of, the pillar-mounted complex; it had been positioned so as to make the delivery of goods from Town Tezcatl as effortless as possible. Also back there was a small quartering area and feedlot for any pequia that might meander in and elect to stay. (Yesterday Ebarres had driven off the last three that had been out there.) The main buildings of the complex, however, included the admin, the dispensary, the infirmary, the refectory, and the dormitory quonsets. The staff consisted of five young “civkis” and the shaveskull girl who was striding with him now to the hospital unit.


Seven people to administer to the needs of nearly two hundred patients. Perhaps, considering the records of past kommissars and the evidence of the maybe-vacant infirmary, seven was too many. …


“Gaea—Neo-starb Zobay—did you know that from the top the Sancorage must look like a plastic replica of a streptobacillar microorganism? A bundle of rods twisted together to form a deadly but impossible strain of bacteria?”


“No, sir. I didn’t know that.” Spoken with a straight face, without even a nibble at the provocative image he’d been taken with. Yeardance felt stupid, pedantic.


“No reason that you should,” he said. As they walked, the liver spots on his knuckles mocked his desire to communicate such a fancy to a fourteen-year-old neo-starb.


The infirmary was vacant. Leda DeLoach, Tysanjer, and Vowell must have retired to the refectory or the dormitory. Twenty empty beds, all neatly made with synthafiber sheets, greeted them. Because the solar insets held the temperature comfortably steady, there were no blankets on the beds. The floor was waxily agleam; the bedside monitoring equipment, dust-free; the toilet fixtures were porcelain or chromium bright.


This place is 119 years old, Yeardance thought. Aloud he said, “And which of my orderlies is primarily responsible for the infirmary?”


“Civ Tysanjer, sir.”


“Where is he?”


“Off to eat, perhaps; or in the warehouse foyer playing at piece-game with Niemiec and the others.”


“Is that what one does to combat boredom here?”


“I’m not often bored, sir, so I can’t say.”


For a long time, walking among the beds and looking at the metaboscanning heartclocks and the dead sweephands of the aurometers, Yeardance said nothing. Then, at the only window in the unit, he shielded his eyes and gazed out over the snow at the half-hidden muphormer village, the Compound. The stricken ones themselves called it N’hil. White hemispheres clustered in that distant little valley, and, his imagination geared down now to the secret world of pathogenic microbes, Yeardance couldn’t help thinking of them as staphylococcic creatures infecting the snow. He shook his head.


“Why is the Sancorage so far from N’hil?”


“Sir?”


“The Compound. Why was the Sancorage built at such a remove from it?”


Zobay’s face was again a mask. “The first Tezcatli who fought the affliction feared its contagiousness, sir. Hence, segregation and distance. In those days our colonists thought those the only real defenses.”


“But a person who’s going to see to those with a contagious disease doesn’t do so from a remove. He takes what precautions he can, then goes among the sick and works for them, consequences to himself be damned. If he can’t attain that attitude, he doesn’t go at all. And since the muphormers are treated here at the Sancorage and bring their affliction to us each time they come, the distance from here to N’hil—pardon me, the Compound—is irrelevant. In either case, we’re exposed. So why have we tolerated so intolerable an inconvenience?”


“The first Tezcatli wanted distance. So, too, did those afflicted.” The girl stopped, then added: “Even in the business of treatment, sir.”


There was no need to roust out Tysanjer and the others; nothing was happening now, and nothing programmed for later. Yeardance and Zobay went back to the admin unit—she to her ambiplanar studies, conscious and subconscious; he to the perusal of micro-codices of his own. When the girl broke for lunch and joined her civki cohorts in the refectory, he simply nodded, leaned back, and thought.


Muphormosy. A bacteria-caused disease affecting either the nerves or the tissues, if not both together. Closest terrestrial analogue, Hansen’s disease. Leprosy. In fact, the good citizens of Town Tezcatl, ignoring the deliberate neutrality of the coinage “muphormer,” used “leper” to describe the disease’s victims.


On his single night in the light-probe port before being lifted to the Sancorage, Yeardance had had the impression that while retaining its old and frightening biblical implications, “leper” was also meant to convey an attitude of dismissal and contempt, almost as if it were a racial or ethnic derogation. The Tezcatli Governor General, Darius Entrekin, who had arrived late to meet him and who had seemed distant and abstracted throughout their interview, used the word several times during their talk. Yeardance felt almost as if he had been infected with the disease prior to contact with its carriers. But at least Entrekin had greeted him; Ebarres, apparently contaminated by his stay, had departed Tezcatl with no official send-off at all.


To that, Yeardance thought, I can myself look fondly forward ….


Muphormosy wasn’t leprosy, though. It differed—according to his somewhat less than thorough duty “book”—in its being as virulent in temperate and even arctic climates as in the tropics and subtropics. (For testimony, see the snow around the complex.) Further, the bacillus responsible for the disease didn’t much resemble Earth’s Mycobacterium leprae, and had enough debilitating strains and mutations to keep a conscientious microbiologist occupied at his work forever. Yeardance had already seen the new electron-microscope photographs of the evil little bugs ….


What else? Well, muphormosy differed from terrestrial leprosy—in his youth, on Jaeger, he’d never even heard of the disease—in that no incidence of spontaneous remission had ever occurred. Once contracted, it passed through nearly all the heart-rending malignant stages of the most virulent form of Hansen’s disease—until death put an end to its progress. Why, this morning he had seen some of its work: the near-total deadening of the Radyan Maid’s extremities, the tubercles on her face, the disintegration of Stofin’s nose, the shriveled nubs of Dee Dum’s fingers.


Dee Dum. Dee Dum. Dee Dum.


Saying this name to himself almost by way of incantation, Yeardance got up and paced. Dee Dum isn’t a hermaphrodite, he told himself. Maybe he’s a victim of eunuchoidism, a male whose endocrinological functions went awry even before birth. But, damn it, if that were the case, then those at the Sancorage ought to have done something. Substitutional therapy with testosterone might have corrected the congenital imbalance and given Dee Dum a clear definition of his sex. To be in thrall to both muphormosy and eunuchoidism, ah, that was a cross, a terrible cross ….


Yeardance walked down the corridor to the dining quonset. He ate lunch with Zobay, Niemiec, Tysanjer, Vowell, DeLoach, and Ambrogiani, the latter of whom operated the galley-wall ovens that gave them their food. Three young men, three young women, civkis from the child-rearing kommondorms in Town Tezcatl, all open-faced and bright and not really much to be blamed for the incongruity between their lives and those of the muphormers Yeardance had seen that morning. These were the only Tezcatli on the planet, after all, who had in any responsible way linked up their lives to the people in the Compound. It was probably a failure of leadership that no more had been done for the muphormers than was so far apparent.
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