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To Ray,

who taught ne the meani ng of deus ex machina (and taught nme how to
pronounce it).

SAM ARI A



CAST of CHARACTERS

I n Bet hel

ALLELU A, the new Archange

DELI LAH, the fallen Archangel

LEVI, Delilah's husband

DI NAH

SAMUEL

Asher [ angels of the Eyrie

TI MOTHY

G DEON FAI R VEEN a Senorran mnerchant

REBEKAH, the |ast oracle of Munt Sinai

DANI EL, an Edori engineer living in Vel ora
CALEB AUGUSTUS, an engineer living in Lum naux
Noah, an Edori engi neer, Caleb's best friend
THOMVAS

SHEBA menbers of the Edori tribe living near Lum naux
MARTHA

LABAN

JOSEPH, proprietor of a singing establishnent in Lum naux
HOPE VELLIN, Alleluia' s nother

DEBORAH, a young girl living in Chahiela

I n Jordana

M CAH, the | eader of the host of Cedar Hills
JOB, the oracle of Munt Egypt

MARCO, an Edori engineer living in Breven

In Gaza

JERUSHA, the | eader of the host of Mnteverde
MARY, the oracle of Munt Sudan

AARON LESH, Manadavvi | eaders

EM MANUEL GAR ONE



Pr ol ogue

Everyone had said it was a bad idea to fly back that night. For one
thing, they had all had too much wi ne, and the Archangel herself was no
exception. For another, the storm which had been brutal for the
entire weekend, had only let up marginally; there was still enough
power in one of those gusts of wind to slap a wal king man off his feet.
Jovah only knew what one blast of that wind could do to an angel flying
hi gh above the earth in the unprotected frozen streans of air.

But it was inmpossible to tell Delilah anything. "I amsafer flying
back to the Eyrie than you are wal king across the room" she scoffed to
G deon Fai rwen, whose guest she had been for the past two days. It was

to celebrate his daughter's sumer wedding to one of the Manadavvi

| andhol ders that Delilah and half the angels from her hold had been
sojourning in Senorrah until all of them quite frankly, were sick of
the self-satisfied ponp. "I will be held in the hands of the god

hi msel f."

"But surely--tonorrow norning--when the storns have abated sonmewhat and
the sun is out..." G deon protested. Truth to tell, he did not want
to be the one to send a drunken Archangel to her doom on a noonl ess

ni ght, though he was not averse to having fifteen fewer nouths to feed
at his breakfast table the follow ng norning. Wddings were an
expensi ve business, not that he begrudged a penny, not if it neant
securing trading rights with some of the wealthier Manadavvi. And
entertai ni ng angel s was al ways such a strain, though it was said

t hr oughout Samaria that Delilah required nothing nore than good
conpani onship and free-flowing wine to be content. "Better for
everyone if you stay the night," he said.

One or two of her angels had added their voices to his, decrying the

| at eness of the hour and the distance to be flown. But her husband,
Levi, as reckless as she, said, "Oh, don't be such cowards, it's only a
four-hour flight," and | aughed at all of them It was his |laugh that
decided Delil ah, for she loved the way he | aughed, with his head thrown
back and his blue eyes glinting through half-closed lids. He was

al ways chal | engi ng her to sonething, daring her to back down; but she
had never backed down once from any proposition he nade her in the
three years they had been narri ed.

"Settled, then," she said briskly and gl anced around the roomto get
the silent acqui escence of her attendant angels. She turned back to

her host. "G deon, you will send our belongings by cart in the
morning, will you not? Thank you. |t has been a nost enjoyable
stay."

Wthin mnutes, the whole cadre was outside, on the roof of Fairwen's
magni fi cent pal ace overl ooking the bridge that tied the city to the
Jordana shore. Besides Levi, there were two other nortals anong the
visitors fromthe Eyrie, and it had to be deci ded whi ch angel s woul d
transport themfor the first leg of the long flight. Delilah would
carry Levi, of course; no question about that. He was six inches
taller than she and a good seventy pounds heavi er, but angels
possessed, in addition to their fabul ous w ngs, an amazi ng physica
strength. It was one of the few points on which Levi conceded
Delilah's superiority--reveled in it, in fact--her ability to carry him
in her arms as she flew above the world.

So they assenbled on the rooftop in the |Iashing dark, feeling the w nd



half Iift themfromtheir feet and | aughing at its dizzy power. "Race
to the Eyrie!" someone called out, but Delilah unexpectedly showed a
grain of caution

"No--stick together," she said. "W want to be close in case someone
cones to grief in this storm"”

They | aughed at her but casually agreed, and then they all |aunched

t hensel ves at once in a feathery explosion of speed and flight. Once
inthe air, it was inpossible to stay too close together, for with

Wi ngspans topping twelve feet, they all required a great deal of room
in which to maneuver. Still, they fell into an informal pattern
Delilah in the | ead, and D nah began singing one of the pretty folk
songs popular in the southern farm ands. The rest of themtook it up
addi ng harnony and descant, changing the lyrics to suit thensel ves, and
| aughi ng because they knew-they all knew-it was tantanount to
sacrilege to be aloft and singing anything except a prayer to Jovah.
They were angels; they were supposed to carry the petitions of nortals
to the ears of their god, and he heard them better the higher they
flew They were not supposed to be singing of broken hearts and
vengeful | ove as they swept across the heavens so high their wi ngtips
al nost brushed Jovah's face.

In the lead, Levi, lying cozily in Delilah's arms, was the next one to
of fer a song, breaking into a tavern ditty of dubious lyrics. He had a
fine, strong baritone which carried well to the angels follow ng, and
the rest of them happily responded with the appropriate chorus after he
finished the verse. |In the third stanza, he began making up lyrics,
each set nore bawdy than the | ast, causing Delilah to laugh so hard she
al nrost lost her hold on him He flung his arnms around her neck in nock
alarm wrapping his fingers in her dense black curls and pl eadi ng for
sal vati on.

"If I did drop you, you would deserve it," she told him "Don't think
| didn't see you flirting with the bride's sister--what was her
nane?--the tall girl with the bad hair."

"Laur a- - Logan- - Lowbr ow -sone L nanme," he said with a groan. "She was
such a bore. | only talked with her because Fairwen seenmed so fond of
her and it seemed a politic nmove. Can never be too friendly with the
river merchants, so you've always told ne--"

"Wth the river merchants, | think | said, not their daughters--"

"Isn't it the same thing?" he said, and turned his face in to nuzzle
at the slimwhite colum of her throat. She giggled and tossed her
head back, then threatened to drop hi m again.

And so the first two hours of their flight passed, and norning began to
make its tentative streaks across the horizon behind them Before them
the sky was still black, blacker than it should be for what was al npst
dawn, but then, the fist of night was still clenched around the storm
cl ouds of the past two days. As they flew higher, to clear the
currents over the northern edge of the Sinai Muntains, that fist shook
that handful of cloud like a child would shake a toy, and sent the
whol e sky tunbling down around t hem

O so it seened. One of the younger angels shrieked. Al of themfelt
the fam liar air boil insanely about them snmash them together, throw
them apart, bat themfromside to side till they were spun in circles.



Now t here was a confusion of shouting, nanes called out, cries to
"dide! dide on your wings!" fromsoneone who thought he'd mastered
the knack of flying in a gale. Another up-thrust of wind scattered
themlike litter across the alleyway of the sky; and then a sudden
deadl y vacuum opened beneath themlike a pit, and they all fell into
it.

They landed in a tangle of feathers and feet, some on top of each

ot her, sonme yards away. Instantly there was an outburst of
sound- - pi teous wailing, sharp questions, a quick inventory of
casualties. Sanuel, the nost senior of the angels in this troupe (and
one who, by his own adm ssion, should have known better than to enbark
on this mdnight flight), was the first to find his feet and nove from
body to body, ascertaining injuries and their extent. Despite the
weepi ng and the consternation, he was relieved to find nost of the
travelers relatively whole. Dinah appeared to have broken her |eg, and
Asher seened dazed and stricken, but even the nortals had survived the
crash landing fairly well, though both their escorts confessed to
havi ng dropped their burdens somewhere during the hazardous descent,
try though they did to hang on

Delil ah, the one Sanuel had | ooked for first, was the one he found

| ast--and the first one whose condition caused his heartbeat to quicken
wi th apprehension. She lay on her side in a hazard of boul ders, her
right wing bent crazily beneath her, her left stretched behind her I|ike
a sail spread for drying. Her eyes were closed but she was alive, for
she cried out softly like a child praying fir succor. She did not
appear to be conscious or at |east aware; and only the continuous

whi nper betrayed that she was still, nmonmentarily at |east, breathing.

Levi lay in her arms--she of all the angels had not let go her
charge--but he lay even nore quietly than she. Even from distance,
Samuel coul d guess the worst: The angelico was dead.

"Jovah be nerciful," Sanuel whispered, and though he whi spered, every
ot her angel heard him and ceased his own | amentations, and grew
afraid. "He is dead and she disabled. What will become of us if the
Archangel cannot fly agai n?"

It was nore than a week before news of the disaster nmade its way around
Samaria, and that because Delilah herself refused to all ow anyone to
speak of it. They had brought her, dizzy and in great pain, hone to
the Eyrie, risking the flight because they feared she would die if they
attenpted to carry her in by cart. It was through sheer indonitable
will that she resisted the conforting descent into oblivion, where
nei t her physical nor enmotional anguish could follow Instead, she
fought to stay alive, conscious, in control. No one outside the Eyrie
was to know anyt hi ng, she decreed; not until she knew. Not until she
was positive that her wing was irrevocably broken, that she could not
be repaired, that all hope was gone.

She did not speak of Levi, and no one nentioned his name to her. It
was fascinating and a little frightening to watch this playful
lighthearted girl--she was only twenty-five, after all; everyone
renmenbered her as such a delightful, wayward chil d--summon up all her
resources of strength to deal with every sinultaneous di saster that
could befall her. Gieving was not a luxury she had at the noment;
survival was the issue. Could her wing be healed? If not, essentially
her life was over.



For a week, the secret held; then sonehow -no one ever knew who broke
the silence or how the runor spread--everyone in Samaria | earned that
storns had capsi zed the Archangel, and disaster was in the offing.

Wl | -wi shers and curiosity-seekers converged on the nountain hold,

t hough they were barred from ascending the great stone stairs that |ed
to the angel quarters. Angels fromthe other two holds were not so
easily turned away, however, and they swooped in from above to demand
answers and predictions. Could the Archangel be saved? Wuld she
live? Wuld she fly again?

Coul d she possibly continue her reign as Archangel if she had been
damaged for life?

These were not questions that could be answered in a week, although the
prospects fromthe outset |ooked grim Physicians were brought in from
all over Samaria--fromthe weal thy Manadavvi encl aves, fromthe

sophi sticated river cities, from Lum naux, where the best of everything
could be found--and none of them could offer the Archangel hope. The
wi ng had been broken close to the great joint that connected it to
muscul ature in her back; some essential artery or sinew or nerve path
had been severed, and not all their linmted science could deduce how to
reknit the cut connection. She could not, of her own volition, unfurl
that wi ng; she could not feel an anxious finger sliding down the nesh
of feather and skin. Thus with men who had broken their spines--their

l egs, their feet, becanme usel ess; these |inbs could not be ani mated by
the will of the man who owned them Thus it was with the Archangel's
Wi ng.

But if Delilah could not fly--if Delilah could not soar through the
heavens, lifting her nagnificent voice in prayer to Jovah--if she could
not qui ckly be sumoned to any troubled spot in the whol e of
Samari a-- how coul d she serve the god or his diverse children? How
could she intercede for them guide them ask the god to chastise

t hen?

How coul d she be Archangel ?
O course, she could not. But who would be Archangel in her place?

Two nonths after Delilah's fall, the two living oracles of Samaria met
in the abandoned holy place of Munt Sinai to ask the god that very
guestion. They were even nore solem than they might ordinarily have
been, being forced to approach the god with such a question. No oracle
had ever had to go to Jovah to ask himto name an Archangel while the
Archangel still lived, and this was a grave and grievous task. But the
fear in their bones went deeper still, for they were not sure Jovah
woul d answer their questions or listen to their petitions.

These two nmonths had seen an unprecedented surge in violent weather
fromnorthwestern Gaza all the way to the | ower coastline of Jordana

Al ong the coasts, hurricanes sprayed venonous water into the marine
cities, leveling a few of them rendering one or two unlivable. 1In the
deserts near Breven, continuous rain had turned the sandy mles into
virtual ly inpassabl e swanpl and; and nowhere were farmers assured of
recei ving appropriate amounts of rain for their specific crops. The
angel s, who had al ways successfully petitioned Jovah for nore snow,

|l ess rain, gentler winds, these days sang to himin vain. |If he
listened, he did not care. |If he answered, it was with nore storm
They had no certainty that he would view this new request with any nore
i nterest.



The oracl es had chosen to nmeet at Mount Sinai not only because it was
m dway between their own retreats but because it was the ol dest and
nost venerabl e seat of holy power on Samaria. Here the origina
settlers had first comunicated with their god; here were the archives
(in texts now nostly unreadabl e) that described those earliest
encounters anong divinity, angel and nortal. Here, they hoped, Jovah
m ght still pay attention to the crises of his people.

They arrived al nost sinultaneously, young Mary from Gaza and anci ent
Job from Jordana, and together entered the cool, echoing stone hallways
of Mount Sinai. Rebekah had died a year ago and no one had cone
forward to replace her, and the remaining oracles were at a | oss.

Their own callings had become clear to themin unm stakabl e vi sions,

but if anyone in all of Samaria was dreaning of the honor of becom ng
oracle, no one had stepped up to claimthe position. They had each
asked Jovah for guidance, but he had failed to respond to either one.

CGhostly gaslight frometernally burning sources lit their way through
the pale granite corridors, and they followed the fam liar turnings to
the central chanber, where they could sumon the god. Here, a gl ow ng
blue plate was set into the stone wall with a rolling chair even now
pl aced casually before it; this was where the oracle would sit to
conmune with the god. They could al nost believe Rebekah had just this
nmonent stepped away from her seat there to stretch her stocky | egs;
both of them wi shed she was here now to consult with them

"Mary, would you care to lift our petition to the god?" was Job's
formal invitation, but he was the elder and this was delicate work, and
so she yielded the place to him He sat with a certain reverence

bef ore the pul sing screen, running his hands experinmentally over the
strange hi erogl yphics on the shelf before him Wen he touched a
synmbol, it would appear on the face of the blue plate, formng words in
a language so old only the oracles could learn it; and when the god
responded, he did so in the same forgotten tongue. They called this
bright screen the "interface," though it was a word that had little
meaning to them So did the oracles before them nane the device, and
the oracl es before them back to the founding of Samari a.

Job worked slowy, as he always did, because this alien |anguage did
not come easily to himand he did not want to err. He constructed his
first nessage, a sinple greeting, nmerely to confirmthat Jovah was
awake and ready to hear petitions. He was relieved beyond nmeasure when
the reply canme quickly back in navy letters |aid against the gl ow ng
screen.

The second part of the nmessage was conplex and had to be carefully
worded, so he read it aloud to Mary before touching the key that would
signal to Jovah that his thought was conplete. "The Archangel Delil ah
has been irretrievably injured and can no longer fly in your exalted
service," he quoted. "It grieves us to say we believe a new Archange
nmust be chosen, so that all your w shes may be pronptly carried out.
Are we correct? Mist a new Archangel be sel ected?" Mary nodded, and
Job sent the message to Jovah

There was a | ong pause before the interface wavered and reformed, new
letters marching across its screen. "If the Archangel cannot fly, she
cannot be Archangel" was the unconpronising response. "She cannot
serve. "



They had expected it, but it was a bl ow nonethel ess; and they were
already mentally recasting the phrasing to soften its inpact on
Delilah. Jovah was not, though they did not like to spread this

i nformation, the nost synpathetic of gods in his direct dealings with
t he oracl es.

"Who then should be Archangel in her place?" Job typed |aboriously
onto the screen. "Jerusha is |eader of the host at Mnteverde, and
very capable. Mcah |eads the host at Cedar Hills, and he has the
trust of all the nerchants and | andowners. Both are young, able to
serve the seventeen years that remain of Delilah's term™

He had barely sent the nmessage when the screen wiggled and Jovah's
answer appeared starkly before them They read the name once, tw ce,
silently, then | ooked at each other in astonishnent.

"The angel Alleluia, daughter of the angel Jude and the nortal woman
Hope?" Mary said aloud. "Can he truly mean that? 1s he sure?"

"I can scarcely ask the god if he is certain,” Job replied with grim
sarcasm "And he has well and truly naned her--that is her father and
that is certainly her nother."

"But she is--no one knows her, not the river nerchants or the
Manadavvi - - even the angels ..."

"She is scholarly, certainly, and reclusive,” Job said, as if defending
Alleluia, as if he was not as shocked by Jovah's choice as Mary was.
"But her know edge of Samarian ways is no doubt extensive--"

"Job, we are in a crisis here!"™ Mary cried, striking her hands
together in frustration. "Every day a fresh storm breaks across the
Jordana deserts, and the oceans al ong the southern coasts are fierce
with waves. The Bethel farners are crying for succor, which Manadavvi

| andowners can give them but at a price no one can afford. Half of
Breven is turning into sone kind of factory as they build nore and nore
of those machi nes--and who is to regulate the merchants? W is to

stop the stornms? W is--the angel Alleluial Wwo will listen to

her ?"

"Jovah, perhaps,” was Job's sinple reply. "He nust have chosen her for
a reason."

Mary tossed her hands in the air, a gesture of despair. "There is no
reason in Samaria anynore," she said. "No reason in Jovah's ways, no

reason at all."
"Trust in the god," Job said. "W have no choice."
"Ask him again," she urged. "Make certain--"

He splayed his hand in a gesture of futility, but conmplied, to ease his
own troubled mnd as far as possible. "Confirmng: the angel Alleluia
of the Eyrie, daughter of the angel Jude and the woman Hope?"

"Yes," canme Jovah's answer, as quickly as his last reply. "Name her
Archangel imediately."

Job | ooked soberly at Mary. "So speaks the god," he said formally.
"W nust carry the news at once to the angels."



Mary took a deep breath and expelled it on a hopeless sigh. "Then we
must," she said. "To the Eyrie first, | suppose, since we are here. |
do not want to be present when Delilah hears the news."

"I feel sorry for her," Job said softly.

"Delilah? Yes, except that she brought it on herself--"

"For Alleya," Job corrected. Mary |ooked startled to hear himuse the
short ened name by which people addressed Alleluia; it did not seema
formal enough address for one who woul d soon be Archangel. "She is no
nmore fit for this job than a nortal girl fresh fromthe northern
foothills."

But his words gave them both pause, for, nore than a century ago, just
such a girl had come to power as the bride of the Archangel Gabri el
and she had not done so ill.

Mary sighed again. "So perhaps there is hope after all,"” she said.

"Jovah defend us in our hour of need."
" Amren. "

They stood--suddenly both inexpressibly weary--and made their way back
out of the flickering gray tunnels. They felt, if possible, even nore
anxi ous than they had been going in, for no one would like their news,
and no one would think their problens were on the way to bei ng sol ved.
What could they do? They could not gainsay the god. He had know edge
beyond their own; his inscrutable choices were always w se over the
reckoni ng of centuries.

So they left, and clinbed slowy down the nountain, and forgot, or did
not realize, that they had failed to shut down the interface screen
that linked the nortals of Mount Sinai with their god. And they did
not see, because the nessage appeared an hour or two after they
departed, that the god had nore words for them witten in a tongue
that only they woul d understand. Just two words, straightforward and
pl ain, but no one was there to read them and even if anyone had
wander ed by chance into this nost holy of places, alnost no one woul d
have been able to deci pher the god' s arcane request.

Chapter One

Cal eb Augustus stood on the nountaintop with his hands fol ded across
his chest and prayed one last tine that his theories of aerodynam cs
and neteorol ogy were sound. Then he took a running start, unfurled his
arnms, and |l eapt off the point of the | ow mountain. For a few fateful
seconds he sank rapidly; then the air caught under the great |eather

Wi ngs strapped to his arns, and he was | ofted above his forner perch.
He | aughed al oud. He couldn't help it. He was flying, inpossible but
true--he was flying!

It didn't last long, though |Ionger than he expected. Two vagrant
currents caught him al nost playfully; he could feel the breezes curl
then shred apart under his outstretched linbs. He knew from past
experience that punping his arnms furiously did al nmost nothing to
increase his altitude or slow his eventual descent, so he concentrated
on keeping his shoulders level, his wists high, catching the breezes
as they swirled himin one direction, then another. Like a bark boat



in a shallow stream \Werever the current took him he would go.

It took him and fairly uncerenoniously, to the rocky ground a few
hundred yards fromhis junping-off point. One mnute he was gliding
al ong, coasting |like a hawk above its prey, the next he was tunbling
gracel essly through the enpty layers of air to land in a painful heap
on the stony ground. But this he had | earned about from experience,
too, and he had taken care to pad his chest and his knees and his head
with soft wads of clothing. He rolled awkwardly to his knees and
clinmbed to his feet--and then spread his wi ngs again and | aughed out

| oud once nore.

"I was flying, Noah, you should have seen it!" he shouted. "Gve ne
five years and 1'lIl figure it out. | swear, I'Il be the first norta
on Samaria to take wi ng al ongsi de the angels."

There was boundless joy in that thought, and it sustai ned hi mthrough
the I ong, tedious process of disassenbling his w ngs, carefully
unrolling the soft, stretched | eather fromthe |ight wood frame and
just as carefully | oosening the nyriad joints of the frane and
collapsing it into one small bundle. A long trip and two hours of
preparation beforehand, five mnutes of flight, then two hours of

cl eanup afterward; nost men would call that a small return for such a
great investnent. But then, Caleb reninded hinmself, they weren't

vi sionaries, creative geniuses, scientists like him They m ght have
pl easures that lasted a little |longer, but surely none that were nore
i nt ense.

And anot her two hours on the road back home. Soneday, he prom sed

hi nsel f, he would fly back to Lum naux, coast lazily in on his great
stretched wings, and set the city agape--if anything could elicit such
a reaction fromthe Lum nauzi, which he rather doubted. Someday--but
for now he had to settle for |loading his bundles into a rented cart

hi t ched behind a borrowed horse, and plod back to the city at a rate
that was al nost wenchingly tedious conpared to the pace he |onged to
set.

Early winter dusk was wrapping itself across the far horizon as he
first spotted the faint azure haze that signal ed the approach to

Lum naux. The city was illumnated with a conbi nati on of gaslight,
candl el i ght and the new marvel, electricity. |Indoors, these lights
were a reasonable white, but outdoors the residents of the Blue Gty
filtered everything through tinted glass to give the entire public
arena a sonewhat aqueous glow. Even by day, Lum naux flaunted a
simlar color, since it was built of sapphire granite and cobalt m ca
and overrun with phlox and del phinium There was no place like it
anywhere in Samaria, and Caleb |oved to cone hone to it by night.

Once inside the city gates, it took himnearly another hour to dispose
of the horse and the cart and store his experinmental wings. By then he
was fam shed. He strode west fromthe city till he reached the Edori
canp, maybe a hundred patched tents clustered around a third as nany
fires, but no one there had seen Noah

"When will he be back? Do you know where he went?" he asked a cluster
of teenagers who were sitting on the farthest edge of the canpground,

pl ayi ng sone dice ganme or using that as a plausi bl e excuse to engage in
the inevitable rituals of courtship. Caleb had |earned | ong ago that,
in an Edori enclave, it was unnecessary to |l ook for friends or
relatives of the man you were hunting up; everyone in the group was



equally likely to know the business of every other clansnan.

"I think he went to town," one of the girls answered, as "town" were a
foreign place hundreds of miles away, not a collection of buildings she
could see clearly fromwhere she sat. "About an hour ago."

"Do you know where in town?" Caleb asked patiently.

"There's a place. There's a singer there," one of the boys
vol unteered. "He's been going there al nost every night."

"I remenber himraving about sone new soprano,” Caleb said with a
smle. "You don't happen to renmenber just where she's perforn ng?"
"It's named after an angel,"
Sonething like that."

the girl said hel pfully. "Cherub

Caleb could not help laughing. "Well. Thanks. 1'Il go try to find
him |If you see himbefore the night's over, tell himl| was |ooking
for him [|'mCaleb."

They sm | ed and nodded and beni gnly watched himgo. He headed off back
toward the lights of the city, shaking his head very slightly. dd
group, the Edori. They would wel come any stranger into their mdst
with the utnost friendliness, incurious and not alarnmed; he could as
easily have stayed all night at the encanpnent awaiting Noah's return
been offered food and drink and a place to sleep by any of a dozen
total strangers. No wonder the Edori were a dying race, nearly herded
into slavery and extinction 150 years ago and, now, crowded out of
their nomad life by an aggressive, expandi ng popul ation that had no
pati ence for their unhurried ways. He liked them but he knew he could
never live such an undirected life.

Under the blue streetlights he paused to get his bearings. Lum naux
boast ed nore ni ghtcl ubs and synmphony halls than any other city in
Samari a--there was no such thing as a separate entertai nment district,
so no telling where Noah's new singer mght be. Something to do with
angel s. What could the girl have been tal ki ng about ?

But two bl ocks of aimess walking led himby fortunate chance to his
destination--a |low, dark building with lightless wi ndows and a door
curtai ned over with black velvet. @uarding the door was a gl ass statue
of an angel lit fromwithin by a turquoise flame. Her crystal hands
held a triangul ar pennant, white letters enbroidered on a blue serge
field, and the single word spelled "Seraph."

Must be the place, Caleb said to hinself, smling, and pushed through
the soft door to enter.

Inside, there was scarcely nore light. Faint blue bulbs outlined a
narrow stage at the far end of the roomand traced the aisles between
tabl es and doorways. Candles provided a touch nore |ight at each
table, but Caleb noted that the seated patrons | eaned cl ose together to
get a better | ook at each other's faces. Servers nade their way
cautiously through the dark thicket of chairs and bodies, bal ancing
trays and menorizing their steps between stations.

Soneone was on stage, playing tentative-sounding chords on a
magni ficently tuned dulcimer. Mist be the interimentertai nment, Caleb
t hought, since it sounded nore |ike background nusic than a headline



performer. He had no nusical ability hinself, but it was inpossible to
live in Samaria and not acquire, effortlessly alnost, discrimnating
taste and the ability to judge talent. Misic flowed through Lum naux
like electricity through the wire; it provided nore wattage than the
Gabriel Damon the Galilee River. |lum naux would as soon paint itself
crinmson as forego its nmusic and this idle perfornmer was not the one
peopl e had crowded into Seraph to see.

For the place was quite full, every table taken and two or three dozen
patrons | eani ng agai nst the uneven walls or standing by the stage in
smal |, excited groups. It would be hard to find Noah in this shadowy
pl ace, peering past groups of strangers to search for the famliar
face. Caleb eased his feet forward onto the dark pathways and nade his
way al nost by feel fromtable to table, scrutinizing all the patrons as
he passed.

He had traversed maybe three densely packed rows when he cane across a
smal |l table jamred up against the east wall with an angl ed view of the
stage and only one patron seated there. He could tell it was a man but
couldn't see his face, so he said "Noah?" in a |ow voice and waited
for a response.

"Yes, who Cal eb Where did you come fron? Are you with anyone? Have a
seat!"

Cal eb | aughed and sat down. "I cane |ooking for you. A couple kids
back at the canmp said you m ght be here. Once again, | comend the
Edori on their group intellect, the ability to sense the actions and
enotions of one of their tribe even though separated by a geographic
di stance that can transcend hundreds of miles--"

The grin was hard to see in the dark but unm stakable in the voice. "I
probably told soneone where | was going. Wy were you | ooking for
ne?"

"You said it couldn't be done--"

"No! You didn't get those damm wings to fly!"

"Yes--1, even I--lowy nortal that | am

"I don't believe it, not fly You glided, am| right? You junped off a
nmount ai n, came down, swirled around in the thermals a little, but you
weren't self-propelled. You didn't have control, you didn't get

di stance. You weren't flying. Am1l right?"

Cal eb waggl ed his hands di smissively; a technicality nerely. "I was
airborne, that's what counts. | got the start, | got the germ of
flight. GCkay, so it lasted naybe ten mnutes--"

"See, it has sonething to do with thrust. Liftoff. You have
power - -and you don't have the fuel source to supply you with power if
you do figure out how nuch power you need."

"Power --why are you so insane about a power source? Birds don't have
any special thrust engine, angels don't--they have w ngs, they get
l[ift. Wiy should | need sone outside boost?"

"They have wi ngs that have nore strength, flexibility and rapidity than
your poor little nortal arms can generate--and it has something to do



wi th body weight, |I'mconvinced. Birds have those |ight bones."

"Well, angels weigh as nuch as nortals do--nore, nost of them because
of that muscle nass--and it doesn't seemto slow them down."

"I know. There's just something to the forrmula we haven't worked out
yet."

"But we will."
"Hell, yes. If not us, nobody."

A soft-footed waitress startled themboth by materializing out of the
i nky darkness. "Wuld you |like something to drink?"

Cal eb gl anced at Noah' sglass. "Wne? The house drink. What. ever.
And can | get sonething to eat? |'mstarving.”

She took his order and as silently disappeared. "So was it
wonder f ul ?"

Noah demanded. "This pseudo-flight. This alnost flying."
"It was--" Caleb spread his hands. "Soneday |'m going to neet an ange
that | actually trust, and I'mgoing to have the nerve to ask himto
carry me from Lum naux to the Eyrie somewhere, and |'m going to know
what it's actually like--but this came as close to fabul ous as anyt hi ng
|'ve ever experienced. Like drifting down a river, except there's
not hi ng, not even water under you. Like levitating. Except you can
feel the air. It is like the river; it pushes and gives with an actua
pressure. | felt--" He laughed. Caleb was not a religious man, paid
no respects to the god, but it was truly how he had felt. "I felt Iike
| was in Jovah's hands. And they were ghostly but substantial."

"You'll let me try them of course.”

"OfF course. If you'll take ne for a ride in your nonster nachine."

Noah | aughed, with an edge of rue. He had, for as many years as Cal eb
had | abored over his wi ngs, struggled to build a self-propelled I and
vehicle. He had succeeded, nore or |ess, but even he admtted that his
| arge, awkward, noisy, snelly result was not an ideal neans of
transportati on.

"We'll take a trip," he promised. "I need to see how it holds up over
di stance. W can go out to Breven or maybe up to Senorrah. Make it a
vacation."

"Pick your day," Caleb said. "Sounds like fun."

The waitress brought Caleb's food and a bottle of wine, and he ate

qui ckly. He was fam shed, the day's exertions having taken a physica

toll. "So tell me," he said around nout hfuls, "this is the place

you' ve been raving about? Wth the singer?"

"You'll rave, too, when you hear her."

"1"mnot nmuch of a connoi sseur."

"You don't need to be. And once you neet her--"



"Cho! This has progressed, then."

"A few nights ago | introduced nyself. | didn't realize--but wait til
you see her for yourself. Anyway, she's been fairly friendly. More
than I woul d have expected."

"Tired of all that fawning fromthe elite Lum nauzi intellectua
circle, she falls for the sinple good-hearted ness of the earnest Edori
boy. "

Noah | aughed sel f-consciously. "Sonething like that. She's been
knocked around a bit, is the inpression | get. Acts sort of tough and
worl dly, but--oh, you know. Everyone longs for a place of quiet and

ease. Anyway, that's how!l read it. |If you stay |ong enough, you'l
get to neet her. She'll come over to the table after her last set. At
| east, she has the past couple nights. Well, this week."

"I"ll stay," Caleb said, inwardly marveling. Noah was usually so

of fhand and cheerful about his nunmerous affairs, as all the Edori were.
It was unlike himto seem so serious about a woman. "Wat's her

nanme?"

There was, or seened to be, a nobnent of hesitation before Noah
answered. "Lilah."

"And | take it she's not Edori?"
The faintest |augh. "No."
"I can hardly wait, then."

He did not have to. Even as he spoke, the dul ciner player finished his
pi ece and rose to his feet. An odd sound ran through the crowd--nore
truly, it seemed as though an excited silence fell over the audience,
creating a static charge. Wnegl asses stopped clinking. Rustling
ceased. Every listener faced the front of the room A heightened
light seenmed suddenly to focus on the stage.

There the back curtains parted as if swept back by invisible hands,
revealing the silhouette of a single figure standing nostly in the
shadows. Little could be seen of her face, though in the uncertain

[ ight she appeared young; her pale oval face was framed by a nass of
dark curls. She had her arms crossed hi gh upon her chest, each hand
resting on the opposite shoulder in an al nost suppliant attitude. She
was dressed in flow ng robes that, because of her unnoving stance, fel
around her like the marble gown of a statue. Behind her, folded
tightly back, angel wi ngs made their peculiar and beautiful rise and
curve. She |ooked like nothing so much as an effigy upon a tomb, an
eternal prayer to Jovah for mercy.

Cal eb gl anced sharply at his friend. "She's an angel? O is that just
an affectation for this place?"

Noah notioned himto silence, not answering, not taking his eyes off
the performer. Caleb swng his attention back to the stage. Lilah had
taken a step forward and swept her arms before her, palns upward, in
anot her gesture of entreaty. From sonewhere out of sight canme the

pl ai ntive, disenbodied sound of a single flute playing a nelancholy
scal e.



It was hard to tell exactly when the singer joined her voice to the
flute's, for surely they exhaled two or five or seven notes in flaw ess
uni son, till the woman's voice broke free of the pipe's and clinbed
above it in a series of mnor intervals. Her song was wordl ess, her
voi ce as pure and uninflected as the silver flute, and the overal

ef fect was absolutely unearthly. Caleb felt his heart twist with an

i nexplicabl e nal ai se, and he was swept by a wave of deep and
unutterable regret for all the m ssed opportunities of his life, al

the friends | ost and years too easily wasted. It was gentle sadness

wi thout the slightest hint of bitterness, but he was shocked at its

t horoughness. As the eerie voice soared higher, its sweetness thinning
till it alnmost faded, he took a long, unsteady breath. So might a man
feel who had spent the night sobbing over vani shed | ove.

Si mul t aneously, both voices trailed to a breathless silence. There was
no moti on, no sound, fromthe stricken crowmd. The singer, who had
bowed her head as she finished her song, raised her chin and took a
step forward to the edge of the stage. She surveyed the audience for a
nonent - - and, unbel i evably, | aughed.

"W\l come once again to the unique entertai nment you have come to expect
here at Seraph," she said, and in the dul cet voice was the unm stakabl e
taint of sarcasm She tossed her hair back and flicked her eyes around
the room assessing the expressions of her audience. Many, Caleb

guessed, surely | ooked as he did--like coma victinms coming to in a nmuch
stranger world than they remenbered | eaving. This was not the persona
one woul d have expected of a wonan with such a celestial voice. "I'm
Lilah, I'mthe one you canme to hear, even if you don't know it yet.
Don't bother witing down your requests, | just sing whatever | fee
like. If I don't sing what you cane to hear--well, feel free to cone
back tonorrow night and every other night until 1've satisfied you
all.”

"Boys?" she added, without a pause or change of tone, and suddenly a
hi dden band broke into a fast-paced nelody that Caleb found vaguely
famliar. Some popular tune of the day; no doubt he'd heard it on sone
street corner or in a crowmed tavern. \Wen Lilah'"s voice crone
swoopi hg down on the opening words of the first verse, he suddenly
renenbered that he liked the song i mensely-it was his favorite; he had
never heard anything he liked better. Not until he felt the sting in
his palms did he realize he was clapping with the rhythm as was
everyone in the room Had he known the lyrics, he would have been

si ngi ng al ong.

"Who is she?" he found tine to whisper to Noah between the end of this
song and the start of the next, but Noah nerely waved at himagain and
did not trouble to answer. And it did not matter. Lilah had begun
singing again, sonething a little slower this time but just as upbeat,
and actually, nothing at all mattered. Caleb grinned foolishly and |et
his heart be uplifted.

The concert continued well into the night, the mobod of the crowd
shifting as rapidly as the tone of Lilah's songs--although, after her
openi ng nunber she stayed nostly in the cheerful range of enotions. In

fact, fromtime to tinme she dipped straight into rowdy, not to say

ri sque, and nore than once her listeners were on their feet, stanping
their heels, pounding their hands together, and echoing choruses back
at her as she teased themfromthe stage. It was an exhausting
performance, even for the audi ence when she at |ast bowed good night
after her third riotous encore, Caleb finally noticed that he was sore,



tired, and filned with sweat. all the way to his hairline.

"Does she sing like that every night?" he asked, dropping into his
seat with a sigh of exhaustion. "How does she have the strength?"

"Every night that 1've been here," Noah replied, sinking down beside
his friend. "And | think it's harder on us than on her. She doesn't
even seemtired at the end. Like she could do the whol e set over and
not notice the effort."

Caleb drained his wine (forgotten for this hour or two) and then his
gobl et of water. "So tell me," he said, "who is the woman? She can
mani pul ate a crowd of Lum nauzi socialites as easily as a child can
charmhis uncle. | consider myself pretty immune to persuasion, but |
was dancing in nmy chair along with the rest of them™

"Well ..." Noah said hesitantly, "she's an angel."

Cal eb nodded. "So | gathered. No one but an angel could sing like
that. Wsat's she doing here? Kicked out of Cedar Hills for

i nappropri ate behavior? Because you have to admit she crossed the |ine
once or twce."

"Didn't seemto bother you at the tinme," Noah said sharply.

Cal eb's eyes widened at the swift partisanship. "All right, then

let's just say |'ve never heard an angel sing the one about the woman
with the three lovers. And | can't imagine that Mca would be happy to
know t hat one of his host is perfornming ~raver songs for the nasses
down in the Blue City."

"She's not from Cedar Hills," Noah said al nbost grudgingly. "Anyway--if
that's what she wants to sing--it must get tiresone, doing all those
endl ess masses and those dreary requi ens."”

"You still haven't answered the question."

"So what was the question?"

"Who is she? And why is she here?"

"Ask her."

"You don't know?"

"I think you'll figure it out when you neet her."

Caleb took a breath, let it go on a sigh instead of another question
"Right. Well, then. Another bottle of wine? Looks Iike we'll be here
for the evening."

But the crowd began enptying out sooner than he expected, and within
twenty mnutes of Lilah's |ast nunber, Seraph was al nost enpty.
Checking the tine, Caleb realized that it was |later than he had

t hought; she had sung for nearly two hours, and the time had just
nelted away. Noah took advantage of the unoccupied tables to snag an
extra chair, and asked the waitress for another w neglass and a plate
of cheese and fruit. "She'll be hungry," he said to Caleb. "I would
be. "



Despite these preparations, Caleb harbored a secret doubt that Lilah
woul d actually join them She seened too rarefied to settle even
briefly anmong the ranks of nmen; it would be like holding a conversation
with a fire. O wth an angel, nore accurately. Something he had
never done. But there she was, a graceful shape agai nst the patchy
dar kness of the bar. She wended her way through the clustered tables
and pushed-back chairs as delicately as if she were stepping a path in
a rose garden. Still she carried her great wings tightly behind her
as if they were bound back; their feathered edges trailed on the floor
behi nd her, and she seenmed not to care that they swept through spilled
al e and scattered crunbs.

"Food and wine--1 knew | could count on you," she said by way of
greeting, dropping into the enpty chair with a deliberate runpling
motion. "Those fools think | can cavort up there all night wthout
rest or sustenance. |I'mutterly fam shed."

"You were marvel ous, of course,"” Noah said.

She | aughed and quickly ate a bite of cheese. "Bar songs," she said
nmockingly. "A child could sing themand bring the house down."

"You don't have to sing bar songs," Caleb said. "I think they'd listen
to serious nusic even nore happily. For nyself, | preferred the first
pi ece you did, though it nearly broke nmy heart." She turned wi de,

bl ack, marveling eyes on him-as if astonished that he had dared to
speak, or possibly as if she had not noticed until this nmonent that
there was sonmeone el se at the table.

nmotif, each blindingly white feather edged in

"And what are your credentials for determ ning ~ Lum nauzi audi ence?"

she asked. "You own a nusic hall, perhaps You are yourself a mnusician?
You have another venue to offer me where songs of spirituality and
nmysticismw ll be greeted with sober accl ai n?"

Amazi ng; she could do with her speaking voice what she could do when
she sang, and that was whip up any enotion she wanted in anyone who
listened. But Caleb was stubborn, and on guard agai nst her now. He
woul d not allow hinself to be derided. "You nust have been to

G ordano's and La Breva," he said coolly. "They offer nusic on the

cl assical scale, and they're always packed to overflow ng. Anyway, |

t hi nk you could sing anything you chose to here, and people would cone
to listen. You have an awesone voice."

"Thank you," she said, still taunting him "And | sing what | choose
to sing, anyway. So don't pity me for ny song selection. | choose
what makes ne happy."

Clearly untrue; anyone |ess happy than Lilah, even on brief

acquai ntance, would be hard to |locate. The full red nouth fell of its
own accord into a pout nore sad than sullen; there was troubl ed

weari ness deep in her dark eyes that even the nockery coul d not

di sgui se. "Well, what you sing seens to please your audi ence, at any
rate," Caleb said quietly. "I have never enjoyed a concert nore."
"Thank you," she said again. "Do please return sonetine."

It was at this point that Noah intervened to make introductions.
"Lilah, this is my friend Caleb. The engineer |I told you about."



"Ch, yes, the one who builds flying machi nes," she said, turning her
gaze back to Caleb. "Tell me, how does the project go?"

Cal eb was suddenly acutely aware of her own folded wings held rigidly
behi nd her as if they were not part of her. Mst angels he had
observed carried their wings |ike bequests handed to them personal ly by
the god; they could not lavish themw th enough attention

"Not as well as | would like," he said with a smle

"Noah tells ne | amonly gliding, not truly flying. He's right, | need
some sort of engine, but then you have all sorts of fuel problens ~

~l ctus--whi ch coul d be dangerous, especially conbustible fuel and

can't see how you'd get electricity if you' re airborne. Though

enj oyed the gliding."

"That's all we talk about,"” Noah said, and Cal eb sensed tension
"Locomotion. |'ve told you about ny I and vehicle, of course--'

"I believe | could build it nyself," Lilah mnurmnured.

"Caleb and | want to take it for a long drive to see how well it holds
up. We're thinking about Sermorrah. O Breven. Actually, | may have
busi ness in Breven fairly soon."

"What business?" Cal eb asked.

"Mm it's pretty specul ative. Shipbuilding."

"You don't know a damm thing about boats!"

"Motorized. O part-notorized. Get themthrough the w ndl ess days.
For | ong voyages."

"I"d have thought that problemwas worked out |ong ago."

"New project. Well, as | say, it's iffy right now But if |I need to
go to Breven, that would be the perfect test."

"Sure, get us stranded sonewhere in the Jordana deserts, no water, no
food, no horses to carry us to anything resenbling civilization-"

"We can have followers. ['Il have some of the kids fromthe canpsite
cone behind us on horseback. |If we break down, they'Il be along in a
day or two to rescue us. Wuld that nmake you feel safer?"

"Infinitely."

"Sounds like fun," Lilah said. "Wen do we go?"

Noah's successive shock, delight and cautious disbelief were easy to
read. " 0? You'd like to cone? Really? Caleb's right, it could be a
horrific trip. "

"Wth not nmuch to show for it at journey's end," Cal eb added.

"Breven's a snelly, squalid, nmiserable city. Ever been there?"

"Ch, yes," Lilah said with a secret snile



Noah addressed Caleb. "Well, you can blanme the |likes of you and ne for
Breven's nastiness today," he said. "If it weren't for the engineers
and the scientists and the relentless inventors experinmenting with
power and coal --"

"Truly. We nade the engines, we made the factories, we made the Jansa
into the happy little industrialists they are today. And still say, on
with progress. But that doesn't erase the fact that Breven's an ugly
place with no charmto recommend it, and if it wasn't for the sake of
the journey | wouldn't agree to go at all."

"You didn't answer ne," Lilah said, and her wonderful voice was
plaintive. "WII| you take ne?"

Noah | ooked at her helplessly. "If you want to go, we'd be overjoyed
to have you," he said. "But | don't imagine the journey will be nuch
fun."

She shrugged. The hunched bells of her wings rose and settled with her
shoul ders. "It's a change," she said. "I can't tell you how
crave--sonething different."

"\What about your job?" Caleb asked. "WII| they let you | eave?
imagine a trip to Breven would take five days at |east each way."

She smled at him The first smle she'd bestowed on him Even

resisting her, he felt the brilliance of that smle scizzle through
him slitting his flesh frombrowto heel. "I'mnot worried about
findi ng enpl oynent," she said very gently. "I'mworried about finding
entertainment. | think this would be tinely."

Cal eb spread his hands. "Then you're invited."

"I'f we go," Noah anended. "I won't know for a while."

"W'll go, anyway. We'Ill find a reason.”

"Well, we'll see. If it's not Breven, we'll go sonewhere. W can
vote."

"Senorrah," Cal eb suggested.
"Caza," Noah said

"Somewhere in Bethel. | know-Velora," Caleb said. It's supposed to
be a little Lum naux."

But Lilah had turned her face away and Noah | ooked suddenly grave.
"Not Velora," the Edori said gently. "W'IIl think of sonething."

So the fallen angel had ties to Velora, and not happy ones either. Not
that Caleb hadn't already figured that out. Not that he hadn't
realized, very early into the conversation, just who the angel was.

He did not have time either to apol ogize or pretend ignorance. They
were joined at that nmonent by a slim sleek, well-dressed man who
dripped all over with gold and arrogance. He was attired wi th Lum naux
el egance, but Caleb sized himup instantly as transpl anted Jansai --one
of the cutthroat, capitalistic ex-slavers from Breven who had



flourished in the young industrial age of Samari a.

"I see you gentlenmen are enjoying yourselves," the man said civilly
enough, but something in the snmooth voice instantly roused Caleb's
ant agonism "Something nmore | can get you before you leave? |'m
afraid Lilah won't be able to visit with you nmuch | onger. She needs
her rest to nmintain her voice."

The man stood directly behind the angel, and so he didn't see the
scornful smle that crossed her face; but she did not contradict himor
even appear annoyed. Noah, on the other hand, contained his irritation
only with an obvious effort.

"I wouldn't want to keep her if she's ready to go," the Edori said.

But she was already on her feet. "Ch, | nust. Joseph--this is Joseph,
by the way, he owns this delightful establishnent--is kind enough to

| ook after me, and he knows | would stay out all night carousing if
someone didn't fetch me at the proper tine."

"Carousing seens a little strong," Cal eb remarked.
She smled maliciously. "But | do like it."

Joseph had draped his arm across the angel's shoul ders, carelessly
brushi ng his el bow agai nst the heavy feathers of her wi ngs. She
seened, but perhaps it was Caleb's inmagination, to shudder ever so
slightly as he touched her, squeezing the ball of her shoulder with his
t hi ck, well-mani cured hands. Caleb renmenbered suddenly, from

i nformati on gl eaned from some source he could not recall now, that
angel s hated having their w ngs touched, except in the nost intinmate

ci rcunst ances, and sonetimes not even then. Perhaps that was all her
nmonent ary di staste signified.

"WIl you be singing tonorrow night?" Noah asked, conming to his feet.
Cal eb stood al so.

"No reason not to," she said. "It's what | live for, after all."
"Then I'1l probably be here tonorrow night. To see you."

"Good," she said, but over her shoul der; Joseph had turned the angel
and begun wal king her away. "I'Il come by afterward to share a drink
with you. Caleb--it was divine neeting you. |'msure we'll becone
best friends on our journey."

The two men stood silently for a few nonents, watching the entw ned
figures fade into the roomis shadows. Caleb glanced at Noah. "I don't
suppose you want another drink," he said.

Noah nodded. "I do, but not here. Let's go."

So it was to be a late night, after all. They left, then spent ten

m nutes wal king the glowi ng streets of Lumi naux, trying to agree on a
tavern. They settled finally on Blue Sky, one of the few places with
good food, no nusic, and service around the clock. They sat, and Noah
ordered nmore wine. Caleb settled for coffee. "You're fishing in
troubled waters," he observed, after a | ong nonent in which neither
spoke. "Be careful you don't go tunbling in headl ong and drown."



Noah | aughed shortly. "Wuldn't be hard to do," he said. "She's a
siren. She could lure any man to his doom™

"You know who she is, of course," Cal eb said.

Noah nodded. "The Archangel. She doesn't answer to the nane, though
Wwn't talk about it at all."

"Forner Archangel,"
bl ame her."

Caleb corrected gently. "And | don't know that |

"I keep thinking--1 keep wondering--what exactly got broken. How the
i njury happened. Wy it hasn't been fixed."

"Well, she fell fromthe sky--"

"I mean, there's so many things that we know now that we didn't know
ten or even five years ago. Look at the Gabriel Dam Ten years ago,
peopl e woul d have said it couldn't be built. Now it supplies power to
half the towns in southern Bethel and Jordana."

"What does that have to do with Delil ah?"

"There nust be a way to fix her wing. Wat is it that's broken Can't

it be replaced? | know every medi cal expert in the country went to her
after she fell, but maybe she should go to the scientist instead. They
woul d | ook at the problemdifferently."

"Suggest it to her," Caleb said, though he didn't think she'd be
particularly receptive. "You're a scientist."

Noah raised his dark eyes to his friend's face. "I thought maybe you
could help her," he said.

"Me? Wy ne?"
"You're the specialist in building new w ngs."

That caught Caleb totally by surprise, although, adding it up swiftly,
he realized that Noah had been pointed toward this proposal the whole
night. 1t actually made sense, if he wasn't the one expected to
produce mracl es.

"I"ve built stationary wi ngs--gliders--you described them yourself," he
said gently. "They're conplex and nobile, yes, but not independently
powered. An angel's wing--it must operate like an arm on a series of
nmuscl es and bones. What do you think I could do?"

"You could look. You could think about it. 1'd work with you. It's
just that |I have to try. |If she'll let me. | have to see if | can
help her. Caleb, there's no piece of machinery existing today that you
and | couldn't build by scratch and probably inprove on, and the human
body, you've said it yourself, is just a conplicated piece of

machi nery. Surely there's sonething we can do. |If she'll let us."
"I don't know that she'll ever trust anyone enough to let him
experiment on her," Caleb said. "She's wearing heavy arnour, Noah

She's not going to let a lot of people through."

"She'll get to know us, she'll trust us, and we'll take it fromthere,"



Noah repli ed.
"If she's interested--" Cal eb began, then paused.
"Then you' Il try?"

"Il try. |If she'll agree." He had only nmet the angel once but Cal eb
was fairly certain she wouldn't be interested in their specul ative,
exploratory help. He did not say so to Noah

The Edori nodded, smiled, and seened to grow visibly happier in a
matter of seconds. He sipped his wine, then | ooked up at his friend.
"And | was right, wasn't 1?" he asked.

" About what ?"

"Her voice. You loved her voice, didn't you?"

"She sings as if her soul were in flanes,’
never heard a voice like that inmy life."

Cal eb said soberly. "I have

"They say the new Archangel can't cone close to her--in voice quality,
I mean, | have no idea how she perfornms her other duties. They say the
new girl--"

"Her nane is Alleluia," Caleb interjected mldly.

"They say her singing is just ordinary, conpared to Delilah's."
"Well," said Caleb, "I would imagine that would be true no matter who
they had picked. But they must have had their reasons for choosing

her, even if she can't sing."

"Still, she was the second choice," Noah pointed out. Cearly he would
chanpi on Delilah against all coners.

"And she nust know it," Caleb said. "It nmust make things very hard for
her. | wonder what she's |ike."
Chapter Two

The Archangel Alleluia sat in one of the | ocked, soundproofed mnusic
roonms that lined the |ower |evel of the Eyrie, and wondered why this
was al ways the setting when she received bad news. Perhaps it was
because, seeking solitude or silence, she often retreated to one of
t hese roons where, by custom no one was supposed to interrupt.
Perhaps it was because, lately, there was nothing but bad news.

Today she had gone to one of the nusic roons for a short respite from

t he squabbl es of her daily life and to listen to one of the ninor
recordings left behind by the first angelica, Hagar. These recordings
were a marvel of |ost technol ogy, providing perfect renditions of sone
of the nost difficult masses sung by the nost acconplished of the early
settlers. The angel hold at Mnteverde was equi pped with simlar roons
where the masses could be played and | earned by angels planning to
performat the GAoria or some other function. (The machines at W ndy
Poi nt had been destroyed 150 years ago and could not be replicated at
Ceda Hills.) How to nake the recordings, and how to build the listening
equi prent, were bits of know edge | ost hundreds of years ago when the
early col onists made the deci sion to abandon the benefits of



sci ence- - abandoning, at the sanme tinme, its destructive potential. And
so future generations were bequeat hed odd remmants of equi prent that
operated in what was to them a conpletely nysterious nanner

It stood to reason that present-day nortals and angel s woul d have no
i dea how to repair such machinery should it break down and that was
today' s catastrophe. There were twenty nusic roons at the Eyrie, and
the equi pnent in all but two of themhad, in the past few nonths,
conpl etely ceased to function. None of the angels who poked and
prodded at the unfamliar dials could cause the divine nmusic to once
nore cone soaring fromthe hidden speakers. The singers were
effectively silenced; and one nore joy was | ost to Alleya.

Still, there had been two machines that continued to work--until today.
While Alleya was listening to the Bardel requiemin C mnor, the
soprano sol o abruptly halted in md-ecstasy. No fizzle, no static,

just sudden and conplete silence. Alleya had crossed to the wall of
knobs and switches and cautiously fiddled with one or two, but she knew
it was hopel ess. The machi ne was broken, and she did not have the
skills to repair it. Perhaps no one did

Wth the air of one acquiescing to utter defeat, she spread her hands
and all owed herself to sink slowy to the floor. Her shapel ess bl ue
tuni ¢ puddl ed around her; her wi ngs spread and flattened agai nst the
stone tiles. She drew her knees up, crossed her arms upon them and
rested her head upon her forearnms. It was very tenpting to just
conpletely give up

She had been in this very roomthree nonths ago when the first wave of

bad news hit--although it m ght be inadequate to | abel as "bad news"

t he nessage that had conpletely and m serably reordered her life. The

oracl es Job and Mary had been ushered in by Sarmuel, who had tenporarily
taken charge of the Eyrie while Delilah lay immbile. They all |ooked

grave beyond imagi ning; Alleya could only think that Delilah had

di ed.

"Al'leya," Sanuel had said in an unwontedly kind voice. He was a
serious, thoughtful man who did not give nuch rein to the softer
enotions. "May we talk with you.?"

She had brushed futilely at her hair (no doubt a mess) and w shed she
had taken nore tinme with her appearance that norning. It was not often
she was asked to converse with the oracles. "O course. | was just
practicing. Here, let me turn the nusic off--"

She was as nervous as if she knew what they had cone for, but in fact,
exal ted conpany al ways nade her a little uneasy. "It doesn't matter,"
Job had said, stilling her with a motion of his hand. "Hagar's voice
i s always wel cone. "

So she turned and faced them feeling strangely penitent, although she
couldn't imagi ne what she had done to earn their displeasure. No one
spoke for alnmpst a minute, and she realized with a shock that the
oracl es and even Sanuel seened al nost as enbarrassed as she.

"Has sonet hi ng happened to Delil ah?" she asked finally, just to break
the silence. "l nean--sonething else--"

Job shook his head. "The Archangel remains as she has been," he said
unhel pfully. "And that is--broken and irreparable. Jovah has decreed



that a new Archangel nust be chosen."

Alleya felt a rash of pity for the beautiful, fiery Delilah, so
different fromherself. Delilah had had it all, achieved the pinnacle
and gloried in it; and now she woul d have not hi ng.

"Does she know?"
"She has just been told."
"Did she--what did she say?"

"She was cal ner than | expected,"” Sanuel answered. "The news did not
cone as a surprise. But | think she will be wetched soon enough. W
must take care to treat her very gently."

Al'l eya nodded. No one spoke again for a mnute or two. Hagar's
i nexpressibly sad voice rose and fell behind them I|ending the whole
epi sode an air of sweet tragedy.

"OfF course, a new Archangel nust be installed i mediately Job
continued. "It is Jovah's will."

"That will be very difficult for Delilah," Alleya said.

"Difficult for the new Archangel ," Mary nurnured

"W have been to Jovah and asked for his choice," Job went on. "And he

has surprised us all by naming ... you."

It was a good twenty seconds before his words sank in, and even then
they did not nmake sense. Alleya found herself staring at the ol der
oracl e, whose lined, intelligent face and sober when did not appear to
| end thenselves easily to a joke of this magnitude. "Jovah

sai d--what ?" she asked, her voice completely choked.

"He chose you to be Archangel in Delilah's stead," Sanuel said.

She swung her gaze around to his face. Sanuel she knew woul d not nake
a nockery of her this way. "That's not possible,"” she said faintly.

"It seens unlikely, on the face of it," Job conceded. "But we asked
nore than once. He named the angel Alleluia, daughter of Jude and
Hope. You are the only angel who answers to that description.”

"But |I--don't you see?--1'"mnot trained for this, | don't have the
skills for this--1"m-surely I'"'mthe |ast angel the god woul d choose
for such an honor."

"Jovah has his reasons for every decision he makes,"
"Even when those reasons are not clear to us--"

Job said piously.

"Yes, but--1 can't be Archangel!" she said desperately. "I can't dea
wi th the Manadavvi and control the river nerchants and keep an eye on
the Jansai--or, Jovah save ne--lead the Goria in front of all those
peopl e--"

Mary and Job exchanged sharp glances. Alleya fell silent.
"Interesting,” Job rmurrmured. "Those are of course sone of the duties
of the Archangel. But there are nore. You can, | assune, do a weather



i ntercession as well as the next angel ?"

Now Al | eya threw a pani cky | ook at Saruel and crossed her arns
stubbornly across her breast. "I suppose so," she said.

"In fact, did not three angels fly to the nine compound near Hagar's
Tooth, praying for the rain to stop, but to no avail? And did you not
fly there once, and sing one prayer, causing the clouds to part and the
rain to dissipate?”

She did not answer, so Samuel spoke for her. "You did, Alleya. And
that was not the only tinme."

"Luck," she whispered. "The right time. The storns were ready to
pass, anyway."

"The god hears you," Mary said. "And where the god pays attention, can
nortals and angels fail to listen?"

"Easily," Alleya responded. "I amnot an intercessor with the god. |
am not a nediator anong nmen. | am-Sanuel, tell them | live here,
do the work | am asked to do--there is nothing about ne that would
cause the god to single me out. Ask himagain. He has chosen

wr ong. "

But they would not listen. To all her protests, they replied, "Jovah
has spoken" or "The god has called your nane," and nothing Alleya could
say woul d i nduce themto change their mnds. "W nust nake the
announcement to the angels,"” Job said finally, weary of arguing with
her, and led the small procession fromthe nmusic roomtoward the broad
conmon pl at eau, where nost of the other angels were gathered. Alleya
trailed hel plessly behind them still protesting but not al oud, for
basi ¢ human instinct told her that she would make herself | ook
irretrievably ridiculous if she was caught benpani ng her new estate in
front of all her peers.

And so the announcenent was made, and Alleya's bew | derment was
mrrored on the faces of all the other residents of the Eyrie, and

t hose who | ooked at her did so with marveling, disbelieving faces.

O hers turned away to share their amazenent with their neighbors.
Al l eya kept her eyes averted but not cast downward--no, she | ooked
slightly above the rest of themat the rosy beige stone of the Eyrie
wal I's. And she thought, This is the worst day of my entire life.

Nor had it rapidly inmproved. Job and Mary stayed two nore days at the
Eyrie, holding private discussions with Alleya to go over sonme of her
duties as Archangel, things she would be expected to do, things she
woul d be expected to know. Sanuel had kindly explained to her what he
knew of political alliances throughout Samaria, the relationship

bet ween the Manadavvi, the river nerchants, the Jansai--and now, the
growi ng group of independent and increasingly wealthy |andowners who
owned either massive farm ng concerns or sonme of the southern mnes.

"But | amnot a politician," he apologized. "If you could talk to
Del il ah, you would get much better advice from her."

But there would be no hel p avail able fromthe deposed Archangel .
Everyone had counseled Alleya to wait a few days, maybe a few weeks,
bef ore approaching Delilah with a m xture of regret, supplication and
camaraderie--"I amso sorry that things happened this way, but since



they did, won't you help ne as | know you can?"

And Al l eya, who had dreaded the neeting, had gratefully put it off
anot her day, and another. It was not that she and Delil ah had been
hostile in the old days, when everything was as it should be--they'd
just had very little to do with each other. Well, they were so
different--Delilah so outgoing and sure of herself, brilliant at
maneuvering people, gifted with a | um nous beauty and an extraordi nary
voice. And Alleluia, shy, reserved and scholarly, owning a voice that
was no nore than pretty, and hopel ess at managi ng people. They'd had
no particular reason to be friends.

But they could be allies, or so Alleya hoped during her first two
uneasy weeks as Archangel. But that |ast shred of sol ace evaporated
one norni ng when Saruel brought the bad news (yes she was in the nusic
room) that Delilah had vani shed in the night She had infornmed no one,

t aken not hing, just renoved herself fromthe Eyrie in bitter stealth.

It would not be hard to track her, if they attenpted to do so Everyone
in Samaria knew her face, knew her voice, knew her story. But Samnuel
was certain they would not need to search for her. "She'll let us know
where she is,"” he said a dozen times "She's a reckless girl, but she's
not that heedl ess. She knows we may have need of her."

And i ndeed, ten days later, Delilah did send a courier with a nessage
that she could be found in Lum naux if anyone had reason to contact

her. She did not give an address, though, and All eya sonetinmes doubted
if even the Lumi naux location was correct, but it did not matter

Del il ah was gone, and effectively out of reach for help with day-to-day
probl ems; and those mounted with each passing week. Alleya had not
wanted to be Archangel, and she was not enjoying a single day of it.

And now even the old angels had failed her, the nusicians who had |aid
down these tracks six and a half centuries ago. She had to be
note-perfect on at |east one Goria-quality mass within four and a hal f
nmont hs, and she had been rehearsing diligently during whatever free
tinme she could find. But if she could not listen and could not |earn
she coul d not possibly give a creditable perfornmance at what woul d be
the nost public event of her life.

She ground her forehead agai nst her crossed arnms and fought back the
urge to cry. She al nost succumbed, but in a matter of mnutes she had
managed to force back the tears and come steadily to her feet as if she
were in conplete control. It was a small victory, but a victory
nonet hel ess, and All eya savored it; for she'd had precious few triunphs
in the past three nonths. Even a little one would do.

She had scarcely set foot outside the room when Sanuel approached her
She was sure, fromthe expression on his face, that she woul d not want
to hear the news he brought. She was right.

"Visitors, awaiting you in the small breakfast hall," he said.

"Visitors from where?"

"Gaza. It is Aaron Lesh and Emmanuel Garone of the Manadavvi. They do
not | ook pleased."

"When have they ever?" Alleya said lightly, but she frowned as she
spoke. She had dealt very little with the Manadavvi since she'd been



naned Archangel --nostly, she felt, because they had deci ded she was too
insignificant to bother with. O all the m xed races and social strata
on Samaria, the Manadavvi were the highest and the npst

self-sufficient. Consisting of a few fabul ously wealthy and tightly
guarded fanmilies, the Manadavvi owned the nost productive farm and on
the continent. These huge tracts of |and, which lined the upper

nort heast coastline of Gaza, for centuries had been farmed by dependent
workers in an al nost feudal arrangenent, wi th the Manadavvi as

oat h-hol ders. Sonme of that had changed back in the Archangel Gabriel's
time, for he hat fought to get rights and autonomy for the Gaza serfs;
but later, with the onset of primtive industrialization, conditions
for the tenant farmers had steadily worsened. Efficient nachinery was
begi nning to replace humans in the great work of planting an harvesting
t he Manadavvi estates, and the humans who had lived for generations
servicing the sane |land were finding thensel ves w thout hones or

enpl oyment .

Al l eya had not found time to address this problem
"Did they say--?" she began

Samuel shook his head. "Only the Archangel is good enough for themto
speak to."

Al leya actually grinned. "Wuld you like to participate? Cone al ong
to give ne a little added consequence?"

"I'f it would please you."

"I need any help you can offer," she said frankly. "Please ask soneone
to bring refreshments to the breakfast hall. | need to do what | can
to i nprove ny appearance. |'Ill be there in ten mnutes."

There was a nonent's pause. "Mke it twenty," Sanuel said. Alleya was

surprised into a laugh. Even though it was not entirely a joke. From
her first wetched day as Archangel, Samuel had been her npst

consi stent ally, unobtrusive, helpful, informative and kind. |If he

t hought she shoul d appear her best for her high brow visitors, he was
no doubt right.

"Twenty," she agreed. "I'll do what | can."

As swiftly as she could, she negotiated the tunnels of the Eyri

warren, all carved fromthe rich, warm stone that nmade the Velo
Mount ai ns the nost beautiful in Samaria. She no | onger made the
automatic turning toward her own small room the chanber she had |ived
in since she was a child, but instead went straight to the |arger
apartment that had been Delilah's. Alleya was wholly unconfortable
there, despite its many anenities. She still felt like an

i ntruder--worse, an inposter. Though the room now contai ned her own
furniture, and the closets were filled with her own clothing, she felt
as if she were usurping sonebody else's life. And she didn't even want
to.

I nside the room she dashed to the full-length mrror to take

i nventory. Face snudged, clothes winkled, hair a disaster. Mike it
thirty mnutes. She had read somewhere that only uninmportant people
woul d junp to do another's bidding; people of consequence made others
wait for them Pronptness had al ways seened to her nmore a matter of

courtesy than consequence, but for the noment Alleya was willing to



subscribe to the theory. She should not shane herself before the
Manadavvi .

Theref ore, she washed her face quickly and applied the Iightest of
cosnetics, then attired herself in the sky-blue gown that matched her
eyes and suited her coloring best. She was never able to do nmuch with
her hair, a fine, shoulder-length butter-blond that resisted any
styling, so she just brushed it vigorously and tied it back with a

mat chi ng ribbon. For jewelry, she wore only the bracelets that al
angel s wore--in her case, sapphire fleur-de-liset in a gold band. The
sapphires identified her as an angel of the Eyrie; the pattern was one
she had chosen when she first arrived in this hold. Most angels wore
designs that identified their |ineage, but Alleya had no cl ose bl ood
ties to anyone at the Eyrie.

When she was done, she eyed the whole picture once nore in the gl ass.
She | ooked grave and tidy; that would have to do. Now if she could
manage to avoid being flustered or intimdated, she should be fine.
She hoped Sanuel was already in the breakfast hall

He was, and he and the Manadavvi men were sipping what seened to be a
fruit drink. Alleya canme through the doorway slowy (though she had
practically run down the hallways to get there) and nodded at everyone
coolly. That was the other thing she tried to remenber: The power

bel ongs to the one who listens first.

The two Manadavvi crossed the roomto stand before her, making
infinitesimal bows. "Angela," they said, using the courtesy title in
low, well-bred voices. "Good of you to see us so soon

She gl anced at the tray of food and drink that lay on a nearby table.
"You have been taken care of? |Is there anything | can send for?"

"No, we have been well | ooked after."

i T hank you, angela."

"And your journey? Was it cold traveling this tinme of year?"
"W kept ourselves warm thank you

"The weather? It still holds good across the Gaza border? | have not
heard reports of a new stormin some weeks."

"The weat her has been excellent angela."

From the corner of her eye, she saw Sanuel smile slightly. This was,
then, the correct way to open the conversation, wth gentee
trivialities. Alleya was not sure how nmuch | onger she could sustain
it, but she was dammed if she woul d ask them what they came for. Let
t hem make the awkward transition.

She poured herself a glass of what the others were drinking and found
it to be really excellent unfermented grape juice. Possibly a gift
fromthe Manadavvi, because it certainly wasn't traditional Eyrie
offering. "Do you plan to stay overnight? W have room here for
guests, of course, or Samuel could reconmend one of the better inns in
Vel ora.”

"Thank you, angela, our acconmmpbdations have been seen to."



"This is a wonderful drink. O such quality that | would venture to
guess it canme from Manadavvi vineyards."

"I ndeed, angel a, Enmanuel brought two cases for your exclusive use.
Despite the storns, |ast year was an excellent year for grapes, and we
wi shed to share the bounty with you."

"I"ll greatly appreciate it. Samuel, you have tried it?"
"I ndeed, Alleya, and found it nost superior."

Hi s use of her nicknane had to have been deliberate; Sanuel never
conmitted social solecisms. She thought quickly. Ah--he was Proving
to the visitors that he was on intimate terms with the Archangel, and
thus a party to be reckoned with. Automatically giving his voice nore
wei ght, if he should choose to speak. She sniled at him

"Perhaps you should reserve a bottle or two for yourself,"” she said.

"I"msure there's enough to share."
"I was hoping you woul d say that," he said, returning her snile

This byplay finally proved enough for the Manadavvi, who al nost visibly
shifted into a businesslike node. "It is about vinyards and their
harvests that we have cone to talk to you," said Aaron Lesh. He was a
young, round-bodi ed man who appear to have lived easily and well,

t hough his ice-blue eyes belli any inpression of softness. By
contrast, Emmanuel was spare, older and absolutely ruthless, in a civil
and efficient way. They made an odd pair, until you renenbered that

t he common denom nator for all Manadavvi was acquiring wealth and
keeping it.

Al leya contrived to | ook solicitous. "There is a hazard to your

vi neyard? The storns have caused flooding? O --sone insect

i nfestation, perhaps? | know little about crops--"

"There is no threat to the growi ng of the product," said Enanuel, "but
inthe selling. In the shipping. In taking it to a viable market."

On the instant, Alleya realized what the visit was about and that her
own noral ground was much higher than theirs. Betraying nothing, she
kept an inquiring and respectful expression on her face. "Yes? You

are having trouble with the markets?"

Aaron seemed exasperated. "Not with the markets--with the shipping,"
he said. "The market is there. Senorrah, Castelana, all the river
cities--they could consume practically every bottle of wi ne we produce,
and funnel the rest to Breven. The river cities are the key, you know,
to our distribution network."

"Not just for wine, but for grain, fresh produce and dried neat,"
Emmanuel cut in smoothly. "Only a fraction of our harvests do we sel
direct. Al nost everything goes through the river nerchants."

"And you have come here--why? You suspect sone deception on the part
of the Senorran buyers? You think they are treating you unfairly?
O fering you an insufficient price?"

Emmanuel | ooked annoyed. "W have no quarrel with the merchants," he



said. "It is getting to the merchants that is the problem"
Al l eya spread her hands. "I don't understand. What problenP"

Aaron took up the attack again. "The Galilee River has always acted as
the conduit between Gaza and the river cities--" he said.

"And the storms have flooded the river? Made it inpassable?”

Emmanuel gave her a sharp | ook; he was beginning to suspect she was
bei ng deliberately obstructive. Aaron plunged on, "No--well, yes,
there has been a little danger to the goods because of higher waters,
but that is not really our problem W just deliver the merchandise to
t he banks."

"And that, angela, is the heart of the trouble,” Enmmanuel junped in
again. "W always used to take our wagon |oads to the point of the
river, just south of the Plain of Sharon, and merchants' boats woul d
nmeet us there. But now-the |and on that portion of the river is no

| onger avail able for open ~. W have had to reroute our wagons fifty
mles farther, causing delays and sonme accidents as the drivers try to
find the best passageway--costing noney, angela, costing noney."

"The northern portion of the river is no |longer open for com-"
repeated slowy. She chose to let Aaron conplete the sentence.

Al'l eya

"Because it has becone a protected area for Edori," he burst out.

Al l eya | ooked at himthoughtfully. "It was my understanding," she said
slowy, "that it had been agreed upon by a council of angels,

nmerchants, Edori and other citizens that it was in the best interests
of all the people of Sanmaria to create sanctuaries for the Edori. Wre
you not consulted? Did you not agree?"

It was the nost inflammtory issue that Samaria had deal with in half a
century, and had been painfully settled only last year and literally no
one wanted to see the argunents reopened. The nomadic Edori tribes,
who had for centuries wandered where they woul d, had found, with the
growm h of urban areas and the shrinking of the open | and, fewer and
fewer parts of Sanaria available to them |In the past twenty years,

t he nunber of Edori had dwi ndled alarmngly--with many noving to the
cities and even farm ands, it was true, but many nore just dying off
from~ to sustain their traditional life. In a bitter and passionate
series of conferences |ast year, a delegation of statesnen from al

cl asses of Samaria had agreed that the only way to save the Edori was
to grant them possession of a feww ld tracts of land. Getting the
council to agree to such a step had been hard enough; choosing the
sites had been nearly inpossible.

"Absol utely--the only thing to be done-everyone knows that," Aaron said
hastily. "W want sanctuaries as nuch as the next man does. But not
quite there, do you see? Fifteen niles down the river--or even on the
Jordana side of the Galilee--"

"But all these sites were carefully chosen by the same council if |
recall correctly ..." Alleya said, again slowy, again uncertain of
her facts. Which she was not. She may not have been involved in this
particular affair, but she was a voraci ous reader and she renenbered
everything; it was her one real skill. "Everyone agreed to them Even
t he Manadavvi . "



"That was before we realized quite howit would affect shipping
patterns--"

"But you nust have studied the proposals--"

"Angela. W did not," Emmanuel put in. He was very fond of taking

control, cutting right to the heart. "As Aaron says, have no interest
in seeing the Edori dispossessed. Far fromit. Be mpoved, perhaps.
Downriver? Across the bank? | believe Edori can |live anywhere. What

difference would a few m |l es nake to thenP"

"The east side of the Galilee River floods ten tines nore often than
the west side," Alleya said, softly and inmediately. "Fifteen mles
farther down the river--even twenty mles--the land is so rocky that
you could not pitch two tents side by side. Hardly ideal living
conditions."

"Hardly ideal traveling conditions," Emmanuel retorted. "Those rocky
ways make it difficult for wagons to pass, and we have | ost nore than
one shipment as drivers tried to negotiate unfriendly pathways."

"That is a hazard," Alleya said synpathetically. "But if these are
pat hways you will be using for years to come, it mght be worth the
i nvestment to build roads that your wagons can nore easily traverse.
So you have less risk of loss and injury."

A brief expression of hatred tightened Emmanuel's | ean features. "The
cost," he said gently. "The nmanpower."

"Come now, you have nmanpower," Alleya said. "I believe there are any
nunber of idle tenant farmers who could be usefully enployed in digging
you a reasonable road to the river."

"But the cost," Aaron conplained inpatiently. "You can't realize--"

Al l eya spread her hands again. "Charge nore for your wi ne and your
veget abl es,” she said. "lIsn't that how a nmerchant always covers his
expenses? Besides," she added, smiling good-hunoredly, as if they were
all in on a joke, "I happen to know your new harvesting equi pnent is
saving you a fortune in |abor costs and actual produce recovery. Half
again as nmuch yield in some crops, because the machinery is so
efficient--isn't that right? So surely you can afford a little extra
outlay, one-time only, to build your necessary roads. |It's a business
expense, is it not, gentlenen?"

She kept her expression mild and reasonable as she waited for themto
refute her. They could not, of course. She saw a frown take shape on
Aaron's face as he gradually realized she had too many points in her
favor; Emmanuel was, as usual, way ahead of him

The | ast person she expected to hear fromat this juncture was Samnuel,
but now he spoke up. "There is another solution, if you're so set on
shi pping fromthe northernnmost point of the river," he said.

Aaron swung qui ckly his way; Enmanuel eyed himnore wary. "Wat is
it?" asked the younger nan.

"Frei ght your merchandi se through the Edori territory, and pay them a
passage fee," Sanuel proposed. "Don't you think it would work,



Al | eya?"

It was all Alleya could do to keep fromlaughing aloud. It was
sensi bl e, charm ng, and conpletely unpal atable to them

"I think the Edori would be quite interested," she said. They probably
woul dn't charge nuch, you know. The Edori have no head for
busi ness. "

"Pay the Edori so | can take nmy wagons across their |and?" Aaron
exclaimed. "l1'd rather walk it all the way to the ferry in Senorrah

|
"Well, that's your choice, too," Alleya said smoothly. Actually, |

t hi nk you have any nunber of solutions to consider. ~ workable. o
back. Talk to the others. |I'msure you'll find one or the other of
t hese suggestions will be acceptable to everyone."

After that, it was barely three m nutes before they nmade the briefest
of farewells and exited without a |ook. Just as well. They were
scarcely out of sight before Alleya and Samuel began | aughing so hard
that they could not stop. Alleya felt the tears come to her eyes, and
still she could not repress the hysteria.

"No head for business--" Samuel choked out once, and set her off again.
She was blinded by |aughing; she didn't see himapproach, and so his
hug of congratul ati ons caught her conpletely by surprise. But she

wel coned it. She thought she deserved it. Her second victory of the
day, and this one worth recording.

But there were still setbacks to contend with--nanely, failure of the
musi ¢ machine. Late in the afternoon, Alleya set ~ Velora to see if,
by chance, anyone there could give her ~.

Vel ora was a bustling, happy, cosnopolitan town nestled at the foot of
t he i nmposing Vel o mountain fromwhich the Eyrie had been carved. The
city had sprung up centuries ago specifically to acconmodate the angels
and the petitioners who visited themthere, so it possessed a wel cone,

friendly air and a nmultitude of anenities. It was often conpared to
Lum naux (though it had no real hope of eclipsing that fabled city),
and everyone who went to Velora fell in love with it.

Years past, the only drawback to Velora was that the only easy way to
ascend fromthe city to the angel hold on the nountaintop, for the
steep cliffs were inpassable. Angels habitually ferried petitioners up
to the hold--or, nore often, glided down to the city linmts to hear
what their visitors had to say.

But no longer. Nearly seventy-five years ago, the angels had approved
a project to cut a nmassive series of shelves into the face of the
nmount ai n- - st eps shal |l ow enough for a child to clinb, but broad enough
for a man to lie on confortably with his head pill owed on the next
stair up. The project was wildly popular with the merchants and the
common fol k of Bethel, who turned to the Eyrie when they sought divine
intervention. The angels also were overwhelnmingly in favor of the
change, because for nore than seventy years the Eyrie had been the only
one of the three angel holds that was al nost conpletely inaccessible.

Before that, only Monteverde in Gaza had been in easy reach of any
petitioner who wi shed to speak directly to an angel. Wndy Point, the



hol d that served Jordana, had been clawed from an i nhospitable nountain
range so bl eak that no small comunity could gain a foothold close
enough to cater to the hold' s inhabitants. But the Archangel Gabri el
had destroyed Wndy Point 150 years ago--or asked Jovah to do so, and
the god had conplied. Wen the new angel hold, Cedar Hills, had been
laid out in mlder southern Jordana, its architects had foll owed the
Mont everde plan. Thus a nortal nmerely had to walk up to the ange
conpound, request in hand, to receive a hearing.

Not wanting to appear so much nore al oof than their brethren, the Eyrie
angel s backed the plan to terrace the nmountain with a stairway to their
doors. Velora nerchants, always quick to capitalize on an opportunity,
instantly set up carts and tiny storefronts along the serried rise, the
result being that the clinb up the mountain was a col orful adventure.
Sweet hot cinnanon rolls, bright red head scarves flashing jewelry
beari ng exotic designs edged in sapphires--these, anything, could be
purchased on the slow ascent. It was the nost sought-after real estate
in Vel ora.

Al t hough she could fly fromthe nountaintop to the city proper in about
a mnute, Alleya al nost always chose to wal k down. Back in her (so
often rued) days of anonymity, she had derived a childlike pleasure
from shoppi ng through the splendid array of finery. Now that she was
Archangel, and owed to her constituents sone attentions, Alleya had
found that her frequent treks down the great stairway gave her an
opportunity to talk informally with the merchants, the petitioners, the
buyers and the artisans, who thronged up and down the steps. Everyone
al ways seened pl eased to see her--which, genuine or not, was a rare
enough occurrence that she always enjoyed it. Her pleasures were not
so great that she could afford to throw the sinplest ones away.

So, right after the sun slipped past its highest point, Alleya headed
for the great stairway and made a roundabout descent. Though the

weat her was cold, the terraced marketpl ace was as busy as ever.
"Angel a! Angela!" voices called to her, pitched to carry above the
murmuring of the crowmd. Sonetinmes all that was required was a wave of
recognition in return; sometines nothing would do but that she mnust
stop at some gaily striped booth and sanple a new batch of candy or try
on the finest lace gloves. Invariably, gifts were pressed upon her

whi ch she had | earned to graciously accept. Every broker wanted to be
able to brag to his custoner, "Wll, the Archangel has a set of these,
and she |l oves them" The advantages to them outwei ghed their slight
cost, and her enbarrassnent.

An hour |ater, sporting a gauzy new scarf worked in gold and silver,
and nmunching a pastry froma bagful of goodies, Alleya stepped off the
last stair and into the quieter region of Velora proper. Here, the
real business of the town was done; merchants counted the inventory in
t hei r warehouses, and nusici ans taught students in a hundred schools.
Brokers nmade deals, restaurateurs laid out their plates, and jewelers
held dignified consultations with their nost discrimnating clients.

Al l eya noved nmuch nore qui ckly once she had gained | evel ground, naking

her way to a small, crowded shop on the south edge of town. Hanging
unevenly over the seaned wooden door, a worn sign sinply offered
"Repairs." Alleya peeked through the glass, but no one appeared to be

at work in the shop. She opened the door and went inside, anyway.

The place was a marvel of odd scents and unfamliar objects, al
junbl ed together--netal, |leather, oil, grease, and the hot snell and



bursting spark of untamed electricity. Alleya stood in the center of
the small, crowded space and did a slow pirouette, but she could not
have described a use for any of the devices hanging on the walls or
scattered across the floor. Sone of the great nysteries of progress.

She had rang a small doorbell when she entered, and it was only a
matter of noments before she was joined by the owner of the shop
"Angel a!" he greeted her, bounding out from an uncovered doorway and
hurrying over to shake her hand. "It has been some time since | have
seen you here."

"Hello, Daniel," she said, smling up at him He was a big, strongly
built Edori, with the characteristic dark coloring in eyes, skin and
hair. Like nost Edori she had met, he was outgoing, eager to please,
prone to digression and fasci nated by anything mechanical. He was
known as the nman to go to if you needed a watch fixed or a newfangl ed
pi ece of equi prent fine-tuned, but his shop had never been particularly
successful, financially speaking. Alleluia repressed a snle. No head

for business. "How has everything been with you?"

"Good good, couldn't ask for a better year." Daniel beamed. "You've
heard of the new steam powered water systems that all the

m ghty-m ghties have to install in their hones these days? Regul ar

wel | water is not good enough for them-it has to be free-fl ow ng
water, it has to be hot, it has to be available in half the roons of
the house. So! Wnderful for ne! Half the steam valves stick after
two nonths, and if the hoses aren't connected just right--1 can't tel
you the tiny, tiny things that go wong with these little contraptions,
and the allali custonmers don't have the first idea howto fix them" He
gl anced at her guiltily after using the unconplinmentary Edori termfor
rich, idle city dweller, then went on with his story.

"And of course, once they've had the advantages of hot, ready water
they simply can't go back to their old lives, so the steam systens have
to be fixed right now It takes ne, believe it, five mnutes to put
everything in order again. | can charge themwhat | like! | have
fixed every steam systemin Velora at |east once, and |'ve been called
as far away as Senorrah--although that one was a little nore
conplicated, a big systemand it had a nunber of flaws. But | fixed
it. 1 showed one of their houseboys how it was done, so they'll never
need to bother ne again. | don't understand how sonething so easy can
seem so i npossible.™

Alleya smled at himagain. "It seenms inpossible to me," she said.
"I"d be bathing in cold water nmy whole life if someone didn't instal
these things for nme."

He | aughed and threw his hands apart. "But then, you find it easy to
fly--and ne? | couldn't fly if the fate of the Edori rested on ny
back. So Yovah put us all here to acconplish different things, yes?
And fixing little valves and engines is ny task."

It always gave her a start to hear the Edori call the god by their
version of his nanme. It was so easy for her to forget that not
everyone viewed Jovah exactly as she did. And what she had heard of
the Edori religion shocked her enough to keep her frominvestigating
nore cl osely.

"I have sonething I wi sh you could fix for me, but | don't think you
can," she said. "I've asked you about it before."



"Ah, yes--those ancient machines that play music from Hagar's tine,"
Daniel said instantly. H s failures were rare enough that he
remenbered themall. "I |ooked, but--"

"Now anot her one has broken. Only one is left,"” Alleya said sadly. "I
cane to ask you--if you cannot help me, do you know someone who ni ght?
In Lum naux, perhaps, or even Breven. Although | have al ways thought
you were the best."

He | aughed; no conpetitive spirit here. "There is always soneone
better, no matter what your skill,"” he said confortably. "Think! \hat
are your great talents? There is soneone else just as good somewhere
in Samaria. It does not pay to be too vain."

She was still trying to think of her nmobst promising abilities. A nmind
for detail. An abiding faith in her god. These did not seemto nmake
her unique. "lI'mnot vain," she said, smling.

"No, you're nodest" was Daniel's unexpected rejoinder. "But that's not
so bad, either. Angela, | may have a nane that will help you. There

is a man in Lum naux, another Edori, but he mi ght not be the one,
either. He has a friend whose nanme escapes ne--they are said to be the
best engineers in the country, though--how do |I put it?--sonewhat

erratic. They are inventors not good solid repairnen like me." His
| augh boomed out again. "They were both involved in the Gabriel Dam
project--in fact, | think this friend was the chief engi neer who took

over when things were beginning to |l ook like they would not go so well.
He is credited with saving the project, if I'mthinking of the right
man. Were | you, he is the one | would contact."”

"But you don't know his nane?" she said gently.

Dani el grinned. "Wll, Noah's the name of his Edori friend, and you
can find any Edori in Lum naux by going down to the canpsite.”

"WIl he know your name? Can | tell himyou sent ne?" "Angela, it is
an honor to be asked to do a service for the Archangel, even anong the
Edori," he said. "He will not need coaxing."

She coul d not hel p another answering smile. "l keep forgetting."
"Better a little vain than too nodest,"” he adnonished. "I said there
were repairnen as good as nme. | did not say ny talents were only

passabl e. "
"l said nothing derogatory about ny talents."

"Name themfor ne!" he exclaimed. "List your great charms and
m ghti est strengths!”

No angel woul d have talked to Alleya this way, and no comon norta
either; still, it was hard to be offended when he seened so earnest.

"I remenber things--details, books |I've read--1 can put them al

toget her and get a good picture," she said a little haltingly. "That's
really it, except for ordinary angel things like flying and singing."

"You can stop the rain," he said. "You can blow away the storns."

"Agai n, any angel can."



"Not so well as you. Yovah has never failed to hear you. |Is that not
somet hi ng you should lay proud claimto?"

It terrified All eya when people continued to say that; for, in this
crazy climate, with thunder and gale piling up across the continent,
how | ong coul d she be sure the god woul d be pl eased by her voice? "He
hears me now," she said, her voice low "Once he heard every angel. He
may not listen to nme much |onger."

"He will," Daniel said solermmly. "Do not doubt him"
"How can you be so sure?"

"He nust hear one of youu O we will all be lost."
Chapter Three

Cal eb had spent nost of the day running copper pipes through the four
stories of Vincent Hammad's house. It was a job any | aborer could do,
and so he had told the silversnmith, but Hammad had said he knew t he

di fference between an item handcrafted fromstart to finish by the
master and an inferior piece in which a student had sloppily foll owed
his teacher's design. Besides, Hammad could afford to pay the price
for Caleb's services, whether the task was nenial or inventive, and
anyway, Caleb didn't mind a little sinple honest toil now and then. So
he took care with the pipes, and laid themexactly where they should
go, and soldered themat the joints with slow precision. Wen he
finally got to constructing the housing for the steamunit, he would be
able to rest secure in the know edge that none of the pipes would bl ow
under the whoosh of sudden pressure.

By the time he left at sunset, he was tired with the self-satisfied
weari ness that comes after hard work on a worthwhile project. Walking
unhurriedly home, he paused at a street vendor's to buy a paper cup of
hot chocol ate, and he had finished it by the time he passed a
neat-seller's fire on the next corner. He dropped the cup into the

fl ames, exchanged nods with the vendor, and continued on his way

horre.

He lived in three roonms over a bakery, a small apartment filled with
light and the luscious scent of rising yeast. |In the three years he
had lived there, he didn't think a single day had gone by that he had
not paused, norning or night, to buy a loaf or a pastry fromthe

proprietor or one of her five daughters. "If you sleep by water, you
dream of water" his nother had used to say (for she had grown up a
stone's throw fromthe Galilee River). |If you slept by a bakery, you

ate bread, and never tired of it.

Toni ght the friendly, gray-haired wonan wapped his rolls for himwth

a knowing smile. "You ve got company upstairs,"” she said. "I told her
you usual ly came back about this tine, but that sonmetines you don't,
but she said she would wait. | left her on the | andi ng outside your
door. "

Since the landing was really a | acework iron bal cony, the waiting
quarters were not especially cramped; but Cal eb was expecting no
visitors. "Conpany?" he repeated. "Who?"

"She didn't give her nane." The baker |eaned forward to whi sper. "But



she's an angel ."
He knew only one angel. "Dark-haired? Beautiful?"
"That woul d be her."

"Hunh. Woénder what-How | ong has she been here? Did you feed her?
Maybe | shoul d get a couple extra rolls."

"Twenty mnutes or so. And she bought her own rolls.”

He grinned and left the bakery, taking the sturdy nmetal stairs two at a
time. At the top of the |anding, |eaning against the railing with her
folded wings toward him Lilah waited. She nust have heard his feet
clattering' on the stairs, but she did not face himuntil he spoke.

"Ah, the beautiful, nysterious stranger that has |ong been foretold,"
Caleb greeted her. "G eat messenger of light, how may | serve you?"

Now she slowly turned around to survey him "And | thought | was
sarcastic," she observed. "But you outdo ne."

"I doubt that," he said, unlocking the door. He had, nore as an
experiment than fromany fear that sonmeone woul d steal his neager

bel ongi ngs, outfitted the door with a conpl ex nmechani cal baffle that
even Noah had been unable to untangle. "Cone right in. If I'd known
you were going to be here, | would have brought you sone beer."

"I"ve already refreshed mysel f, thank you very nuch," she said,
following himinside. "I drink very lightly before a performance." She
met his quizzical look with a bland snmle. "And sonetimes nore heavily
than | ought to afterward, but only sometines."

"I'"ve never seen you in a drunken stupor," he said. "So |l believe you.
Are you hungry? | have rolls and | believe |I have sonme shrunken
oranges. | wasn't expecting conpany, you see."

"Not hungry, thanks. Though I'll sit down if that's all right."

"Pl ease do."

She | ooked cautiously around the big open roomas if she was not sure
where it was safe to sit. Caleb tended to be tidier than nost nen he
knew, though by no neans fanatical about it. so, the roomwas clean
enough but a little cluttered. Scattered everywhere were bits of

engi nes, partial valves, tipped sketches of electrical diagrans, and
nodel s of possible projects. The furniture was functional but not
particul arly decorative and relatively sparse.

None of it was designed to accommpdate angel wi ngs. After a nonent's
consi deration, Lilah settled herself on a wide, |ow stool and continued
surveyi ng the apartment.

"But how utterly cozy," she said. "How can you drag yourself away
every norni ng?"

He grinned and sat down on a chair nearby. "Ah, |I'ma busy man. Many
clients, many projects. No tenptation at all to loll around in ny
perfect surroundings."



"Well, they certainly suit you."

She gl anced around again, and he studied her. In the three weeks since
he had nmet her, he'd had only a few conversations with Lilah, and al

of them had been slightly edgy, lightly ironic. It was inpossible not
to be drawn to the former Archangel.

she had a chall enging charm but Caleb always felt wary in her
presence. As if there was nore goi ng on behind her smles and her
teasi ng than he coul d fathom

"So tell me," he said. "No doubt you've been perishing of curiosity
this past nmonth, wondering how | live, but surely that wasn't a lure
strong enough to draw you here tonight. So why have you cone?"

She gl anced at himw th those night-dark eyes, and gave hima sidel ong

smle. "Perhaps | thought you would invite ne to dinner."

He raised his brows. "I never eat dinner" was his automatic response.
"Just bread and fruit. O course I'mwlling to share."

Now she | aughed. "That's alnpbst certainly a lie," she observed, "but I

won't take offense since that's not why |'m here.”

"Vl | 2"

Agai n the coy | ook, assessing him "Joseph wanted ne to ask you if
you'd be willing to take on a job at Seraph. Sonething about sound.

| mprovi ng the acoustics, | think, though perhaps he was talking about
some kind of systemto anmplify the nusic. | didn't entirely understand
it. | find all this nechanical talk appallingly boring."

"Sound isn't really ny field--1"mnore into notion," Caleb said. "But

| know a little about acoustics. As for anplifying music, there are a
few nmen working on it, but they haven't quite figured it out yet.
There's not nuch we know about sound--it travels, of course, and it can
be conducted, but not easily broadened--"

"Really," she interrupted. "I don't have nuch interest. Talk to
Joseph, see exactly what he wants."

He watched her a mnute, trying to see behind the perfect skin that |ay
so |l um nously over the bones of her face. "And why ask nme?" he
sai d.

"You' re supposed to be the resident genius."
"I mean, as opposed to Noah. Hi s reputation equals mne."

"Ah, well, Noah," she said, casting her eyes toward the ceiling with a
small smile. "I think perhaps Joseph mght be a little jealous if Noah
spent all his days and all his nights at Seraph. He thinks that Noah
di stracts ne, you see."

It had been a subject of much specul ati on between Cal eb and his far
nore interested Edori friend: Exactly what was the rel ationship between
t he angel and the owner of the bar? She could not be attracted to him
Joseph was the sort of man who grew only | ess appetizing on greater
acquai ntance. Noah favored the dark idea that Joseph had sone kind of
mal evol ent hold on Lilah, refusing to rel ease her from unwary prom ses



given in the past. Caleb's own theory was that she was seeking a life
as wetched as she could stand, to divert her froman interior pain
that he woul d guess was nearly unbearable. He had chosen not to voice
thi s opinion to Noah

"And does Noah distract you?" he asked pleasantly.

She smiled. "I find himquite endearing. So sweet, you know. |
didn't believe such purity really existed."

Caleb snorted. He's not quite an innocent, you know. The Edori--"
She waved a hand inpatiently. "Oh, spare ne the tales of Edori
romscuity. That's not what |I'mtal king about. He has an uncorrupted

heart. So few people do. And they're never nen."

"Thank you on behal f of ny sex."

She | aughed at him "I don't think you' re corrupt, exactly," he said.
"But you're not pure-hearted. You're a little cynical about people in
general . The worst never surprises you, though you're always delighted

by the best. You take what comes, enjoy what you can and shrug off the
rest."”

It was an eerily accurate reading from soneone who was virtually a
stranger--and a self-absorbed stranger at that. But he renmenbered
heari ng, somewhere, in some forgotten conversation that Delil ah had
been the best ever at reading other people, identifying their notives
and using their foibles against them The new Archangel apparently did
not have this skill.

"And won't Joseph be jealous of me if I'mthere all day and all night?"

he asked abruptly. "I come to hear you al nost as often as Noah."
"Ch, no. You don't worry him | told himyou don't |ike ne."
He rai sed his eyebrows. "Did you? For the sake of expedience or

because you think it's true?"

She was smiling that covert snmile again. "Onh, it's true. You think
["m-untrustworthy. You think I"'mnerely flirting with your friend.
You think | have a capacity for woundi ng people and that | like to do
it."

He replied just as candidly. "I think you' ve been hurt enough to
figure other people deserve a little pain. Spread it around a
little. "

"You see what | mean? Noah would never say a thing like that to ne.
He's not cruel enough."

"Wul d Joseph?"

"He's not cl ever enough.”

"I don't pretend to be clever and don't wish to be cruel, don't dislike
you. | don't entirely trust you. | do wonder how you deal with al

that m sery unless you can find ways to channel it somepl ace."

Her dark eyes nocked him "M sery?" she repeated.



"I'f ny hands and eyes failed nme and | could no |onger do the work I

| ove--yet ny mind remai ned active, inventing things, | could never
actually put together--1 think it m ght make ne a wetched man. | know
who you are, Delilah. Noah knows. | would imagi ne everyone who sees
you knows. It's a hard secret to keep."

She sat up straighter, a little flare of anger washi ng col or across her
face. "If | had wanted to be secretive, | would have hidden nyself in
Hagar's retreat and shunned the conpany of nortals she said haughtily.
"I woul d not have clinbed on stage to sing with a voice that everyone
in Samaria recognizes. Naturally people know me. But few of them
choose to taunt me with ny past.”

"I wasn't taunting you," he said softly. "And you know You read ne
right, but | believe | understand you well enough. | have no wish to
make ny best friend jeal ous nmerely to provide
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you diversion. |If Joseph is so interested in having nme wire up
something in his place, tell himl'll see what | can do--as |long as
Noah does the job with me. Wuld that satisfy him do you think? Wuld
it satisfy you?"

She stared at hima |long monent, flags of fury flying across her

cheeks. But, give her credit, she did not refute the accusation. He

t hought that, as a change from Joseph's oiliness and Noah's purity, she
mght find his forthright astringency a refreshing change. He couldn't
help it; a warmsnile escaped him and he shook his head.

"Come on,"
her .

he said, rising to his feet and holding his hand out to

"I will buy you dinner. |'mhungry after all."

She waited a mutinous moment. "If you think you're safe with nme." she
said. "If you're sure you won't succumb to ny wiles."

"I"'msure," he said, earning another quick |ook of resentment. But
then, surprising him she |aughed gracefully and acqui esced. She
allowed himto pull her upright and usher her fromthe apartnent. Caleb
paused to | ock the door behind them wondering what in the god's nane
he was going to tell Noah about this evening.

Later, Caleb would date his friendship with the fallen Archangel from

t hat evening--not the dinner itself, though he enjoyed it i mensely,

but fromthat swi ft, honest conversation in his apartnent beforehand.
Over the neal, they |aughed and talked like old friends, Delilah
favoring himw th her wi cked and dead-on views of the nost prom nent
civil |eaders of Lum naux and, when he knew them the nmen and wonen who
dom nated the rest of Samarian society. Review ng the conversation

| ater, he was surprised to renenber that he had done nore than his
share of tal king, nostly under her gentle ironic prodding. So that she
had | earned nore of himthan he had of her, except that she was

exceedi ngly pl easant conpany when she chose to be.

Though it was hard to imagine falling in love with her. She could
dazzl e anyone, he had no doubt, but |love was a different matter. It
woul d be like attenpting to enbrace a star, dizzyingly above you in a
wi nter sky. He did not aspire so high.

Noah, he was convi nced, had no such trouble imagining that state,
t hough he never spoke of the state of his heart. Wen the two nen
tal ked of Delilah, which was often, they spoke in nore general terns.

"I wonder if she finds it strange, the conpany she keeps these days,"
Noah once said. They were, of course, at the back table in Seraph
nursing their third or fourth glass of wine. Delilah had just finished
her [ ast set and had been called to a table of Senorran
visitors--wealthy young wormen, or so it appeared, vacationing here on
their parents' money. "She used to be anong angels. She arranged

di nner parties for the Manadavvi and the river nerchants bribed her

wi th expensive presents. Now, the shopkeepers and the wine sellers
call her by name, and the little girls who would have been afraid to
touch her heminsist that she sit with themand taste their wne."

"And those she has chosen as friends don't seemtoo prom sing, either,"



Cal eb responded. "M, a rootless inventor, and you, one of the godless
Edori."

"Hardly godl ess," Noah murnmured.
"By the angels' criteria you are. An Archangel and an Edori - now,
that's a strange pairing."

"Not so strange," Noah said. "There was just such a pairing not so
| ong ago."

True enough; though, the nmarriage of the Archangel Gabriel and the
Edori slave woman Rachel was hardly the ordinary fable of divine life.
"Well, a hundred and fifty years,"” Caleb drawied. "I don't believe the
two races have even spoken since."

Noah snmiled faintly and lifted his glass. "Here's to inproving harnony
between the nortal and the angelic,"” he said. "I'mready to do ny
part."

But that was as far as the talk went; Caleb wondered how the dreans had
gone. It didn't help matters that he and Noah had accepted Joseph's
job offer (which had nothing to do with sound in fact, and everything
to do with inproved Iighting), which took themto Seraph on a daily
basis. Delilah was never there during the days (apparently she was a
late riser; they never once saw her before the sun went down). Still
her presence inforned the place like a perfume, and all the

nodi fications they were doing were specifically designed to focus nore
attention on her while she stood upon the stage.

Del il ah was never there, but Joseph was never absent, and the two nen
grew heartily sick of himbefore the first day was out. He liked to
wat ch them work, offered ridicul ous suggestions. He shared with them
details of some of the shrewd busi ness deals he had nade in the past.
More than once he offered to set themup with "a nice girl, she's
friendly, she likes Edori" or "a beautiful brunette, a Jansai princess.
Her not her and father guarded her long, as the Jansai do with their
wonen, and now she wants to | earn about what she missed.”

"Do you think Delilah knows?" Noah asked once after they had declined
the offers with enough force to send their enployer fromthe room "I
think he's actually housing prostitutes, nmaybe in this building. Do
you think we should tell her?"

Cal eb thought again of the expression that always crossed Delilah's
face when Joseph cane anywhere near her--a mxture of revul sion, relief
and nental obliteration. As if she were thinking, This is as bad as it
gets. No worse. "She knows," he said.

"I think we should tell her."

Cal eb shrugged. "You do it, then."

"Well, she'd | eave himthen, don't you think?"

And Cal eb thought, as he often did, You may | ove her, but you don't
know her nearly as well as | do. Then again, perhaps that was why Noah

| oved her.

It was inpossible to tell how Delilah viewed Noah. She seened to treat



hi m as she woul d any infatuated school boy, with a m xture of affection
and nockery. She was never unkind to him but she was never
particularly genuine with him either. But sonething--his devotion

t hat innocence she found so attractive--drew her to himnight after

ni ght when she coul d have been pl easi ng Joseph rmuch better by mngling
with the wealthy and powerful patrons of the establishnent. |f Noah
was at Seraph, sooner or later she would cone to his table, if only
briefly, and exchange a few words and a snmile. Caleb had observed no
one el se to whom she paid the sane degree of attention

One night in particular stood out as typical of the strange, troubled

rel ationship. It was several hours past mdnight and Cal eb was | ongi ng
for his bed. But Noah had insisted they stay just another five
m nutes, just another ten, till Delilah nade her ritual appearance.

When she finally nade her circuitous way to their table, she refused to
sit, but stood with her hands folded on a chair back, chatting idly.

"I hate this tine of year, don't you?" she asked. "It's dark and it's
cold. By the time | wake up, it seens there are only two or three
hours of sunlight left."

"You should try getting out and enjoying the beauties of the season,"”
Noah suggested. "I'll take you wal king sonme day. We'll look for the
birds that have conme south for the winter, and watch for ice on the
river."

She | aughed and flicked her gaze to Caleb. "Now, that's a proposition
I haven't heard since ny teenage years," she said. | never believed in
any of that |et's-Iook-for-baby-deer routine, somehow | think our

good- hearted Edori would really take ne on a nature wal k."

"Probably do you good," Caleb responded. "Noah can identify trees and
shrubs for you, too. He knows everything about plant life--what'l
cure you, what'll kill you. He'd probably even find the herb that
woul d sweeten your disposition.”

"Ah, | don't want sweetening, | want amesia," Delilah said. "I'd be
the nicest girl you ever could imagine if only you coul d'--she paused
and lifted one hand to give it an indeterm nate wave--"cl ean out sone
of these dreary thoughts in ny head."

"For that you need science, not medicine," Caleb told her. "You nust
have heard how dangerous electricity is. A stray current can |ance
right through you, erase everything in your head." He gl anced around.

"We've got a few loose wires here. Wuld you like to try it?"
"Cal eb!"™ Noah exclained, but Delilah merely | aughed.

"I"ll keep it in mnd," she promsed. "If things ever becone too
grim"”

"I woul d hope, before they got that bad, that you'd try other renedies
first,” Noah said.

Now she gave himher attention, and a smile that was genuinely sweet.
"Don't worry about nme, kind Edori," she said. "~Su is the only true
gauge we have."

"OfF what?" Noah demanded, but she did not answer. Joseph who had been
exchangi ng pleasantries with three nmen at a table, had just then



appeared at Delilah's side.

"And what did you think of the concert tonight?" he asked, lacing his
massi ve fingers through Delilah's small ones. Her hand, lost in his,
| ooked like a doll's. "Lilah's voice pleased you?"

"As always," Caleb replied. "W are both addicted."

"We are all addicted," Joseph said. He tucked his free hand under the
angel's chin and gave her a quick kiss on the mouth. Caleb felt Noah
go rigid beside him his own muscles though it was hardly the first
time they had seen the Jansai ~kiss Delilah. She, as usual, made no
nove to draw away, showed an expression that could be read w thout

i beral speculation. Casually, when Joseph dropped his hand, she
turned away and picked up Noah's wi neglass fromthe table.

"I"'mso thirsty," she murrmured. "Thank you, of course."

And she took one swall ow and set the glass back down. But Caleb could
not help thinking that she wanted the drink to wash away the kiss, and
si pped from Noah's gl ass because his touch had al chenized the wine into
somet hing purer. Fanciful, of course, but Delilah inspired fancifu

t houghts. There was not hi ng about her that was mundane.

That Noah had seen the gesture as sonething entirely different was
evident by the smile on his face; he thought she honored hi m by
drinking fromhis goblet, setting her lips to the ri mwhere he had

pl aced his own mouth. A kiss across glass, so he read it--and who was
to say that he was not right instead, or in addition? She was as
conpl ex as the nysterious flame that ran through their wires and

swi tches. They woul d al ways be guessing with m stresses such as

t hese.

And so they spent their days and nost of their nights at Seraph,

al t hough Caleb sinply had to break away fromtine to tine. For one
thing, he had other jobs in the city to conplete; for another, he was
not by nature happy to be pinned to one place.

"You shoul d have been born Edori--you're wanderer enough for it," Noah
told himone night when, for a change of scene, they had decided to
have their evening neal at the Edori canpsite west of town. Caleb
recogni zed only two or three of the ten people seated on mats and rough
stool s around their cooking fire, though Noah seened in sone vague way

to be related to themall. That was the Edori way; anyone was wel cone
at any tent, at any canpfire, and young boys Noah had never once
nmenti oned woul d approach himcasually and call him"brother." If it

didn't get too suffocating, Caleb supposed, such intinmacy m ght have a
certain appeal

"And getting itchy feet--itchier by the day," he agreed. He hitched
his stool closer to the fire. Even in the warm southern provinces,
wi nter made the night chilly. "Wen is that trip we're supposed to
take in your machine? Wat have you been calling it the Beast? That
woul d break up the dull routine very nicely."

One of the older Edori nen | ooked up fromhis stew "lIs that the trip
to Breven?" he asked. "To neet with Marco?"

Noah nodded, not seeming to mind this intrusion into a private
conversation. "Yes, Thonms, but not for another two or three weeks,"



he said. "That's when all the other Edori will be arriving in Breven

and we'll get a better idea of numbers."
Cal eb was bewi |l dered. "But what are you sayi ng?"
"I told you--1 have a client interested in motorized boats."

"Edori clients? But where are they going? Edori don't travel by
wat er. "

Thomas | aid aside his plate with the air of one preparing to enter a
deep phil osophical discussion. "Only way to get where they're going is
by boat," he said softly.

"But--" Cal eb began, and then stopped. "Ch, surely not," he said.
"They can't believe you can build a notorboat that will take them al
the way to Ysral."

"I'f not Ysral, where?" the old man said. "If not now, when! The
hills and vall eys of Samaria are closing against the Edori. Once there
was not a mountain, not a river, not a desert that we could not cross,
not a stone we did not recognize, for we had been to the place where it
was chi pped fromthe ground. The Edori lived everywhere. And now-"

"Now, " a much younger man joined in passionately, "we are herded
toget her in sanctuaries that no farmer and no Jansai would think it
worth his time to spit on. Are we expected to farmthe havens? M ne
then? Merely to canp there, living off the ~took' |and that cannot
even sustain its wildlife? These are not sanctuaries, ny friend, no
matter what the allali call them They ar living cemeteries. The
Edori have been sent there to die."

"But Ysral--" Caleb started.
"It is far," Thomas conceded. "W do not know how far. But the Edori
have travel ed great distances before, and endured hardship to get
there, and with Yovah's gui dance arrived safely. W can nake it to
Ysral and our new life."

"But no one has ever been to Ysral--or at l|least, returned to tell of
it!" Caleb exclained. There are no maps--you have no i dea what
hazards lie in your path as you cross the ocean, what storms may beset
you, or how many days you will be on the journey. You do not even have
any proof the place exists--you could sail on for eternity, till your
sailors die and your food runs out and your boat rots beneath your
feet."

"Which is why the notorized boat has nmet with such ent husi asm anong t he
Edori," Noah nurrmured. "It is much faster than a vessel which relies
on wind or manpower, and it is never becal ned."

"It is still dashed to the ocean floor in a storm"”

"Possi bly, but a power source independent of wi nd and waves will make
it easier to control in a gale.™

"What do you know of it? You' ve never gone to sea in your life."

"No, but so the sailors have told ne. Wy are you so skeptical ? |
t hought you'd be excited. A whole new problem-a whol e new puzzle."



"Well, and, certainly, if the project was to design a notorboat to
allow fishernen to go a few extra niles off the Jordana coast, |'d say
yes, great idea, let nme help. But this is--This is like ny designing a
pair of wings and telling a boy he can fly to Mount Sinai with them |
know he can't."

"He could, if you could just perfect your design," Noah said with a
smle. "It is the invention that is at fault, not the destination."

"Possi bl y--but you cannot even be sure of your destination!"

"It has been told to us by descendants of those who have been to Ysra
and returned," Thomas said. "They have described the beautiful Iand
and its sunptuous fruits, the water sweet as honey--"

"I know, | know," Caleb interrupted, "and nothing but harnony there as
the Edori live in peace anong their brothers. The Edori have tal ked of
a honeland in Ysral since before the days of slavery under Raphael

But those are nyths--1legends--those tales are fromso | ong ago that you
cannot renenber which father first told it to his son. How can you be
sure those journeys were actually made--to and from Ysral? There is no
proof. There are no nenentoes ferried back across the ocean. There
are only stories.”

"How do we know t hat Yovah exists and that he carried us to here in his
own cupped hands nore than six centuries ago?" he asked gently. "W
have no proof that he guards us, that he listens to our prayers--"

"Especially lately," nmuttered sonmeone in shadow on the other side of
the fire.

"Don't start a theol ogical discussion with nme," Caleb warned. "I am
not a man with much religious faith. That is the wong ~ to draw."

"No faith?" Thomas asked, clearly incredul ous.
"Don't start," Noah murnured. "Truly--"
"But where exactly is your faith uncertain?" Thomas asked, "Surely you

bel i eve that Yovah dwells in the heavens above us, ready al ways to hear
our petitions and respond to our prayers."

Caleb took a deep breath and expelled it. "Were is the proof of
that?" he asked finally. "How do we know he is there?"

Thomas gestured. "The rains, the wi nds--"

"They come as they will. W have studied this, a little. Wen water
evaporates into a cooler air mass, it condenses. 1In a |aboratory, you

get m st on your glass. Over a continent, you get, rain."

"But the control of the rain! The dispersion of the storms! Wen the
angels fly aloft and sing their prayers, causing the clouds to
part--"

"The clouds will eventually part no matter what. Sun and storm nmake a
pattern we can forecast even when we cannot alter it. And," Caleb
added, nodding toward the shadowy form who had spoken earlier, "if the
angel s ever had any ability to influence weather, they appear to have



lost it now "

"Not the Archangel ," said a worman sitting to his left. Both Caleb and
Noah | ooked sharply her way; Caleb was the first to realize that she
referred to the woman who had repl aced Delilah at the Eyrie.

"They do say Yovah listens to her when he hears no one else," another
Edori agreed. "But still there are storns."

Thomas conti nued addressing Caleb. "And still you do not believe?"
"I amnot that inpressed by weather."

"What of the other manifestations? The thunder and the lightning bolts
that the god throws down when nen have ni sbehaved or failed to honor
hi nP"

Cal eb spread his hands. "Wat thunder? What |ightning? Have you
personal ly wi tnessed this?"

"In the time of Rachel and Gabriel--"
"Rachel and Gabriel! A hundred and fifty years ago!"

"Yovah sent lightning twice in the space of a few days. Once to bring
down the Gal o Mountain when the G oria was not sung on the appointed
day. And once to destroy Wndy Point, when Gabriel asked himto |evel
that evil place."

"Were you there?" Caleb asked quietly. "Did you see this? Did anyone
you know see this?"

"The tale has been told by the fathers of our fathers' fathers who were
there and sawit. And they told their sons, who told theirs, who told
theirs.”

"A story," Caleb said sinply. "A legend."

"Then why is the Gal o mountain burned black with marks that will not
wash out after nore than a century of rain? Wy is the ground bel ow
W ndy Point covered with smashed boul ders that appear to have been
flung froma great height? Wat destroyed these places, if not the
god?"

"Anything," Caleb replied. "A stone that fell fromthe sky. Such a
stone fell twenty years ago, causing the whole plain north of the
Hel doras to light up like fire."

"But that stone left a crater half the size of the Plain of Sharon,"”
Noah pointed out. "Not jagged rocks as sharp as cut ~."

"Well, then, there are other explanations. |If in fact |ightning snote
t he nmount ai ns, why not just plain old lightning? There's plenty of
that. Wo said every bolt had to be generated by the god?"

"Well, no, not every bolt, but these were documented--"

"Not well enough for ne," Caleb said.

Thomas continued to regard himsteadily, nore with amazenment than ire.



"So," he said. "you are truly an atheist. Then how do you account for
us being here at all--living on Samari a--brought here by what device if
not by Yovah hinsel f?"

Caleb grinned. "Now, that's a nystery that puzzles me every tinme |
open my mind to it," he adnmitted. "The Librera says Jovah carried us
here in his cupped pal ns, over a great distance, froma far place
filled with violence and hatred. But how did he do that? How did he
pi ck us? Wy did he pick us? Al though the why is not nearly as

conpelling as the how In his cupped hands? What does that nean? |If
| chose to carry sonething over a great distance, | would find a box or
a bucket or a container of sone sort. Say | were going to nove a
colony of ants from Gaza to Breven. | wouldn't want to carry themin

nmy hands. They'd never nake the trip safely. Hands nust be a metaphor
in this context, but a metaphor for what? And what exactly is nmeant by
a great distance? The distance from Sanaria to the stars that we see
above us--how far is that? W can't even guess how to neasure that
sort of space. Perhaps it was no nmore than the width of the ocean

Per haps Jovah carried us away from Ysral, a place of violence and
hatred--"

That, of course, was going too far; hal f-a-dozen Edori voices rose in
protest. Caleb |aughed and flung his hands up for peace. "Anyway, you
see, these are the questions that vex ne when ny thoughts turn to Jovah
and the origin of the race," he said. "I ama nman of science.

guestion everything. And so far, religion has not provided ne with any
answers | like."

Thomas turned to Noah and patted himon the shoul der, while gesturing

back toward Caleb. "Be sure and guard this one very closely,"” he said
ina kind voice. "Hs way is hard, and he is likely to stunble.”

Noah was grinning. "I do what | can for him He's fairly hopeless. A
good m nd, you know, but somewhat disordered."”

"I amnot the only one who thinks this way," Caleb pointed out. "The
nmore we know of science, the nore we question about god."

"Questions are good," Thomas said. "I hope you find your answer.

There is only one, but it may take you your lifetime to discover."

"Well," Noah interjected, "there's one answer he hasn't given us yet,
and that's whether he'll help build the boat. Yes? No? -~ ~ne think
about it a day or two?"

"I think it's crazy," Caleb said. "But | understand your desire. 1'Il
help, if the offer's still open."

"Yes!" Noah excl ai med, knocking his fists together in a gesture of
victory. "l knew you couldn't resist the challenge."

"You need ne," Caleb said. "You're not smart enough to design such a

project on your own."

Wth a yelp of protest, Noah lunged for his friend and westled himto
the ground. They rolled clunsily fromside to side. bunping into

bodi es and kicking apart the fire. Around themwas the sound of Edori

| aughter and the snell of disturbed ashes. Caleb was |aughing too hard
to put up much of a struggle, but he eventually managed to fi ght
hinself to a sitting position, with Noah's hands still clanped around



his neck. It was a raucous end to a pl easurabl e day, and he found
hinself preferring it to another night at Seraph. Wen Noah rel eased
him one of the Edori brought them each another nug of ale, and they
conti nued drinking conpani onably well into the night.

Thus, Caleb was not at his best the next day, nore tired than he shoul d
have been and dragging fromthe effects of the alcohol. He put in a
good day's work (not at Seraph this week; one of the mnusic schools
wanted himto design a machine that would automatically strike hammers
agai nst their collection of bells) and he figured he woul d make an
early evening of it at his own place, for a change.

It was a reginme he followed for three days running, and he was
surprised at how pleased his body was at the early nights and extra
hours of sleep. He was not surprised, the evening of that third day,
when one of the baker's daughters told himhe had conpany awaiting him
on the bal cony outside his door

"I't's an angel |ady," she said, her voice lowered, as if those bright
wi ngs endowed t he beings with enhanced hearing as well as flight and
beauty.

"No doubt," Caleb said a little wyly. "Wy don't you--1'I1 take sone
of those sweet rolls as well, while I"'mhere. Since it |ooks like I'l
be entertaining."

The girl put four sticky buns into a bag. "She's very beautiful," she
offered. "l didn't know you knew any angels."
"Well, I know one."

"She didn't give ne her nane, and when | asked what | should tell you,
she said, "Tell himit's the Archangel.""

Cal eb | aughed, although it struck himas odd that Delilah would so nane
hersel f before this young girl--before anyone, actually.

It was atitle she seldomlaid claimto.
"Thanks for the advance warning," he said, and left the shop to take
the iron steps two at a time. But when he arrived at the top of the

| andi ng, he received a profound shock: The slim bl ond angel standing
noti onl ess before himwas not Delilah. 1t was no one he had ever seen
before in his life.

Chapt er Four

Alleluia had left the Eyrie with a sense of relief. So many of her
days seemed hedged about with difficult decisions, deep uncertainties,
tasks to be performed that she had somehow overl ooked. Now at | east,
however unsuccessful her mssion mght prove to be, she was taking
action, and this made her feel sonehow stronger. She was a worman with
purpose, on a mission, with a goal

Even better--she was escapi ng: She had al ways | oved the Eyrie, ever
since she first went there to live--loved its glowing walls, its

endl ess | abyrinth of roonms, the color and notion and sound that nade it
such a vivid place. Especially the sound. the Eyrie was alive with
musi c. Night and day, singers gathered in two- and three-person shifts
to sing fromthe open roombuilt at the highest point of the hold--so,



ni ght and day, the air was flavored with the sweetest of nusic, the
heart was soot hed by the nost harnoni ous of sounds. Every singer in
the hold took his or her turn in the duets and small chorales; it was
one of the ~delai for which the Eyrie was fanous.

But sonetimes, and it was al nost sacrilege in a |land devoted to the
principle of harnony--sonetimes Alleya found herself |longing for a
monent or two of silence. An hour, perhaps; ~indeq she would not
conplain at a day's worth of stopped nusic. It was one of the reasons
she so often took refuge in the soundproofed nmusic roomns; there she
could have conplete quiet for as |long as she desired.

Now, of course, that angelic harnony was the | east of the noises to
assault her. More likely, it was a nerchant's angry voice or the sound
of someone calling her name on a note of panic or doors slamm ng.
Arguments. She longed for a cool, still place where no one spoke for
hours at a tine.

In fact, that was one of the reasons she had deci ded to make Mount
Sinai her first stop, although she had perfectly legitinmate reasons for
goi ng there, too. Know edge of past history had served her so well in
her dealings with the Manadavvi that she thought general research m ght
gi ve her nmore ammunition in future debates.

It was Samuel who had suggested that Munt Sinai mght offer other
treasures as well, for it was the first site to be opened by the
oracl es when the colonists arrived on Samaria. |t was generally held
to have the nost conplete library of texts brought by those early
settlers. But those manuscripts, as Alleya pointed out, were in a

| anguage | ong since discarded by the Samari ans.

"But isn't that the | anguage the oracles still use?" Sanuel asked.
"When they're speaking with the god?"

She had stared at him for of course he was right. "And they mnust
learn it sonmehow," she added for him "So there nust be-what? G anmmar
books? Manual s? Dictionaries?"

"Somet hing," he agreed. "If you look, you'll find sonmething. O you
can always ask Job or Mary how they learned and if they' Il teach
you. "

They had | ooked at each other a long tine, weighing that. Then--"Nooo,"
they said in unison, and they both | aughed. Alleya had so far nanaged
to steer pretty much clear of the oracles; she didn't need one nore set
of people telling her what to do.

So on a cold, brilliant day she left for Mount Sinai, the first stop on
atrip to Lumnaux to look for an electrician who could bring her nusic
machi nes back to life. 1t sounded very productive and necessary- - not
at all like she was fleeing to a place of silence and peace.

It took only a few hours of easy flying to cover the 150 niles to the
nmount ai nous sl opes that housed the oracle's retreat. As she stepped
i nside the cool, gray tunnel that led to the interior of Munt Sinai
Alleya was filled with a sense of absolute calm Her ~ not even been
aware of . Even her wings felt lighter

There was silver coolness, witch light against a lifting mst. Alleya
liked the dreamnmy effect, renmpte and soothing, in keeping with



everyt hing el se about this place.

She passed quickly through the first roonms she came to, the public
foyers and the small er conference roons. She had spent a few days here
when she was quite young, and she'd never conme back, but she renenbered
the layout fairly well. Down that hallway, the sleeping roons and the
ki tchens; down that one, the oracle's private chanbers. But here, at
the center of the maze were the roonms where the nystic's true work was
done: the archives, where all know edge was kept, and the centra
chanmber where the glowing blue plate provided an interface with the
god.

Al l eya had neant to go directly to the archives, but the eerie blue
light on that gl ass screen drew her across the room al nost agai nst her
will. Not touching anything, she spread her fingers and suspended her
open hands over the knobs and buttons that the oracles pressed when
they wi shed to conmuni cate with Jovah. Job, she renenbered, had call ed
it a keyboard. He had touched his fingers to three of its synbols, and
the lights and letters on the screen had instantly rippled and
rearranged thenselves. It was the nost awesone thing Alleya had ever
seen.

The pictures on the screen now were unnovi ng, unreadabl e navy-col ored
hi er ogl yphi cs agai nst the cel estial background. |If she could nenorize
them Alleya thought, and if she could indeed find some grammar book to
teach her the old tongue, she m ght be able to deci pher whatever
nmessage the god was sending now to an enpty room She sniled at the

t hought. Jovah knew better than to communi cate with soneone who wasn't
there.

And better than to try to comruni cate with someone who could not reply.
Resol utely she turned her back on the nesnerizing display and slipped
into the huge roomthat opened off the center one. This one was darker
than all the others, and bigger, so that it took her eyes a noment to
adjust. It was just as she renmenbered: piles of |eather bound books
lining every wall, additional volunes nore coherently arranged on wood
shel ves that reached al nbst to the high, sloped ceiling, maps attached
by hooks to the stone walls, and | ocked netal cases hol di ng who knew
what treasures or secrets.

She remenbered the last tine she had been here, nearly twenty years
ago, hol ding her nother's hand and too fascinated to be frightened (as
she shoul d have been). "What's that place? Wat's that map? Is it
Samaria? Can | go look at it?" she had asked, and her mother told her
to be quiet just as the oracle Rebekah told her No. (No what? No, it
was not Samaria? No, she could not ook at it? 1In any case, she did
not go any closer. Rebekah found what she was rummagi ng for in that
back room and they had all returned to the god' s chanber.)

Now she could go as close as she |liked and exanmi ne the pictures on the
wal . For there were three maps, she saw as she went deeper into the
room-one she could see fromthe doorway and two that cane into view
only after she stepped inside. She went to the far wall to exam ne the
one that had first caught her eye. It was not Samaria, that was
certain--it did not look like any place at all. It was nerely a series
of dots, and clusters of dots, with white |ines hand-drawn at various

| ocations connecting dots so that they formed fanciful faces and
shapes. Alleya traced the designs with her finger. This one |ooked
like a horse; this one like a flower in full bloom A broken red line
made an erratic path fromone corner of the map diagonally to the



other, alnost as if someone were |aying a course between the dots and
faces, She could not even begin to guess what such a map m ght be
recordi ng; perhaps it was something else entirely. |In any case, it was
so old that the paper was brown and the red of the pathway had faded to
a nuddy col or.

The hangi ngs on the other wall | ooked nore |like maps to her-and one

m ght even be Samaria. It was oddly proportioned, though, as if the
continent had been laid across a globe and stretched and pulled to make
it fit some unfamiliar contours. The Galilee River was sketched in, as
were sonme of the mmjor nountain ranges, but the |and was not divided
into the three provinces as it was in every nodern map. So! Perhaps
these were the rough di nensions of Samaria as the settlers had first
seen it, hastily outlined and inaccurately represented, but essentially
a plot of the homeland they would create. It nust be as old as the
history of the angels. It nade Alleya shiver to ook at it.

The other was far nore detailed, a map of continents and oceans wth
every river, |ake, nountain, desert and city shaded in and nanmed. Idly
readi ng over the foreign words, Alleya was startled to find, here and
there, nanes she partially recognized: Jordan, Galilee, Bethlehem
Could this be a depiction of the place the settlers had cone fronf?

Al'l eya brushed her finger across the faded coastlines, the gray seas,
and felt another chill spider wal k down her back

But she was not here to | ook at pictures hundreds of years old, maps
that could tell her nothing. Books--now, books could tell stories with
noral s she needed to learn. |If she could find the right books.

She sorted through the shelves and piles for a good hour, opening dusty
covers and scanni ng i nconprehensi bl e pages, |ooking for nanes or
phrases that sounded famliar. At first she nade a stack of
possibilities--anything that nentioned Hagar or Uriel, the first
Archangel , often enough to seemlike a record of their time period--but
t hese began piling up so quickly she realized she woul d need anot her
qualifier. And the task was beginning to | ook hopel ess, for, as Alleya
scanned the pages, she saw that al nost none of the words were in
current usage; she would have to | ook up each one, |aboriously,

i ndi vidual |l y--assum ng she could actually find a dictionary. It could
take years to translate a single chapter, and she did not think she had
anywhere near that much tine.

Until what? she thought, for the idea that there was a deadline
approachi ng made her uneasy. Don't have rmuch tinme until what?

So it | ooked hopel ess, but a certain stubbornness nade her keep conbi ng
t he shel ves, anyway. Chance and her random browsi ng brought her a nost
fortunate find just as she was about to give up completely. It was a
massi ve | eat her bound book that she found on the floor, lying on top of
two smal |l er books. The flyleaf of the biggest volume was inscribed by
hand and signed by the oracle Josiah

"1, Josiah, in the fifth year of the glorious reign of the ange
Gabriel, have, at the direction of the Archangel, begun translation of
the earliest accounts of the settlers' arrival in Samaria. It is the
Archangel's fear that we will lose the ability to read those early
records as we lose all touch with that |anguage and as we forget the
stories that have been told to us by our fathers and their fathers.
Thus | set down in the ~ tongue the words witten in the |ost |anguage,
choosing for text the first volume of the historian Paul, in



observation as well as his accuracy..."

There was nmore in the sanme vein, but Alleya skipped it to skin through
the handwitten manuscript itself. Josiah had laid out the book in an
unusual style, with a page of the old | anguage and a page of the nodern
version, so that the know edgeabl e could interpret controversial
passages of the original text for hinself. |Indeed, in several places
he had inscribed question marks and possible alternative definitions in
brackets next to a word in his translation. Just in flipping through

t he pages, Alleya found two instances where he had witten yet another
word in the margin, attributing it to "Ezekiel" or "Jezebel." The
other two oracles of his time, Alleya presuned; who el se would know t he
anci ent writing?

It couldn't have been better. It was as if Gabriel had anticipated her
need and fulfilled it; no wonder they said he had been the greatest
Archangel of all tine. Alleya was filled with equal parts excitenent
and awe, but she took a monent to glance at the other two books in
Josiah's little pile. One was conpletely unreadabl e--possibly the
original text fromwhich Josiah had been translating. The other--ah
anot her di scovery, as good as the first.

This was not exactly a dictionary but a book of phrases witten in the
original |anguage and translated to one that seemed very close to the

nodern Samarian version. It too was handwitten, with an inscription
on the opening page from someone identified only as the oracle of Gaza
during the reign of Mchael. WIlIl, there had been nore than one

Archangel named M chael, so it was inmpossible to place the oracle in a
specific time frane, but it scarcely mattered when the seer had |ived
as long as he or she had taken the time to set down inportant know edge
in witing.

Al l eya | ooked nore closely at the lines of text and their explanations.
Even the quasi-nodern interpretations, though put in famliar words,
made very little sense to her. "ls the geneal ogical program | oaded? Is
there sufficient nenmory left? .... Are there records that need to be
purged?" Paging back to the introduction, Alleya received yet another
jolt, for here the oracle had witten, "lInstructions for the novice
upon first beginning to interface with the god." These were the words
and phrases used by the oracles when they spoke to Jovah through the

gl owi ng screen. These were words only the holy people should see, and
Al l eya cl osed the book quickly.

And then, after a nmoment's thought, she opened it again. She was
Archangel ; she was desperate; and in her own way she communi cated with
the god all the time. This had been left to her, alnost deliberately,
it seemed, by the great nen and wonen of the past. She would be
foolish to leave it behind if it could help her |earn what she needed
to know. It was a bequest, and she would not forgo or abuse it.

She took another minute or two to | ook around, but she knew she had
found what she cane for. So she slipped the books into her |eather
carrying sack and slung the strap over her shoul der

Entering the main chanber as she left the archives, she could not
resi st one nmore glance at the interface. The next tine she was here,
per haps, she would be able to read the dark words on the gl ow ng
screen, though she would not do anything so intenperate as to
respond.



She turned to go, paused, and turned back, narrow ng her eyes agai nst
the di stance that separated her fromthe blue screen. She could not be
sure, but she thought the hieroglyphics on the face now were different
fromthose that had appeared when she first stepped into the chamnber.
She crossed the roomto stand once nore before the screen, trying to
renmenber exactly what those other letters had | ooked |like. Well, there
had been fewer of them that nuch she renmenbered; the screen was now
crowded with synbols, nunmbers, a pattern of pinpoints. That was not
what had been di spl ayed when she first wal ked in.

And then, causing her backbone to nelt into her knees, the screen

di ssol ved and shifted even as she watched it. She gasped; her hand
flewto her nouth, but she stayed frozen in place as the letters
wriggled and re-forned. Two short words only, but invested with a
silent urgency, for each letter was several inches high and each word
filled half the screen. It nust nean sonething, something trenendous
or terrible, but Alleya had no idea what.

Who was the god addressing and what was he asking? What was so
pressing that he nust offer his thoughts to an enpty room or did he
hope that some | earned stranger woul d happen through and see the
nmessage on his screen?

O did he sonehow know Al |l eya was standing there watchi ng--and was he
directing his message at her?

Leaving Mount Sinai, Alleya was in a state of some perturbation so she
was not paying conplete attention during the early stage of her flight
sout heast toward Lumi naux. She therefore hadn't noticed the sudden
drop in tenperature as she crossed the Galilee R ver, and the first
strong gust of wind caught her alnost totally off-guard. She had been
flying | ower than usual, out of shear |aziness, and the force of the

wi nd knocked her sideways and dangerously low to the ground before she
punped her wi ngs furiously enough to regain the necessary altitude
where she began to be nore alert. The icy currents swirling into the
war mer southern air were sure signs of trouble, and she was not
surprised, a fewniles later, to find herself heading directly into a
pelting rainstorm The central regions of Sanmaria had received nore
than their share of rain in past nonths, although recent reports had

i ndi cated the weat her was under control. But even from her vantage
poi nt far above, Alleya could see the ground was marshy; stands of
trees stood drooping in unnatural pools of water, and fresh rivulets
made rippling patterns around rocks and boul ders that used to rest idly
on dry ground. Cdearly, rain was not wel conme again here today. No one
had asked her for a weather intercession--but she was here, and it was
one of the few things she was truly good at.

She increased the pace of her w ngbeats, angling upward through the
dense wet masses of clouds. She was ainmng for the still sun-drenched
sky above the storm but she clinbed and clinbed through the heavy air
and never broke free to daylight. The clouds were thicker than she had
ever seen them piled on top of each other in inpenetrable profusion

Very well; she could sing in the storm She sl owed the sweeping rhythm
of her wings, feeling the feathers curl and drag as they passed through
the sodden air. All she needed was enough notion to hold her in place,
al t hough the air itself was so liquid she alnost felt she could fl oat
init as she could in ariver. She lifted her arnms above her head in a
gesture of supplication; then, closing her eyes, she began to sing.



Her voice was sweet and thin as drifting canpfire snoke; she al ways
pictured its spiraling sparkle wending its way toward the god like a
trail of vapor. Odd people had been noved by her voice. Poets,
madwonen, autistic children, angels who cared for no singers but

t hensel ves--these were the people who crouched at her feet when she

of fered prayers to Jovah. Mbst others nerely listened, and nodded, and
went on their way, unaffected.

But Jovah heard her. He always had. Alnost, she could follow the
disintegrating m st of her song as it glittered through the |owering
cl ouds and arced through the [ ayer of sunlight somewhere above her,
then skittered past the coruscating stars straight to Jovah's ears.

Li ke the lunatics and nystics, he heard her; her voice caught his
wandering attention. She felt himstart, as if he had been touched
unexpectedly on the cheek, and then relax again as he realized it was
only Alleya asking for a sinple favor. Yes, of course, happy to do
what you ask, she inagined hi msaying; and as she thought it, the air
around her began to shift and |lighten

She stayed al oft another thirty mnutes or so, hovering where she had
prayed, and feeling the clouds shred away beneath her wings. It was a
glorious feeling to petition the god and have the god respond. No
matter how often she tried it, Alleya was gratified beyond neasure when
she succeeded. She strove hard not to be vain about her ability, for
after all, any angel could do the sanme, but she could not shake the
secret belief that her voice pleased Jovah when other voices angered
him or bored him or made no inprint upon his indifference; and it
was i ndeed a marvel ous thing to be one who could charmthe god.

Wien it was clear that the storm had ended--even now a few shards of
sunlight were slicing through the clouds--Alleya shifted her weight,
dropped a few hundred feet and began flying nmore purposefully toward
sout hern Jordana. She had wanted to reach Lum naux tonight, but
realized that she m ght have del ayed too | ong, for she had one nore
stop to make before she could conplete her journey. She needed to make
a visit of strategic inmportance to the angel hold at Cedar Hills.

There were many who considered Cedar Hills the best of the angel holds,
but for Alleya's taste, it did not have quite the majesty of the Eyrie
or the quai ntness of Monteverde. Built on an open, level plan, it
seened to her nuch nore of a peasant village than a seat of divine
power - -whi ch had been exactly the intention when it was built.

However, the small houses, pretty shops and scattered angel dormitories
seened nmore |like a canmpus for nusic students than a place where people
gat hered to confer about the god. Alleya |anded gracefully in the

wel | -trimred patch of green, set aside specifically for angels to cone
to rest, and gl anced about her at the bustling activity of the city
center.

M cah, the | eader of the Cedar Hills host, m ght be anywhere-if he was
even here. She first tried the central conpound, a four-Ilevel boxy
stone buil di ng where nost of the inmportant functions of the angels were
hel d--public neals, rehearsals, hearings with petitioners. He was as
likely to be there as anywhere.

In fact, he was just |leaving the building as Alleya approached it, and
he cane directly to her side as soon as he saw her

"Well, this is an honor, angela," he said, surprised but gracious.
"What brings you to our hunble hol d?"



"Travel to Lum naux, mostly, and a desire to stay in touch," she

replied. "It seenms | amrarely in Cedar Hlls these days."

"Well, you have much to occupy you in Velora," M cah observed, |eading
her to a low, inviting building wapped in the aromas of bread and
coffee. "Let's have sonething to eat, shall we, and catch up on

event s?"

He got them seated in a private room ordered tea and cakes, and
proceeded to regale her with tales of Cedar Hills, lightly told. Alleya
listened, trying to decide if he seemed nervous or nerely guarded. The
third tinme he nentioned the Manadavvi Aaron Lesh, she realized he was
uncertai n about broaching a delicate topic.

"So the Manadavvi have been here,"” she said directly. "Wat were they
asking for? Special favors for their distributors, or for you to use
your influence on nme?"

He smiled ruefully and stirred his tea. "Both, actually. And in fact,
it wasn't the Manadavvi here, though it nay as well have been. It was
ol d Esau Heiver from Breven--one of the Jansai industrialists who deals
wi th the Manadavvi ."

"Buyi ng or selling?"

"Both. Buying raw material, selling finished products. You want

| uxury, angela, you go to Breven. You think you find it in the
Manadavvi homes and the Senorran pal aces, but they nmanufacture it in
Breven. Unbelievable things--the silks they are weaving in those new
factories are softer than a baby's cheek. And the gold--they are
maki ng plates and cups and furniture fromgold faster than the Bethe

m ners can dig the stuff up. You should fly up there for a day just to
| ook at what they're making."

"Thank you, | avoid Breven whenever possible. | find the Jansai hard
to love."

"As do we all."

"So why was Esau here? Conpl ai ni ng about the shipping problens al ong
the river? 1 had a little dispute about that nyself."

"No, | think he's entirely willing to let the Manadavvi solve their own
probl ems. What the Jansai are unhappy about are the restrictions on
child labor--they don't want to give up the children. And, perhaps in
a few instances they have a point. Children have smaller fingers, can
reach into some of those wetched machines with nore ease than adults
can--but | have an innate distaste for the whole picture, those little
bodi es slaving away in those nmetallic coffins--"

"What did you tell hinP"

M cah gave her his easy snmle. He was a pleasant and |ikable fellow,
but just alittle lazy; Alleya did not always trust himto hold the
noral line. "I told himl would discuss the situation with the
Archangel, for | was sure you would have strong views."

Al l eya brushed a hand through her hair. It felt tangled and
W nd- bl own, and no doubt | ooked worse. "Ch, | do," she sighed. "I



think the children should all be in school or playing happily on their
| awns, but we both know there are too many children who have no access
to either.”

"Sometines the children are the only family nenbers able to work in the
cities," Mcah said softly. "Just the other day a fanm |y cane here.
The father had worked in one of those factories. He Lost a | eg when
some bi g wheel cane crashing down on himand The not her- - pregnant

again. Four children already in the fanily and What can they do? He
can't farm She has weaving and sewing skills, but with the factories
working at top efficiency, the cost of a sinple handmade garnent is two
or three times the price of one of those silk gowns. The children
could work in some of those factories--although, give themcredit,

t hese parents were | ooking for sonething better. But many parents
choose that option--and they weren't so happy when those age
restrictions went into effect, either.”

Al'l eya nodded. "So what did you do? Wth the fanmi|y?"

"Ch, gave the woman a job sewing feast-day outfits for angels. | can't
bring nmyself to wear factory-made clothes."

"That was a good solution."

"Yes, but | don't have that many jobs to offer. And it's an issue that
needs to be addressed. You and | both know that unless we enforce the
laws, there will be violations and | don't have the manpower to patro
the factories of Breven every day."

Al l eya conmbed her fingers through her hair again. "Well, Let's anend
the aws. What do the Jansai respect above anything el se?"

"Money," M cah answered wi thout hesitation

The Archangel nodded. "Exactly. Tell themthey can enploy child

| abor--but at double the rate of an adult worker, and half the tine.
So that a child who works a half day receives full day's salary. And
that it rmust be docunented. And that children who are short-changed
shoul d report it, and the errant factory owners will be fined.
Everybody gets what they want, and those who abuse the system are
exposed. No black market, no incentive to lie."

M cah's brows rose, and he smled. "I like it," he said. "Wat about
the age restriction?"

"Keep it at ten, for now Let's see how many viol ati ons we have."

"You realize, of course, it will ultimately send a wave of fury through
t he Manadavvi. Since costs will go up, prices will go up and the
Manadavvi are the buyers--"

"Cost of doing business,"” Alleya said, smling faintly. "If prices go
up enough, then wonen |ike your new seanstress will becone marketabl e
agai n, as expenses even out. Perhaps | don't have a head for business.
It doesn't seemso bad to ne."

"You just don't like the Manadavvi," Mcah said. "It doesn't trouble
you i f they are unhappy."

She was surprised into a laugh. "How insightful," she said.



"I am one of the common people, you know. | have their interests nore
at heart."

"Well, and there are nmore of them" Mcah said lightly. "So we should
all be watching out for their interests.”

She wasn't sure he neant it, but it sounded good, anyway. "Have you
had other crises?" she asked. "What about weather? As | cane across
the Galilee, | flew through a rainstorm Have there been probl ens?"

"The Galilee? Just south of Castel ana?" he asked. She nodded, and he

continued, "It never stops raining there. | have been there--1've sent
nmy angels over--the clouds Iift for a day or two, then they conme piling
back. Sonmetines they don't lift at all. I'mworried about fl ooding

down on the southern plains--all those croplands ..

They di scussed storm systens for another twenty mnutes, during which
Al l eya grew increasingly uneasy. |n Bethel, the weather had stabilized
during the past three nonths (since she had become Archangel, she

t hought, though she did not say it aloud), and she had not gotten nany
reports of exceptional turnoil in the other provinces. But here M cah
was calmy telling her of the continuing gales sweeping fromBreven to
the river on an al nost regul ar basis, of small towns given up and two
m nes abandoned because the wet ground gave way.

"But I was not aware that problems were so severe," she broke in. "I
t hought - -t hi ngs have been cal m enough in Bet hel "

M cah shrugged. "It no |onger seens so bad. This has been the way of
things for, oh, ten or twelve nonths now. So now, instead of a
northern desert and a southern farm and, we have northern farm and and
a southern marsh. We will adjust."

Alleya was a little distraught. "But--Mcah, don't you see? the
change in the weather is only part of the problem \What's alarming is
that the angels cannot stop it. Does Jovah not hear our prayers asking
for the storms to cease? |If Jovah had decreed that it was tine for
Samaria to be remade--desert into farm and, as you say, farm and into
swanp--1 woul d abide by his commands. But to lose the ability to

whi sper in his ear--"

"Maybe he has made his decree," Mcah interrupted. "Maybe he has not
told us so, but he has decided to change our world. How do you know
this is not what he wants?"

She stared back at him for the thought had literally never crossed her
mnd. Could Mcah be right? Every nmuscle in her body tensed in

denial. "I don't think so," she said, her voice al nost a whisper. "I
don't believe it. Because | hear him-he hears me. If he truly wanted
to flood us all, he would not respond when any one of us prayed."

M cah shrugged, then gave her a quick smle. "I bend nore than you do,
angel a," he said. "I take what the god sends, and | deal with the
events handed to me. | don't fight what | cannot control. Tell me how
to turn back the rains, and I will. But if Jovah has made up his nind

| do not see that we can reverse his decision."

She was quiet for a long time, wondering if Mcah spoke the truth,
wondering if Jovah indeed had drawn so far away from his people that he



woul d not care that their world turned upside down. "l suppose we
could ask him" she said very softly. "I suppose--perhaps the oracles
could put the question to him™

"He answers the oracles in roundabout ways," M cah responded. "I have
never gotten a reply that made much sense to ne when | went to Job

But there would be no harmin asking. You have other questions to put
to the god, I know. "

That caused Alleya to look at himsharply. "1? Wat do | have to ask
hi nP"

Now M cah was sniling broadly, seeming without effort to put aside the
sol emmness of the |ast exchange. "Wy, who will sing beside you at the
G oria, of course,"” he said. "That is coming up in a few short nonths,
you know. "

"Who will sing--but all the angels, of course.™

M cah | aughed, genuinely amused. "Alleya, you nmust have been to dozens

of Gorias in your lifel You know they are always |ed by the
angel i ca--or the angelico, in your case--your husband, dear girl."

"My husband!" she exclainmed. "But |I don't have-- | don't even--" She
felt her cheeks heat and her words tangle, so she fell abruptly
silent.

"Exactly ny point! You must know that Jovah al ways picks the one the
Archangel will marry. The Archangel goes to his oracle and asks the
god to nake his selection, always a nortal, of course--"

"I realize that," she snapped. "I just didn't-This is inmpossible. In
the next four nonths? To find a husband? There is too nmuch else to
do. "

Now M cah was sobering; his mobod changes seened to be instant and

conplete. "As far as | know, this is one tradition the god has never
forsaken," he said. "If you expect himto hear you at the doria, you
need to sing it with your chosen angelico at your side. It will not be

so bad--they say the god al ways chooses for you a mate ideally suited.
But it rmust be done soon, Alleya. You should go to Job while you are
here.”

"It is proving to be a strange journey, all in all,"” she murnured.
"What ?"
"Nothing. | had intended to go to Luminaux first. But maybe you're

right. Maybe | should travel to Munt Egypt and ask Job these
difficult questions."

M cah rose to his feet and Alleya followed suit. He was smiling again.
"Well, they say the god al ways hears you," he said. "Perhaps this tine
he will give you answers you like."



So Alleya spent the night in Cedar Hills instead of traveling on to

Lum naux that evening as she had intended. She found, to her surprise,
that she missed the sound of constant singing in the angel hold,

especi ally when she woke late in the night and found sleep difficult to
recapture. She was not eager to fly to Mount Egypt and ask Job to seek
a husband for her. The dry, withered, fornmal man did not seemto her
to be an ideal matchmaker. Still, he was the senior oracle; she owed
hi m some honor.

M cah had taken pains to make her visit pleasant, and so she left the
next norning feeling relatively refreshed. She had never been sure

M cah |iked her, and she still was not sure, but perhaps it was just as
he said. He accepted whatever was sent his way, be it storm scanda

or Archangel, and he dealt with each as best he coul d.

The skies were cloudy but dropped no rain as she conpleted the short
flight to Mount Egypt, where she arrived close to noon. Like Sinai
Egypt was hol |l owed out of a deep tunnel in a fairly steep nountain
range; and like Sinai, it was eternally lit, serenely quiet and
nmeti cul ously maintained. Unlike Sinai, however, Egypt was alive with
whi spering activity, for Alleya was sure she counted a dozen acol ytes
scurrying about their tasks as she was ushered fromthe public
reception area to the private chanbers.

The inner sanctum of Mount Egypt was laid out nmuch like the one in

Bet hel , down to the glow ng blue glass plate set into the far wall.
Job was standing before it, as if he had just now risen to wel come her
t he pal e phosphorescent |ight behind himoutlined his frail body with
an odd, alnost liquid glow

"Angel a," he greeted her, noving forward to take her hand. His fingers
felt as light as cat's bones. He seened indescribably old. Alleya had
a brief monment of panic as she thought he could easily die--any day
now - and Samaria would be down to one oracle. As the Eyrie was down to
one nusic machine. Truly, it seemed everything in her world was
falling apart at once.

He was still speaking. "An unlooked-for pleasure to see you," he
sai d.

"I hope it is not trouble that brings you to ny door."

"Not exactly," she said. "O at least, no new trouble."
He ushered her to a | ow sofa pushed agai nst one wall, and they both
sat. "So," he said, "you think | may have new answers."
She nade an indecisive notion with her hands. "I was just at Cedar

Hlls, discussing things with Mcah. Apparently weather patterns in
Jordana are worse than | had realized--whole tracts of |and, even snall
towns, have been abandoned to floodi ng and ot her disasters.

expressed shock that the god no | onger hears the angels when they ask
himto divert the rain. Mcah, on the other hand, suggested that the
god has decided to change the face of Samaria. And | wanted to
know-1s there a way you could find out? Could you ask Jovah? Because
if he is deliberately sending stormand flood to Samaria, | do not want
to keep praying for Sun."

Job pondered a monent, his winkled face showi ng no expressi on except
contemplation. "Well, Mcah," he said at last, on sonething like a



sigh. "He does not trouble to | ook for hard explanations."

Whi ch was rather an enigmatic reply. "Then you do not believe that is
what Jovah intends?" Alleya asked. "Because ny heart says such a
thing is not possible. But ny heart has been wong before."

"After six centuries of graciousness, it seems unlikely that Jovah
woul d abandon us now," Job said. "How could we have offended hinP? W
sing the Goria every year. The priests travel the country, blessing
al I newborn babies and giving themthe Kiss of the god." He
automatically touched his hand to the crystal node enbedded high in his
right arm Such a Kiss Alleya also wre, as did everyone on Sanmaria
who had been dedicated to the god. Jovah continued: "The angels pray
daily, asking for his attentions. W live as we have always |ived."

"Thi ngs have changed, " she said softly. "The cities. The factories.
This new-what do they call it--electricity? It is a strange, alien
power, and perhaps Jovah does not like it. Perhaps this is his way of
showi ng his displeasure with our new devotion to science.”

"It is a possibility," Job acknow edged.

"The Librera teaches us that technol ogy destroyed our ancestors,"
Alleya went on. "Perhaps it is not technology itself that destroyed
them but Jovah's anger with their technol ogy."

"It is hard to know, " he said.

"Well, couldn't you ask hinP" Alleya said with a touch of inpatience.
"Ask why he has sent so much rain. Ask if he is angry with us, and
why. If he tells us he is appalled at our new science, then--"

"Then you will convince the Manadavvi and the Jansai and the Lum nauzi
to give it up?" Job asked. She could not tell if it was sarcasmin
his voice or just weariness. "l doubt anyone would be equal to that
task, angela."

It was true; the whole country would rise in revolt if she attenpted to
turn themaway fromthe giddy glinpse of the future. "Ask him
anyway, " she said. "For we should know "

He hesitated, and she suddenly renenbered M cah's words: The god
answers the oracles in roundabout ways. It seened fairly clear that
Job was reluctant to carry out this task. "If you can," she added. "I
do not know how such a question is worded, or what you are allowed to
ask."

He rose abruptly to his feet. "Come. We will see what he will tel
us. These days Jovah has been | ess communi cative than usual, and his
replies are not always easy to deci pher. But perhaps--"

He did not finish the sentence. She followed himto the ~ratlizt
screen of the interface, no doubt feeling an inappropriate little
thrill at the thought of actually watching an oracle speak to the god.
Job seated hinself in a sturdy wheel ed chair before the screen and
carefully played his fingers over the hieroglyphs on the keyboard.
Synbol s appeared in cobalt letters across the screen as he typed. Wen
he was done, he tapped a square green key on the left margin of the
keyboard. The letters di sappeared.



She knew she should not interrupt him for this was holy work, but she
couldn't stop herself. "What did you ask hin? Wat did you say?"

"I asked himif he had decided, in his wisdom to send Samaria many
rainstorns this year."

"And he sai d?"
"He has not replied yet."

But within seconds, the screen flickered and new |l etters forned.



Job read them over slowy, seeming to translate themwith difficulty.
A frown gathered his winkles nore tightly around his eyes. "What has
he said?" All eya demanded.

"He says, "l do not send the storns."

"He does not--" Alleya's face contracted into a matching frown. "Well
but he sends the storns away. Ask himthat. Perhaps the rain clouds
gat her of their own accord, but Jovah can scatter them"

Again the interplay of nortal words and divine ones. Job nodded. "Yes,
he says he can disperse a stormif he is asked to do so."

"But--" Alleya experienced a spasmof frustration. |If this was always
what it was like to conmunicate with the god, no wonder the oracles
dedicated their lives to the job. It appeared to take forever to get a
si mpl e question answered. "But lately he has been asked to disperse
many stornms, and he has not. Has he chosen to ignore the prayers of

t he angel s?"

The god said he answered the prayers when the prayers were put to him
in such a way that he coul d answer.

"What does that nean?" she asked the oracle.

"l have no idea."

"Does he mean he answers the prayers of certain angel s?"

The god said he answered prayers whenever he understood them

"This makes very little sense to ne,’
know what he neans?"

Al'l eya said nervously. "Do you

"Sonmetines it is hard to tell exactly what the god intends to say."

"Does he wish us to accept the rain?" she said. "Ask himthat. Does
he want to see Sanmaria fl ooded?"

No, the god said. He had no desire for flood.

"Then how can we phrase our prayers so that he will hear them and
under st and?" All eya asked.

Job typed in the question and then sat a long time, staring at the
reply. Alleya waited maybe a m nute before she demanded, "Well? \What
does he advise?"

Job lifted his hands fromthe keyboard in a gesture of resignation
"He tells us to ask the son of Jerem ah."

"\Who?"

"The son of Jereniah."

"Which Jerenmi ah? There nust be dozens."

Job turned his head to | ook at her. Even his eyes appeared faded

al nrost to the point of transparency. She felt another wash of fear
"He does not anplify. Just 'the son of Jeremi ah," no "Jerem ah, son of



Efram or "Jerem ah of upper OGaza." |In the past, such vague references
often have referred to a great figure fromthe past, but--1 can think
of no historical Jerem ahs so significant that Jovah woul d expect us to
recogni ze themsinmply by their nanmes."

"Can you ask the god to identify this man a little nmore closely? \What
is this son's nanme?"

Job requested nore information fromthe god, but he shook his head when
t he answer canme back. "He just says it again. The son of Jereniah
Per haps he does not know t he nane."

"Perhaps there is no one. Perhaps it means not hing.

"We shoul d ask himsonething else. Mybe he will give us a nore
hel pful answer."

Alleya smled briefly. "AIl right. This question of technology. |Is
he angry at us for our devel opnent of science?"

"But if he says he is not sending the storns, he couldn't be using them
to punish us for science."

"Ask him anyway."

She was not sure how Job phrased the question, but Jovah's reply was
somewhat baffling. "Science is not evil if you can control it," the
god sai d.

"Doesn't sound like he's angry," Alleya observed. "Ask himhow we can
control what we create with science."

The instant the letters flickered on the screen, Job sat back in his
chair with alittle exclamation of annoyance. Alleya had never seen
hi m di spl ay even that much enotion before. "Wat?" she asked, though
she t hought she coul d guess.

Job pointed at the screen and read: ""Ask the son of Jerem ah."
"Let's change the subject conpletely,"” Alleya said. "Mcah sent ne
here wi th another question to ask the god."

"As you see, he is not being particularly hel pful today," Job said a
little grimy. "But | am happy to do whatever | can for you."

Normal |y she woul d have been shy about such a question, but the |ast
few i nterchanges had thrown this whole matter into a different |ight.
Now it was not a personal issue. "Mcah says | nust have an angelico
to sing beside me at the Goria," she said. "And that Jovah w ||l
choose him Ask himif he has such a man in mnd for ne."

Job gave her another quick, sideways glance as if, under different
ci rcunst ances, he woul d have liked to discuss that a little nore
m nutely. But now he merely nodded, spelled out his question and
pressed the square key on the left.

"Who shoul d be angelico to the Archangel Alleluia?" he murnmured as he
wat ched the letters di sappear

When the blue text re-forned on the screen, even Alleya was famliar



enough with the shape of the synbols to know what the answer was. "The
son of Jerem ah," she said softly. "Holy one, | believe the god has no
answers for us today."

Job wheeled slowy around to face her. Hard to tell fromthat solemm
face, but his nood seened both baffled and grave. "O we nust | ook
everywhere to find this man," he said. "For he has every answer we
need. "

Chapter Five

She | eft Mount Egypt | ater than she wi shed, because Job insisted on

feeding her, and the acol ytes served very reverently. It was a quick
flight to Lumi naux, but once she arrived in the Blue City, everything
seemed to sl ow down. Well, at least that was the case at the Edori

gquarters where no one seenmed famliar with the concept of haste. As
she approached the canp, she was greeted pleasantly by a group of young
not hers who appeared to be taking a dozen children into the city for an
afternoon of recreation

"I"'m | ooking for sonmeone--not an Edori nman, but a friend of an Edori
man--and | thought soneone here could help ne," she said.

"What is his nane?" one of the wonen asked.

"I don't know his nane. His friend' s nanme is Noah."

"Ch! Noah! He's not here, but he should be back tonight sonetine.

Al t hough maybe not till late. Well, sonetines he doesn't come back at

all, but tonorrow, then."

"I's there sonewhere | could |look for hin? Does he work in the city?"

The wonen exchanged frowning gl ances. "He did have a job in the city
but I think it's finished,” another one said. "D d he get another

j ob?

| think so."

"For the nusic school, wasn't it?"

"No, that was nonths ago! Were has your head been?"
"Well, he was excited about that job."

"He's excited about every job."

"Wll, if he's not at the nusic school
somewhere el se he night be?"

Alleya said "is there

"He coul d be anywhere, really,"” the first wonman said. "Wit for him
|"msure he'll be back tonight or tomorrow. W will be glad to give
you di nner and a place to sleep."

Surely no one could seriously expect the Archangel to fly hundreds of
mles merely to sleep on a cot in a crowded Edori tent.

But not one of the wonmen wore a smirk of irony; they all continued to
smle in the nost friendly way. "We've roomat ny tent," the youngest
said hel pfully. "Although the baby still cries in the night."



They did not recognize her. That was the only explanation. For al

her dislike of her position, it was still a shock to be found
unfam liar. "Thank you, no," she said as politely as she could. "I'd
much rather sleep in a bed in town. But if you don't mind, I'Il just

continue on into the canp and see if soneone else night be able to help
ne."
"Thomas, " suggested the first woman. "He often eats at Noah's
canpfire. He might know nore."

"Thank you," Alleya repeated, and parted fromthem

The canpsite, which she wandered around in for a good thirty m nutes,
was overrun with dark-haired children and wonen, but fanatically clean
and wel | -organi zed. All eya supposed that they systematically buried
their garbage or renoved it and nmade everyone adhere to strict

st andards of personal hygiene. She could discern no order at all in
how the tents were erected and where the canpfires were built, and
every adult in passing seened equally likely to correct or confort an
errant child. No doubt she just happened to catch smling faces and
| aughi ng i nterchanges, but the Edori she noticed | ooked universally
happy and at ease.

She only had to ask once for Thomas, because the cheerful woman she
accosted patted a young boy on the cheek and said he'd take her right
to Thonmas's tent. "He should be there," she said. "His leg's
bothering him so he's been staying in the past few days."

And i ndeed, when her fleet-footed guide (running twenty paces ahead of
her and chanting "Thonmas, Thonas, Thonas") showed her to the designated
tent, the man she sought was al ready standing outside awaiting her. He
| ooked to be in his late sixties, weathered and tired, but like the
others he had a smle of welcome on his face and seemed prepared to
offer Alleya a lifetine hone.

"Good afternoon,” he greeted her. Are you |ooking for ne?
"One of your friends, actually," she began, but before she could go on
he spoke agai n.

"Have you had a long flight? Wuld you Iike water or wi ne? These
chairs don't | ook very sturdy, but | made themnyself. They will hold
even a fat man." He | aughed.

She smled, but briefly. "A short trip, and I'mnot thirsty or hungry.
but | understand your leg is painful--"

"Yes, and it's a good thing to sit in the sunlight and be |azy at ny
age," he said, sinking down into one of the chairs. Perforce, Alleya
foll owed suit, arranging her w ngs behind her as best she could. "Rest
while you can, that's ny motto. Rest while you can. There is always
plenty of work awaiting you when you rise again."

"All I want to know," she said, "is where | can find a nan cal |l ed Noah
so |l can find a friend of his and offer hima job."

"Noah's in town working at the house of--the singer, what's his nane?
He's considered very fashionable now, but | don't care much for the
overtrained voices nyself. | prefer sinple tunes and some harp mnusic



now and then. You say you have a job for Noah?"

"For his friend, actually, though I don't know his friend' s nane. He
was reconmmended to ne by one of the Edori in Velora--Daniel, maybe you
know him-"

"OfF course! Daniel of the Calasinsas! A gifted man with his hands,
very gifted. No patience at all with animals, but w th machi nes--|I
never saw anyone nore pai nstaking."

"Yes, well, | have a machine that can't be fixed and Dani el suggested
that this friend of Noah's might be able to help ne."

"Caleb? |If he can't fix it, it's broken forever."

"So if you could tell me where Noah-Wait. You know his friend? What
did you say his nane was?"

"Cal eb Augustus. He was out here the other night. A brilliant nind
for engineering, but too nuch doubt in his soul. Not enough faith.
He'll cone to believe sone day, though."

She had no interest, at the nmonment, in any man's soul. "It's his

engineering talents |I'mdesperate for," she said. "Do you know where
can reach hin? Were he works or where he lives?"

She had a fair idea of how the Edori operated by now, so she was braced
for a vague reply like "in the city" or "ny friend Ebenezer m ght know

where he once spent the night." Therefore she was delighted when the
old man replied at once, "Ch yes. He has roons above a bakery on
Fortune Street. But his hours may be strange. | think he comes and

goes as he pleases.”

"Wuld that we all could,” Alleya said lightly, rising to her feet.
"Thank you so much for your help."

He had not recogni zed her either, she realized as she wound her way out
of the canp--carefully, so as not to be tranpled on by any of the
careering children--and took off for the city. Not so odd,

per haps--the Edori had never had much formal interaction with the
angels. Unlike other nortals, the Edori never felt conpelled to cal

on the angels for aid; they had their own prayers, which they addressed
directly to the god, and their own cerenonies for worshipping Jovah.
They even had an annual Gathering in which all the scattered tribes
cane together for a week of celebration, and during which they offered
prayers to Jovah for safety in the com ng year

Still, they had never entirely divorced thensel ves fromthe grandest
Samarian ritual of all, the Goria. For this event, held at the spring
equi nox on the broad, flat Plain of Sharon, people fromall over
Samaria gathered together to lift their voices to Jovah in song. It
was a ritual as old as their society, perfornmed first by the origina
settlers who had travel ed here to escape their own world of violence
and di ssent. Because they had come froma place of such hatred, the
col oni sts had vowed to nake harnony their guiding commandnment here in
their new conmunity--harnmony anong all people, at all times. So they
had made a covenant with Jovah: They woul d gather every year to sing
the doria, and anong the singers would be angels, Edori, Mnadavvi,
Jansai, farners, nminers--representatives of every province and cl an of
Samaria. |If the Goria was not sung by sundown of the chosen day, the



god woul d send a thunderbolt to destroy the Galo Mountain. |If, three
days after this, the Goria still had not been sung, Jovah would send
lightning to anni hilate Senorrah, the principal river city. |If it was
not sung three days after that, he would destroy the world.

It had al rost happened once, back in the tine of Rachel and Gabri el
Sundown had thrown its gaudy col ors over the hushed plain where only
silence had greeted the god's listening ear. |In that time, a few

| unatics had cone to doubt the existence of the god, and this was their
way to challenge him They had demanded proof, and he had given it to
themin full measure, leveling the nountain that had once been one of
the highest in Samaria. Today, there was little |left except charred
rock and a ragged gap in the nountains circling the Plain of Sharon

And if she, the Archangel Alleluia, did not sing a mass with the son of
Jeremi ah at her side, the sane thing could happen again this
spring--the sane thing or worse. That was a pl easant thought to take
with her into the lum nescent city where she was just now arriving.

The people of Bethel had a saying: |If you cannot be happy in Lum naux,
you have forgotten joy. Alleya thought it was probably true. Even
anxi ous, inpatient, weighted with worries and baffled by
responsibilities, she felt a smle settle over her face as her feet
touched those marbl ed bl ue cobbl estones. There was such vibrancy in
the air, such a sense of expectation and prom se. Snhatches of nusic
curled around her head as she wal ked a few specul ative bl ocks, |ooking
for Fortune Street. Stately harps, laughing flutes, tw nned voices in
spiraling arabesques--the potential dissonances swirled gloriously
together like nelted ore. So too with the veritable feast of
aromas- - baki ng bread, spilled w ne, cooking nmeat, delicate
perfune--they bl ended together into one delicious scent. And
everywhere there was color, notion, light, activity. The city itself
seened like a live thing in a cel ebratory nood.

She eventually had to ask for directions, which were gaily given, and
she finally nmade her way through the throngs of people downtown to the
somewhat quieter residential district where Fortune Street was | ocated.
The bakery was not hard to find, and the young girl working behind the
counter greeted her with a smle. Alleya resisted the urge to buy a
dozen | oaves of bread and eat them one right after the other

"I"m 1l ooking for sonmeone | believe lives here," she said. "Hi s nane is
Cal eb Augustus. "

The girl nodded. "Yes, angela. He rents the roons upstairs, but he's
not here right now "

"WIl he be back soon, do you think?"

"Well, maybe. Sonetinmes he doesn't return until late, after the
bakery's closed. Last two nights, he was here right at sundown.”

It was probably an hour until that time;, so Alleya had a wait ahead of
her. But she could pass sone of that tine securing a hotel room
Samuel had suggested she stay with one of the wealthy merchants who
liked to keep on cozy terms with the angels, but she'd deci ded she
woul d rather be on her own for a night or two. No politicking, no
forced graci ousness. The prospect was actual ly heady.

"I"ll come back in an hour or so then," she told the girl. "If you see



himbefore | return, could you tell himto wait for me? | would |like
to see him"

The girl was nodding. "Surely, angela. Who shall | say is |ooking for
hi nP"

It was unlike Alleya to feel such a spurt of tenper, but it had been
just alittle irritating to go the whole day incognito. "Tell himl'm
the Archangel," she said shortly, and |eft without another word.

She was sonewhat placated when, at an el egant but unpretentious hotel a
few bl ocks away, the manager instantly cane forward to offer her his
finest room Like the girl in the bakery, he used nerely the ritua
courtesy title of angela; unlike the girl, he clearly knew whom he was
addressing. The room he showed her to was high-ceilinged and pretty
and obvi ously designed to accompdate angelic guests: The tenperature
was cool (because angels flew so nmuch at cold, high altitudes, their
bodi es burned at a higher rate than nortals), and the chairs offered
cut away backs that would not restrict the great feathered wings. She
fl ashed her sapphire wist lets at him for all charges she incurred
woul d automatically be paid by her hold. He nodded and left the

room

Al l eya took a few nmoments to enjoy the view from her w ndow, wash her
face and attenpt to untangle her hair before she ventured back outside
into the vivid sunset. Sonething else they said in southern Bet hel
Every sunset in Luminaux is nmore brilliant than the last. Something
el se All eya had never had a reason to question

Cal eb had not arrived at Fortune Street when she returned, but Alleya
accepted the girl's offer to await himon the bal cony. The view here
was just as good as the one fromher room and she | eaned on the
railing to watch the sun-shot sky turn fromvermlion to indigo. The
spl endid di splay nade the wait seem short but she was nore than ready
to proceed by the tinme she heard footsteps running lightly up the netal
stairs. She turned her back to the enbers of the sunset and waited for
t he engi neer to appear.



For a nonent, Caleb could feel hinmself staring like a half-wit. He
experienced a monmentary thrill of danger, as if a vision stood before
him as if one of the fabled Librera angels had conme to demand from hi m
some inpossible service for the glorification of the god. She |ooked,
in fact, like the personification of one of those nythic angels, wth
her pure yellow hair, her perfect oval face, her flow ng white tunic
and her fanned | ace wings. The fading gl ow of the sunset hal oed her
hair with gold, edged her wings in scarlet. He would not have been
surprised had she opened her nmouth and begun reciting prayers in the
ol d tongue, raw, cations that would wi eld such power that he would,
against his will, fall to his knees in supplication

When she di d speak--nundane words in a fam liar |anguage--he was so
unprepared that he mssed the sense of her opening remark. "I'm
sorry," he said, enbarrassed. "Wat did you say?"

A qui zzi cal | ook now made the solem face look a little nmore human. "I
said, | didn't nmean to startle you. | thought that girl would have
told you I was here."

"Ch, she did. But she didn't say it was you. | mean, she said it was
an angel and | was expecting soneone else I'msorry. |'mnot usually
so incoherent."”

She smled briefly and unexpectedly, an expression that gave her face

an imredi ate quaint charm "I'mnot used to having such an effect,”
she said. "You needn't apol ogize."

He smiled back. "I'm Caleb Augustus. |Is that who you were | ooki ng
for?"

"Yes. I'mAlleluia, but no one calls nme that."

"I would not be so fanmiliar, angela."

"No, | neant--" She paused and shook her head, as if it was beyond her
capabilities to explain. "It's such an odd nane."
"Isit? | think it's beautiful. As if there was nuch rejoicing when

you were born."

Now t he quizzical look altered to something a little nore sardonic.
"Not exactly," she said dryly, and then instantly changed the subject.
"I came here because | heard you were an engineer with a special gift,
and | have need of that gift."

"I hope it is something | can help you with, then," he said. Al of a
sudden he renenbered his manners. "I'msorry! | shouldn't keep you
waiting out herel Come in, 1'll give you sonething to drink and one of
these rolls. They're really very good."

He opened the door quickly, before she could demur (as she seened about
to do), and then thought he nmight have acted rashly. Hi s place had
been nore of a nmess in the past, but it was not at its best even so; he
woul d have preferred the Archangel to see his habitation in a nore
pristine state.
But, "Too late," he said aloud, and led the way in. She seened anused
rather than appalled as she stepped inside and gl anced around the
tangl e of furniture and machine parts that constitute, his main living



quarters. "I'd like to say that it usually |ooks better than this,
but --"

"Someone cleans nmy roonms for me, or they would | ook much like this, she
assured him "Only yours is nmore interesting. She walked to a rotary
arrangenent of netal blades and spun themslowy with her fingers.

"For instance, what does this do?"

"It's supposed to cool the air," he said. "But it doesn't. Wen you
nmove it with your fingers, see, it creates a soft breeze." "I can
scarcely feel it."

"Right. Spinning it with your fingers doesn't nmake it nove fast
enough. Plus, who wants to stand there pushing it around for hours?
The idea is to make it nove on its own. But so far, every notor |'ve
built generates too rmuch heat. No net gain of cool air. I'mstil
working on it."

She shook her head. "Where do you cone up with such ideas?"

He tapped his forehead. "They just appear in there full formed. Like
dreans. "

"\Whi spered to you by the god."

He shrugged. "Well, maybe. So, would you like something to drink? To
eat ?"

She seened to debate a nonent. "Yes, | believe | would. People have
been feeding ne all day, you see, nore or less against nmy will, but |'m
starting to feel a little hungry again. Can | sit on this?" She had
noved to the backless stool that Delilah had used on her first visit.
Qoviously the only piece of furniture in the place that would
accommodat e an angel .

"Certainly. 1'll be back in a second.™

In the tiny kitchen, he poured juice and arranged the rolls on a tray,
then carried it back to Alleluia. "This is the only food |I have, so
hope you're not too hungry."

"This is perfect. Thank you."

He sank into a far nore confortable chair a few feet away and surveyed
her. Even close up and after a few mnutes of conversation, she stil

| ooked to himlike one of those first angels set on Sanari a,
handcrafted by Jovah with extreme and | oving attention. He voiced the
t hought that appeared (just like his inventions) fully formed in his
head. "1 believe |I would have picked you for Archangel, too."

She paused with a roll hal fway to her nmouth, |ooking even nore anmused
now. "Wuld you? | was Jovah's second choice, and nost would say a
bad one."

"I can't imagi ne why."
She tilted her head a little to one side to examne him "You know

not hi ng about why Jovah chooses his Archangels or what the role
entails, do you?"



"Very little," he admtted. "l am going on |ooks alone." That
surprised her, for her eyes wi dened briefly; then an expression of coo
poi se settled over her face again. "I'll take that as a conplinent,"
she said. "But |ooks have absolutely nothing to do with it."

"I would guess the job is half negotiating with nortals and hal f
praying to the god," he said. "Wich part do you feel unsuited for?"

Again, the flicker of the eyes; she was not used to such plain

speaking. "I amunused to dealing with powerful and stubborn men who
know very definitely what they want," she said carefully. "I do not
have the--charm-that Delilah had. | do not know how to persuade

peopl e that they're wong without alienating them \Wich Delilah was
very good at. But | amfairly stubborn. And I'mlearning."

He sipped his drink. "And your singing?"
She smled again. H s imagination, surely, that the smle lit the

room "Sone people like it," she said nodestly. "And the god hears
me. So you could say | neet that requirenent.”

"I enjoy a beautiful voice," he said. "Sone day perhaps | will hear
yours."
"Come to the Goria," was her instant response. "O--1 for-got--you

are not a religious man, are you?"

Now it was his turn to be surprised. "Not particularly,” he said.

"But who told you that?"

"A man by the name of Thomas, down at the Edori canp. He said you were
lacking in faith." Her eyes were focused on his right arm on the

bl ack lunp that once had been the Kiss of the god. "And | see he was
right. How did that happen?"

Automatically, his hand went to the snmooth nmarble nodule in his arm
dead now, carrying no nmessages to the god. On Alleluia' s bare arm he
could see her living Kiss. "Like everyone else, | was dedicated to the
god when | was born. M parents were-Well, ny nother was as devout as
anyone, | suppose, but ny father was a questioner. Questioned
everything--got it fromhis father, whose grandnother was--well, it's a
long story. But he got it honestly. M father pioneered sone of the
research into electricity that has gal vani zed the world we live in
today, although he didn't know nearly what we know now. Anyway, we

wor ked together on an early project in which we hadn't yet |earned how
to direct that power. And it's a deadly power."

He paused a nmonent. He couldn't renenber the last time he had told
this story. Wen he told Noah, perhaps. "And it went amuck. Killed

my father, alnost killed me. | saw the flame arc across ny body |ike
candl el i ght passing over a wall. The Kiss in nmy arm sizzl ed--and
expl oded. | cannot descri be how agonizing ... And ny father was dead.

And the fire was gone."

Al leluia took a deep breath. "But you could have--1 don't know t hat
it's ever happened before, but you could have had the Kiss repl aced.
know priests--"

"I didn't want to," he interrupted gently. "Wat could be the point of
bei ng dedicated to a god who would let mnmy father die?"



She watched himnarrowmy. "Death is always sad and rimed with grief.
But all nen die. That is not a reason to forsake the god. That is a
reason to trust himand love him for it is to his arms you will be
remanded when you too pass fromthis world."

He nade a conciliatory gesture with his hands. "It is true that al
men die, and that death is a ridiculous reason to hate anything," he
acknow edged. "But | lost my faith at that nmoment, and | never
regained it. | began to question, and | did not find answers. Not
with a god. | found themin science."

She said softly, "But it was science that killed your father, and not
Jovah. Wiy would you still trust it?"

He smiled crookedly. "Maybe |I don't trust it. Mybe | want to tane it
so | can understand what it did."

"So who was your great-great-grandnother?" she asked.

He | aughed at her quick, pouncing change of subject. "She was the | ost
daughter of Nathaniel," he said. "O have you never heard of her?"

She actual ly cl apped her hands together like a schoolgirl. "The w cked
Tamar!" she exclainmed. "OF course | have heard of her. Nathaniel and

Magdal ena were the only two angels ever allowed to intermarry by a
speci al dispensation of the god. They had six daughters, five of them
angel s of spectacul ar voi ces and great sweetness of disposition. And
then they had Tamar, who was born w thout wi ngs and proved to be a
great trial tothem O so the histories say. Didn't she-- | thought
she di ed when she was very young, in sone ill-fated boating accident or
some di saster riding a horse.”

"No, she disappeared when she was in her early twenties, and they
didn't see her again until Nathaniel was dying. At least, this is how
the famly history records it. Apparently they'd known she was alive
all this time, because her Kiss was still active, and every once in a
whi |l e they woul d have one of the oracles ask the god to track her.
They say her nother, Magdal ena, fainted when Tamar wal ked into the
room -al t hough whether fromnortification or affection one hardly
knows. | tend to vote for nortification. They say Magdal ena was a
silly woman."

"So, you're descended fromthe first angels of Cedar Hills," Alleluia

said. "I would not have thought it."
"It's a very distant connection,"” he said. "And, as you see, |'ve
noved pretty far down a different road. | don't trade rmuch on ny

fam |y background, but you did ask."

"Well, | don't trade on nmne at all," she said, and then, as if afraid
he woul d follow up on that opening, briskly turned to business. "But |
didn't come here to swap tales of our ancestors. | came to offer you a

job, if you'd be interested."

"Anyt hi ng that has sent you searching for ne all the way fromthe Eyrie
woul d have to be unusual enough to interest me," he said. "Wo told
you to |l ook for me, by the way?"

"An Edori engi neer naned Daniel who lives in Velora. Wo told ne to



| ook for your friend Noah, who would direct nme to you. It was a little
nore tortuous than | anticipated, but now |I've found you--"

"I"'meager to hear about this job."
"Have you ever been to the Eyrie or Monteverde?"
"No. "

"Then you haven't seen the machine I'mtalking about. |It's leftover
technol ogy fromthe original settlers, and it plays nusic--recordings
of the nmasses sung by Hagar and sone of the first angels. W have no

i dea how they made the recordings or how the equi pment works, but there
are--oh, three hundred nasses and ot her pieces available to us. Except
nost of the machines at the Eyrie have failed in the past few nonths.
Now there is only one operational, and nmy guess is that it too wll
break very soon. And | wondered if you nmight be able to fix one of
them™

He was wholly intrigued. "What powers these machi nes?"
"Powers then®"

"Makes them go. Supplies their energy." She |ooked conpletely

baffled, so he tried to explain. "Every inaninmate object that acquires
force, energy or notion has to have it supplied by an outside source,"
he said. "For instance, that fan bl ade over there. You can nove it

with your finger or | can build a notor that turns it, but that notor
is activated by electricity. Al the factories in Breven are run on
steam heat, but they require ~tire to create the steamwhich is
conpressed in a box until it whooshes out with trenendous force." He
flung his hands apart to illustrate. "Now, perhaps our ancestors knew
of other sources of power, but to date, this is all we have--nmanua

| abor, steam and electricity."

"What creates the electricity?" she asked. "It seenms to conme from
nowhere. "

He smiled. "Mstly it comes fromfalling water," he explained. "The
Gabriel Damon the Galilee River, for instance. MIlions of gallons of

wat er pass over it every day, and that notion creates another notion in
equi prent we have set up--" He paused; there was no sinple way to
explain this, and he didn't think she really wanted a | esson in

hydroel ectricity. "Think of the falling water as substituting for the
energy you would supply if you pushed somet hing very hard. Mbtion can
al ways be translated into power."

"I don't think we have anything like that at the Eyrie," Alleluia said.

"I don't know what mnekes the machines work. | was hoping you would."
"I"d love to ook at them in any case. |'ve never seen any of the
settlers' technology. It must be fascinating."

"I worry about that. This sudden leap forward into science. | don't

know t hat we were neant to discover--electricity--and falling
water--and factories. Science is what sent the colonists fromtheir
hone world to Samaria, you know -science and all its destructive power.
Who knows that our scientific discoveries will not inevitably start us
down the road that |ed themto di sharnony and deat h?"



"Science is not evill Name a single evil thing it has done." She

turned one hand palmup in her lap. "Chased the Edori fromtheir
hones,"” she said. "Created great stinking factories in Breven and the
mning towmns. | believe science is changing the face of Samaria, Caleb
Augustus, making the villages cities and the farms wast el ands.

wonder how we will turn back to a sinpler way of life."

"Why is it better because it is sinpler?”
"Why is it better because it is nmore conplex?" she countered.

"What has electricity given you except sharper lighting and mass
producti on? Those factories have conpletely changed the structure of
buyi ng, selling and making original goods. |Is that a benefit? 1t does
not seemso to ne."

"W are in the early days of science," Caleb argued. "Fromthe things
we di scover today we will learn amazing things. Travel, for instance.
My friend Noah has already built this--contraption--a self-propelled
vehicle that covers the ground two or three tines faster than a man on
horse. Soneday maybe we shall build nachines that can fly! W
will--"

"Flyl Wiy should you want to do that?"

He | aughed at her. "Because | can't! Because | know it is possible,
and | want to know how it is done."

"To what end? To get from Lum naux to the Manadavvi conpounds in two
days instead of ten? Wy is haste so desirable? Wy make the world
revol ve that nuch faster?"

He smiled and shook his head. "I can't explain. Maybe there are no
benefits, or maybe the di sadvantages outwei gh the advantages. | stil
want to do it. | want to discover what can be done. | want to make
things, build things, expand things, speed things up. | want to know
how things work. |It's a fever in ne. And | happen to think what | can
create will make life better for some people.”

"And people like me who fear progress are all to be scorned for their
timdity and their lack of vision."

"Not at all,"” he said seriously. "It is people |Iike you who nake
people like me justify ourselves. And that is no bad thing, either."

"In any case, | have no right to be noralizing," she said with a sigh
"Since | came here specifically to exploit your talents. It is just
that--sometinmes | wonder. \Were we are going, and what we will regret

once we get there."

"W will always regret sonething," he responded. "I would rather rue
what | did than what | failed to do."

Alleluia smled, seemingly with an effort. "Certainly that is an
optimstic way to approach it," she said. "So! You will conme | ook at
ny machi nes?"

"Yes, as soon as | can. | have a job here that will take ne anot her

three or four days. Can you wait that |ong?"



"I amat your mercy," she said lightly. "Since you appear to be the
only man in Samaria who can help nme. Come when you can."

He took a deep breath and braced his hands on his knees. How did one
invite the Archangel to dinner? "That settled," he said, "can | offer
you anot her service? My | take you out for something to eat?

Lum naux i s an inexhaustible banquet, so they say. | know a nunber of
restaurants a stranger mght not be famliar with--"

She hesitated, then smled. "I appreciate the offer," she said, "but I
have one nore task in Lum naux, and perhaps | should concentrate on
that."

"What is it? Maybe | can help."

"I believe--we have been told--that Delilah is living here sonmewhere.
She has scarcely comunicated with any of the angels since she left the
Eyrie, and | just want to know if she is well." Alleluia shrugged.

"Not that | think she is particularly interested in seeing nme, or any
of us, for that matter. But--just to find out."

"As it happens ..." Caleb said slowy, "I know where she is."
She | ooked at himsharply. "You do? Soneplace disreputabl e?"
"Now why woul d you say that?" he marvel ed

She flushed. "I'msorry. |It's just that-Delilah always lived at the
extreme edges. | amonly guessing, but if she feels cast out fromthe
angel s, | would expect her to enbrace the worst that the norta
lifestyle has to offer. I'msorry if | wong her."

"I was thinking you nust have known her very well." Alleluia shook her
head. "Watched froma distance. Delilah was the kind who thrived on
being at the absolute center of the world. And she was the best at

bal ancing all those opposing forces. But if that excitenent has been
taken away fromher--Well ... | imagine she nust be thriving on

somet hing el se.”

Caleb rose to his feet. "Let me show you;" he said. "I don't think
you'll like it, but it sounds |like you won't be surprised."”

They arrived at Seraph about an hour before Delilah was scheduled to
perform For reasons it was hard to analyze, Caleb was glad that Noah
woul d not be here this evening, for he was away on a weeklong trip to a
m ning town near the Corinni Muntains. He ushered Alleluia to a table
nore centrally located than the one he was accustoned to taking; no one
woul d automatically look for himthere. 1t had the added advant age of
bei ng equidistant fromthe strings of lights outlining the walls and
stage. Thus they sat in a pleasant sem darkness where they were
unlikely to attract nmuch attention

"The food is fairly good," Caleb said. "W sonetines come here every
ni ght of the week."

"R 2"

"My friend Noah and |I. The Edori who was supposed to direct you to
ne."



"Is it the food that draws you or the conpany?"

"Noah has beconme very friendly with Delilah. She calls herself Lilah
here, by the way, but | imagi ne everyone knows who she is."

He t hought he had skated through that one successfully, but Alleluia
instantly asked, "And have you becone very friendly with her, too?"

"I"'mfriendly with everyone," he said, and let it go at that. She
ordered a light meal, skipped the wine, and | ooked around her with the
close attention she seened to give to everything. She was the only
angel in the place, but the rest of the clientele was fairly upscale,

i f young. Just the sort of rich, bored, jaded socialites who would get
a kick out of seeing a fallen Archangel sing for their entertai nment.
Al'leluia offered no comment.

"When does the show begi n?" she asked.
"Soon. Are you sure you don't want w ne?"
“I'"'msure."

They ate the last part of their meal in virtual silence. Though she
was pl easant and responded any time he essayed a remark, Cal eb sensed
Al leluia growing tense or at |east very focused, and be eventually gave
up all attenpts at conversation. She continued to watch the people and
listen to the musician playing the dul ciner, and betrayed no signs of

i mpati ence.

It was later than usual, and all their dinner debris had been cleared
away, when Delilah finally took the stage. Thanks to all the work

Cal eb and Noah had done, these days her entrance was nost dranatic.

Al the lights in the roomwent out, sending a gasp through the crowd.
Slowy, filtering down from above like a single directed ray of
sunshi ne, one narrow spotlight cane to life. Fromthe darkness on the
stage it shaped a shadow - bowed head, scul pted w ngs, praying
hands--until, gradually growing stronger, it painted the whole angel in
a brilliant, iridescent light. As the light grew brighter, the ange
lifted her dark head, spread her cl asped hands, and seermed to be bat hed
in the white radi ance of absol ution

As al ways, she began with that unearthly, heartbreaking croon, a prayer
for nmercy, perhaps, or a requiemfor a lost soul. O both. As many
times as he had heard it, Caleb was always nmoved by that first eerie
song, driven to the edge of grief but conforted by the incredible

ri chness of Delilah's magnificent voice.

He glanced at Alleluia to see her reaction. Even in the near-total

dar kness, he could nmake out the pale oval of her face turned toward the
stage, and the stony expression that had settled across her cheeks.

Her eyes were narrowed and her lips were very slightly pursed, as if
she were judging a contest and had to concentrate closely. Wth

somet hing |i ke shock, he realized that she was not inpressed. \What
could she think was m ssing fromDelilah's voice? Wat menories could
she conpare it to, that she would think this performance was in any way
inferior?

He was still watching Alleluia when Delilah made her abrupt, unnerving
switch to one of the bawdi est ballads Cal eb had ever heard her sing.
The Archangel's eyes widened a little, but she | ooked neither surprised



nor censorious. |In fact, a faint snmle touched her lips and she shook
her head so slightly that the nmoti on was al nbst undetectable. Caleb
was oddly relieved.

They did not speak for the duration of the concert but, |ike the other
patrons, sat nesnerized by the angel's perfornmance. Caleb wondered if
Del i | ah somehow knew who was in the audi ence and was doi ng her best to
be outrageous, for every song she offered was rowdy or tastel ess or
both, and her grinmaces and gestures were suggestively in keeping with
the Iyrics. No one else in the audi ence seened di sapprovi ng; maybe it
was just his table nate who made Cal eb nore than ordinarily sensitive
to Delilah's sel ections.

When t he performance ended nearly ninety mnutes |ater, the house
lights went dowmn with a crash of cynbals and rose again to thunderous
appl ause, by which time the stage was deserted. Caleb instantly fixed
his attention on Alleluia, noting that she was cl appi ng her hands
politely and watching the stage as if she expected an encore.

"I's that the end of it?" she asked, turning to Cal eb

"Yes. She'll come out into the audience shortly, at |east she usually
does, but she won't sing again tonight. | inmagine a performance |ike
that nmust be fairly exhausting."

"Ch, | don't know," Alleluia said idly. "It takes at |east as nuch
energy to sing one of the high nasses, and the range is nmore difficult,
and the music far nore intricate. And Delilah used to come away from
singing a mass even nore charged up than she was before she started.
She feeds on her own energy, you know. Nothing seenms to drain her."

"So what did you think?" he asked, because he really couldn't tell

"Well, it's certainly a waste of the nost beautiful voice of our
generation," she said flatly, "but 1'd rather see her sing this sort of
thing than not sing at all. Delilah would die if she didn't sing."

Not at all the answer Cal eb woul d have expected fromthe
Archangel --until he had net this particular Archangel. "That's
generous, " he said. She appeared surprised.

"Ah, angela, it's good of you to grace us with your presence," cane a
voi ce behind them and suddenly the unctuous Joseph was at their

tabl e.

"Did you enjoy the performance? Lilah is superb, is she not?"
"Unequal l ed,” Alleluia agreed. "You are fortunate to have her."

He smiled his oily smle. "W make each other's fortunes," he said.

"I provide her an unmatched venue, she provides a certain talent. The
key to a profitable business relationship."

"Yes," Alleluia said. "Wll."
He | eaned closer, till his face was inches fromthe angel's.
Al'leluia held her position, but her cool eyes narrowed. "Do you sing,

angel a?" he asked suddenly. "How s your voice?"



Cal eb actually caught his breath. |In Samaria, where nusical ability
was al nost universal, it was the rudest question that could be asked of
anyone, nost particularly an angel. Joseph apparently did not intend
it as an insult, however; he waited eagerly for an answer.

"I sing as well as any angel, | suppose,” was Alleluia s dry reply.
"Why do you ask?"

He gestured toward the stage. "I'mthe only club owner in Lumi naux who
has an angel singing for himfull-time. So far, | haven't encouraged

t he appearance of guest artists, because who could conmpete with an
angel ? But when | saw you here, | thought--Ah! Another angel! That's
who! What a coup for Seraph to have two angels singing. Even better,
she's dark and you're fair--"

"I really don't think so,"
you all the sane."

Alleluia interrupted with some force. "Thank

"It wouldn't have to be for nore than a few nights,"” Joseph persi sted.
"And not tonight--1'd like to have a little time to advertise it--but
day after tonorrow, say, for three nights running."

"I"'mnot interested in perform ng for you, sir.

"The pay is good," he coaxed. "And the exposure-After this, you could
get a job wherever you liked."

She stared at himhelplessly for a noment. Caleb struggled to contain
a laugh. Cearly the Jansai had no idea who he was soliciting. "The
job that | have takes all ny time as it is,"” Alleluia finally managed
toreply. "I'"'mnot |ooking for more work."

"One night?" he asked. "Sing for ne one night?"

"Al'l eya never sings in public except to pray," said a cool, rich voice
behi nd them and Delilah's dark shadow fell over their small table.

Alleya. Caleb quickly committed the name to menory. "Don't inportune
her, Joseph. You'll only make her nervous."
"Thi nk about it," he urged Alleluia one nore tine. "Let me know if you

change your mind."

Al l eluia spread her hands, but before she could answer, he had left.
The Archangel shook her head. "Well, | have to admire his anbition
but he is alittle overbearing."

"Still, I like the idea of you standing on stage beside ne, singing
your sweet prayers and cal ming down the crowd once |I've riled themup,"
said Delilah, collapsing into one of the enpty chairs at their table.
"Peopl e woul d think they'd sinned and been forgiven once they came to
one of our concerts."

"Ch, | think they're much happier just having sinned," said Alleluia.
Her eyes were fixed on Delilah's face and her whol e posture was wary.
"But | can see why they'd enjoy your performance."

"Can you now?" Delilah said lightly. "I nust say, | was shocked when
| saw you in the audience. | didn't think you' d stoop this low just to
i ndul ge your vulgar curiosity."



"Maybe all of us have vul gar tendencies,” Alleluia responded. "Under
the right circunstances."

Delilah | aughed out loud. "Well! Not quite the neek, self-effacing
Alleya | left behind--has it been a lifetinme ago? How do you flourish

in your new role, angela? Are you enjoying yourself?"

Al l eya chose to take the question seriously. "Not at all," she said.
"Not a day goes by that | don't wish it was you there instead of me--I
and everyone who is forced to deal with me, | mght add, though no one

has been rude enough to say it to ny face."

"Just flatter themand pretend to listen to their ideas,” Delilah
advised her airily. "It's all they want, a chance to say what's on
their mnds. Then go on doi ng what you were doing before."

"They seemto want nore than that," Atleya said quietly. "The
Manadavvi want to eliminate the Edori sanctuaries--or at |east relocate
them And the Jansai--"

A quick frown pulled Delilah's brows down. "The sanctuaries! That's
i npossible. It took nmonths--"
"Well, they have withdrawn their proposal for the nonent, but | expect

themto cone back with another."”

"Whi ch sanctuary? Ah, the one at the Galo, right? They fought that
one fromthe beginning."

"They' re conpl ai ni ng about portage costs, but | told themthey could
pay the Edori for passage rights, and they didn't l|ike that any
better."

Delilah grinned. "A good answer, though. Don't |et them harass you.
The Manadavvi will exploit every weakness, but they' re too cowardly to
di sobey you outright. They have too nmuch respect for authority."

"I'f you have any suggestions for dealing with them-"

It was the wong thing to say. Delilah, who had for a few nonments
seened natural and engrossed, instantly grew affected and indifferent.
"I 1 have no interest in these political squabbles. | amthe deposed
Archangel, ny dear. | don't have rmuch wi sdomto offer."

"I know that's not true," Alleya said softly. "It would help ne a
great deal to know that if | needed advice, | could conme to you."

Delilah | aughed. "Well, yes, and it would help ne a great deal to know
that if | prayed hard enough, Jovah would give me nmy life back. But he
won't and you can't and so there's not nmuch el se we can do for each

other." She cane fluidly to her feet, her bl ack-edged w ngtips making
a graceful sweep across the floor as she stood. "It's always a treat
to see you, of course, and | do hope you'll come back and visit, but

don't be asking me questions about troubles in the realm And I won't
expect you to sing "The Ballad of Hairy Mary' with me. Do we have a
bar gai n?"

Al leluia | ooked up at her gravely. "I didn't conme here to nmake you
unhappy," she said. "I wanted to see if you were all right, if
you- - "



"All right! I'mfine! I'mwell! I1'mdelighted to be here! Life
could not be better for me in any respect! Does that satisfy you? Co
back to the Eyrie, angela, and sing your heart out in praises to the
glorious god. Don't trouble yourself over me, and I won't worry about
you. Thanks so nuch for comng to ny concert. And I'll talk to you
sone other time."

And gi ving them a nocking hal f-curtsey, she spun on her heel and
stal ked away. Even angry and flustered, she noved w th unconsci ous
grace, and they were not the only two who watched her till she

di sappear ed.

Then Cal eb turned back to Alleluia, whose gaze was bent to her fol ded
hands. "That didn't go so well," he comented.

Al l el uia nmoved her head indecisively fromside to side. "About as well
as | expected," she said. "Better, maybe. | wasn't sure she'd talk to
me at all."

"I"ve never seen her like that," Caleb said. "Sarcastic and flippant,

yes, but never so--"
Al leluia | ooked up. "Hurt."
"I was going to say 'angry."

She nodded. "But nostly hurt. | don't know how you mend soneone who
is so badly broken."

"I's it just that she can't fly?" he asked.
She smiled briefly. "You re the one who wants to invent w ngs," she
said. "How would you feel if you once could fly and then those w ngs

were taken away from you?"

"Devastated,"” he admtted. "But | don't think it would nmake ne bitter
enough to hate nyself."

She nodded. "Probably not. You'd invent sonething else to occupy your
time. But with Delilah ... it's not just the flying. |It's the fact
that, unable to fly, she is unable to be Archangel. She is--ordinary.
Not even an angel. Mortal. Delilah has a kind of brilliance that

can't be turned down. And if it doesn't shine outward, it glares
i nward and burns everything el se anay."

"So what will happen to her?" he asked.

Alleluia smled sadly. "You're the one who's supposed to be so
talented," she said. "Wy don't you try to fix her wi ng?"

Clearly she wasn't serious, but Caleb said, "I've thought about it.
|'ve been afraid to bring it up, because--well--"

"Because she makes everything hard. Do you think you could really help
her ?"

"I don't know. Probably not. I'd be willing to try."

"I'"d be grateful for that nuch--just trying."



He smiled at Alleluia, nore warmy than he intended. "Then I'll see if
I can convince her to let me exami ne her wing," he said. "I would like
to earn your gratitude."

She may have flushed; it may have been a shadow from a passing
waitress. "You'll earn it soon enough if you repair nmy nusic
machi nes, " she said.

"I'"ll be in Velora by the end of next week."
Chapter Six

Five days later, Caleb left Lum naux and headed northwest toward the
Eyrie. Al though the days had been busy and the nights full of

conpani onshi p, the hours had seemed to crawl by. He could not renmenber
the last tinme he had been so inpatient to begin a trip--or see again
someone he had just net.

Wien Noah returned, Caleb told himof his new conm ssion, and the two
engi neers theorized about possible problens in the equi pment, although
Noah did not seemto be giving his full attention to the discussion
Abruptly he asked, "Wat was she Iike? | can't believe you' re going
off so quickly to help her."

Cal eb was conpl etely astonished. "Wy not? | can't believe you aren't
begging ne to I et you conme along."

"To help the Archangel ? How could | be so disloyal ?"

"Disloyal --" And only then did Caleb realize that Noah was angry on
Delilah's account, and could accept no other angel in her place. "She
was very nice," he said, which immedi ately seened i nadequate. "She was
serious and she seened kind and she doesn't particularly want to be
Archangel . She appeared genuinely worried about Delilah. And she
wasn't of fended by any of Delilah's songs."

Noah tossed hi man indignant | ook, and Caleb realized his attenpts to
describe Alleluia were woefully weak. "She's a usurper,"” the Edori
said. "And | cannot believe you are so interested in currying favor
anong the allali that you would take on a conmission like this.”

Caleb waited a nonent to let his flash of anger die. "If Delilah
cannot be Archangel, soneone nust be," he said gently. "I don't
believe this girl wants the job. It's a hard one, and she's not suited
for it, but she was chosen, and she's doing the best she can. It's
unfair of you to hate her for sonething that is not her fault. | don't
think Delilah hates her. Wy don't you ask her?"

Noah's answer was defiant. "I will."

But Delil ah, when questioned about Alleluia that night after her
concert, nerely threw her hands in the air and | aughed gaily. Al her
passi on of the other evening was gone; this night she seened as
lighthearted as a child.

"Al'leya," she said. "Such an odd girl. Mbst angels are pretty sure of
t hensel ves--arrogant, even--but Alleya woul d al ways hang back, | et
others talk, conpletely tranple her. She always hated to be singled
out for any attention, and | never saw her volunteer a word in groups



of nmore than five people. But you couldn't help but |ike her. She
woul d do anything in the world you asked of her, and she knows

thi ngs--facts and stories and details nobody el se renenbers. She's
kind of cone into her own lately, gotten a little nore poise--which is
good. She'll need every ounce of self-possession she can nuster up."

She shook her head, still thinking, then turned to Caleb and | aughed.
"Renmenber the other night when Joseph was trying to convince her to
sing? It was ludicrous. She hates to perform She doesn't mind
singing in front of people if it's a mass or one of the sacred rituals,

but anything else--forget it. She can't do it. | don't know how
she'll lead the Qoria in front of thousands of people, although maybe
she won't find that so hard since it is, after all, sung to Jovah. But

| promise you this: She won't find it easy."

"You sound |ike you know her pretty well," Caleb said, although
Al leluia had said that was not the case.

Delilah shrugged. "Well, any tine you live anmong a small group of
people in a place no |arger than the Eyrie, you form an opini on of
everybody, But | don't know her well. | don't know that anyone does.

Maybe it's hard to nake friends anmong peopl e who' ve known each ot her
frombirth unl ess you were born there, too."

"What ?" said Cal eb

"She was born in sonme godless little town in southern Bethel and didn't
cone to the Eyrie for years and years. | don't think her nother was an
angel - seeker, but she--"

"A what?" Noah interrupted.

Caleb grinned. Even he had heard this term "An angel -seeker," he
repeated. "A woman who purposely--ah--dallies with angels in order to
become pregnant with a little cherub."

"What's so wonderful about having an angel chil d?"

Del il ah gave hima nock scandalized | ook. "The status--the
prestige--the thought of living in a hold for the rest of your life
wi t hout having to do another day's work. Believe nme, nore than one
woman has made it her life's goal to seduce an angel and bear his
child."

"But not all an angel's offspring are also angels,"” Caleb said. "OCh

no. Not by a lot. Which is why there are so many uncl ai med chil dren
inthe cities by the holds, because the nothers will sometinmes abandon
their nortal children. W try to curb the practice, but--well, since

we want the angel children, too, we aren't on any particularly high
nmoral ground."

"So nost angel -seekers instantly bring their little winged infants to
the holds,"” Caleb pronpted. "But in Alleluia s case--"

"Alleya's nother didn't bring her to the Eyrie till she was, | don't
know, ten or twelve years old."

"Why not ?"

"Who knows? | never asked Alleya. She's five or six years older than



me and, as |'ve said, we were never close. But | think it nust have
been hard on her, coming in at ten years of age to such a strange
environnent. She never really did fit in."

"And how do you think she'll fit in now that she's Archangel ?" Caleb
asked.

Instantly, Delilah's face grew i npassive. She picked up her drink and
took a long swallow. "Now," she said deliberately, "I have no interest
in her at all."

Traveling on a borrowed horse, it took Cal eb seven days to cross

sout hern Bethel from Lum naux to Velora. Wnter nmade the countryside
seem shadowy and drab, especially around the mni, towns, where even
frommles away the burnt-metal residue fromthe refineries thickened
and grayed the air. And this is progress, and | have wought it, he
thought. Still, he could not be entirely sorry. |In fact, he couldn't
hel p t hi nki ng how nuch faster and better his journey to Breven would be
when he and Noah (and perhaps Delilah) rode in the Edori's powered
vehi cl e across the tedious desert.

He |i ked Vel ora, though; he had never been to the cheery little town
crowded up agai nst the Yelo Mountains. No Lum naux of course, but by
no means shabby. He wondered if it would be acceptable to bring a gift
to the Archangel, and once the idea was in his head, he couldn't shake
it loose. So he spent an hour or so on the chilly ascent to the Eyrie,
dawdl i ng at nerchants' stalls and wonderi ng what m ght be appropriate.
In the end he settled on a hair clip of gold filigree that she, with
her tangled yellow hair, could probably use. It was not so expensive
as to enbarrass her; another point in its favor

He conpleted the clinb and found hinself on a wi de wal kway that led to
a broad plateau. There were dozens of people ahead of him either

waiting in patient boredomor stating their cases to two angels and one
nortal who appeared to be prioritizing petitions. Caleb was tenpted to

push his way to the head of the |ine and announce, "I was invited here,
take me inmediately to the Archangel,"” but his innate courtesy
prevailed. He waited his turn, listening in untutored appreciation to

t he breat htaking voi ces singing somewhere nearby in flaw ess harnony.
If the machines were broken, it nust be live nusic--and why woul d you
want machines if you had singers like that to listen to?

When he finally had a chance to give his nane, he was gratified to see
quick interest light the face of the ol der nmal e angel who was hel ping

him "She'll be glad to see you," was the instant response. "l can't
get free here for a nonent or two, but if you don't mnd finding your
own way, | can tell you where she is."

"That suits ne," Caleb said, and listened closely to the directions.
From what he could see of the tunnels opening off the plateau, the
Eyrie was a maze and easy to get lost in. But the instructions seened
clear. He thanked the angel and ducked into the warnth of the nearest
corridor.

A few turns, a few steps down, another corridor, a row of identica
doors. Caleb went to the one that had been specified and knocked
loudly. There was no answer, but the angel had warned himthere m ght
not be ("If she has the nusic | oud enough, she won't hear you. Just go
on in. She never locks the door"). So he knocked a second tinme and,

wi thout waiting for a response, turned the handl e and entered.



To find the angel Alleluia sitting in a heap in the niddle of the
floor, her arnms wapped around her up drawn | egs, her great w ng bowed
around her shoul ders, crying as if her heart were broken

Chapt er Seven

Alleya had returned to the Eyrie to find that she had been

nm ssed--whi ch was not quite as pleasant as it might have been. Reports
had come in fromnorthern Jordana the day she left: Residents were
concer ned about continuous heavy snowfalls that had made all the roads
i npassable. Meanwhile, rain was the problemover the | ower half of the
Pl ai n of Sharon, causing the Galilee River to rise, the Edori sanctuary
to flood, the river cities to feel inperiled and the farmers al ong both
borders to worry about damage to their crops.

"But that's not the worst of it," she was told. (The worst of it, she
had al ready privately decided, was the fact that three of the younger
angel s had chosen to convey all this information to her wi thin mnutes
of her return, having clearly formed a concerned committee in her
absence.) The speaker just now was the inpetuous and dramatic-1 ooking
Asher, a dark-haired, sloe-eyed angel whomall the nortal girls were
mad for.

"What coul d possibly be worse?" she asked.

He missed the irony. "The Manadavvi think it is happening on

pur pose--that you, that we, that somehow angel s have engi neered al
this rain, to punish themfor daring to question you about the Edori
sanctuary."

Now her attention sharpened; that indeed was pretty bad. "How do you
know t hi s?" she demanded. She did not think Aaron or Emmanuel had had
time to return to the Eyrie with conplaints during the tinme she'd been
away.

D nah spoke up next. Like Asher, she was dark and intense; together
the two were usually a volatile mx. "W were in Gaza while you were
gone, and while we were there, sonme of the Manadavvi cane back fromthe
river, telling stories of the floods. They had been trying to get a
shi pnent to Senorrah, and | ost two boat | oads when the riverbank gave
way. They were really angry--"

"And they were afraid," Asher interjected.

Al l eya touched each of themw th her glance. "And did you fly out to
the plain? Was it storm ng?"
"OfF course we went inmmediately,"” Asher said with some indignation. "And
we prayed for hours. The stormdid not lift. It did not even seemto
lighten."

"How | ong has it been raining there?"

"By now, probably five days without ceasing," Dinah said. "Before
that, intermttently."

Al l eya spread her hands. "Wy weren't we told of this? Aaron Lesh and
Emmanuel Garone were here not |ong ago, and they seened eager enough to
bring up other problens."



The t hree angel s exchanged gl ances. Tinothy, a fair-haired,
good- | ooki ng but petul ant young mal e, spoke next. "Maybe they were
afraid to say anything to your face," he suggested. "But they blane
t he angel s. "

"Who bl ames the angel s? For what?" Alleya said inpatiently.

"For the storms. They think we're sending them"

"That's ridicul ous. Wy would we do that?"

"To punish them They weren't very clear about it, but there was
tal k--"

"Fromwhon? Did any of the Manadavvi actually take one of you aside
and say, "Wy are you angels sending us all the rain? What have we
done to you?"" Her own words gave her pause-just so did she sonetines
word her mental supplications to Jovah

"Well, no," Dinah said, glancing sideways at Asher

"But you were consorting with some of the Manadavvi servants, and they
repeated the gossip to you. |Is that it?" Alleya asked

Asher said defiantly, "I heard it from nore than one person, and they
all seened convinced that we were sending the rain. That we neant
something by it."

"But when you went to sing prayers--"

"Well, we weren't successful. They think maybe we didn't try."

"And when we told themyou were gone," Dinah said softly, "they didn't
bel i eve us."

Al leya flung her hands out. "But it makes no sense! \What could we
possi bly have to gain by flooding out the Manadavvi and the river
nmerchants? Wy would it occur to us to do so?"

"Enmanuel Garone clains that angels threatened to do it in the past,"

Timot hy said solemmly. "Wen the Manadavvi were difficult."

Alleya threw hima startled | ook. "WlIl! Soneone's been reading his
hi story books," she said. "I wouldn't have expected a threat that old
to still frighten anyone."

"You mean, an angel actually made such a threat?" D nah asked.
n W]O?"

"The Archangel Gabriel, in fact," Alleya said. "Back when he was
feuding with the Manadavvi. As it seens all Archangels nmust eventually
do."

"What are you going to do?" Dinah asked.
"Fly to the Plain of Sharon, obviously, and see if the god will heed

me. Although | would like a little time to rest my wi ngs and change ny
cl othes.”



The t hree younger angels traded | ooks again, making Alleya suspicious.
"What ?" she denanded. "What are you thinking?"

Asher tilted his chin in the air, a pose that nade himl ook even nore
than ordinarily striking. "W were thinking--you should |let the rains
continue just a little longer. How dare they say such things about the
angel s! And we have heard how they cane here days ago, questioning the
sanctuary treaties and | ooking for nore special privileges. W think

t he Manadavvi have flouted the Archangel's authority too |ong--yes, and
the river merchants as well. It is no bad thing to nake themworry a
while. Perhaps then they will showus a little nore deference.™

Jovah save nme fromthe young and ri ghteous was Alleya's first thought.
She cl osed her eyes briefly and wondered how Del il ah woul d handl e this.
Wth a jest and a nocking remark that would be so cleverly worded it
woul d instantly deflate Asher's whol e arrogant argunent. But she was
not Delil ah.

"One of the luxuries the Archangel does not have is spiteful ness," she
sai d, her voice gentle but the words barbed. "Any m suse of power,
whet her active or passive, is shocking and inadm ssible. | would no
nore deliberately allowthe river to flood than | would pray for the
god to | oose thunderbolts on the Manadavvi conpounds. W want har nony,
not vengeance."

"Justice!"” Asher burst out.

Alleya smled faintly. "It is not justice when your only notive is to
make soneone el se sorry," she said. "I believe that you tried to

di sperse the rains. | hope | amable to succeed. If | amnot, the
Manadavvi will really believe the worst of us, and then I think we will
have a true crisis on our hands. | do not w sh the Manadavvi to

actively turn against us."

"OfF course you will be able to stop the rains," D nah said, her voice
suddenly uncertain. "Wy would you not?"

"Why were you unsuccessful ?" Alleya asked with a shrug. "Jovah does
not hear all of us, which is a frightening thing to me. It makes ne
wonder if someday he will no | onger hear ne."

Now they all wore matching | ooks of apprehension, as if it had never
occurred to themthat she, too, mght one day be fallible. Alleya
could not decide if that conforted or appalled her

"Angel a," Dinah asked, "why does Jovah continue to send the rain?"
"And the snow, and the drought, depending on where you are," Alleya
added. "I don't know. |'msure he has his reasons, but they are at
present unclear to ne."

She had escaped as quickly as she could to seek the solitude of her
bedchamber. It seenmed |like nmore than three days since she had left,

and she wanted nothing so nmuch as to rest, relax, gossip with Samnuel
(Guess where | found Delilah?) and read the books she had borrowed from
Mount Sinai. But she had spoken truly to her little trio of avengers.
She could not in good conscience let the rains fall and nmake no effort
to stop them

So, late that afternoon, she set out again, this time for the Plain of



Sharon. It was alnost nightfall by the tinme she arrived, and a sullen
sunset offered just a faint tainted light to see by. She always found
it an inpressive, sobering sight: the shattered bl ack peak of Mount
Gal o breaking the ring of nobuntains that enclosed the plain. The god's
finger had touched the world, electrifying it the way Cal eb's
nmysterious fire had electrified his body, |eaving behind a seared mark
and the menory of tremendous power. She woul d have given nuch to have
been present the night the god blazed down in wath. She thought that
her awe woul d have far outwei ghed her terror

Because of the rain, she had flown in |ow, and now she spiral ed upward
over the broken mountain. The air was treacly, clinging to her w ngs
with actual malice; she had to fight her way higher to get as far above
the stormas possible. Even after she cleared the worst of the rain,
the air about her felt dense and unforgiving, and she had a curious
sense that all acoustical properties had been deadened. Usually, this
far above the earth, the air currents felt alive; even before she
started singing, she would hear the echoes of her w ngbeats batted from
star to star. She could sense that Jovah was listening, just waiting
for her voice, and that he knew before she started to sing just what
she was going to pray for

But tonight she had no such illusion of an eager listener. |Instead it
seemed as if she were in a close roomwhose walls were covered with
paddi ng--it was as if, no matter how | oud a sound she chose to make,
the noise would be nmuffled by invisible quilted walls. Her

i magi nation, surely; the wet, clogged air was coloring all her
percepti ons.

She sl owed her wi ngbeats to hovering speed, clasped her hands and began
singing. Her voice seened to linger too long in the air around her

the new notes piling on top of the old ones in tunbled disharnony. She
was in a net of her own nusic, a sticky web of her tangled prayers, and
she knew this was not a song that was ascending to Jovah.

She drove her wi ngs down tw ce, hard, gaining altitude, then settled
into a slow flight pattern that nade a gigantic circle over the plain.
As she flew, she offered her prayer again, and again each word |lay on
the air where she sang it, neither rising nor disintegrating. She sang
the prayer again, trailing it behind her |ike a banner, each note so
solid and distinct that she could alnost read the nusic, staff and
score. Again she circled, still singing, adding another |ayer of
musi ¢, and another, till she had laid a coil of prayers high over the
rui ned peak of the Galo Mountain. And not a single note overl apped
anot her; every word was clear, pronounced on its perfect pitch; and
suddenly it seenmed that Jovah was able to understand what, for hours,
she had been saying. For she felt the air around her shift and she
heard the dull continuity of the falling rain skip and falter; and she
saw her golden song literally unfurl as it lifted itself to Jovah.

And she sl owly descended through the unraveling clouds, and she was
afrai d, because next tine she m ght not guess how to arrange her prayer
so that the god heard it; and clearly he was begi nning to have trouble
now hearing even the Archangel

She returned to the Eyrie late the next day, having stopped overni ght
inasmall town in northern Jordana, to pray for the cessation of snow
there the following norning. This intercession was nuch nore
straightforward than the one over the Gal o Mountain, and she flew hone
feeling slightly conforted. But only slightly.



Al still was not well at the Eyrie, for the river nerchants had sent a
politely worded letter asking her to neet themin Senorrah at her
earliest convenience. They were not specific about their concerns, but
she coul d guess what they were: the portage rights that the Manadavvi
had asked about, and the fear of flooding because of the |ong rains.

"You go," she told Sanmuel, reading himthe letter. It was signed by
G deon Fai rwen, |ong-standing president of the nerchants' guild and the
richest man in Samaria aside fromthe Manadavvi. "Tell themI|'mtoo

busy to come. "
"They'll be insulted."

"Well, it will be a neasure of just how seriously |I viewtheir
conplaint. They should know by now that |'ve stopped the rains over
the Galo, so that should answer that question--and | can't bear any
nore whi ni ng about the dammed Edori sanctuary. So you go. |If they
have any other problens they want to discuss with ne, tell themto cone
here.”

He smiled. "I'Il bring themback with ne."

She smled in return. "And take Asher. He's looking for a fight. But
keep himnore or |ess under control."

So Samuel left with Asher in tow, and they were gone three days. Which
passed in relative, welcome quiet. Alleya used that tinme to begin
study on the books she had borrowed from Mount Sinai, although the
reading went slowy. In many places, the translator had guessed at a
word or a phrase, labeling it with a question nmark and enclosing it in
a bracket. She was a little disappointed that the history book gl ossed
over the mechanics of the settlers' arrival on Samaria, nerely
explaining it as a "mracle wought by Jovah," although she had never
heard it described in any nore explicit terns.

The first chapter seened to be little nore than a |list of the names and
geneal ogi es of the colonists--with a nysterious notation that all this
i nformati on had been "fed" to Jovah. She was fascinated to |earn
however, that there had not been perfect harnony anong these origina
Samari ans, and that a small splinter group led by Victor and Anos Edor
had refused to conformto the basic governmental patterns that the

ot hers had voted in.

"The Edori!" she nurmured. "Descended directly fromthe first
mal contents. | wonder who el se knows that ?"

The second chapter, however, made her sit up straight in her chair and
read as fast as her eyes would take in the words.

"Now, even before Jovah had set his children onto the | and of Samari a,
he had seen that it was ravaged by storm In the southern portions of
the chosen land, rain followed rain followed rain, and in the north,
snow foll owed snow. El sewhere the |land was dry and offered no water,
not for bathing, not for drinking, not for raising crops. And Jovah
said, "We must renake this land in the ways that are pleasing to us."

"And for this reason, and for other reasons, Jovah set about creating
the angels. He drew aside nmen of science and whi spered instructions
into their ears while they slept. Then, for twenty days, he watched



his children as they | abored on their new |land. Fromthe twelve
hundred that he had set down on Samaria, he chose fifty. These fifty
and the men of science he drew apart fromthe rest; and foll ow ng
Jovah's instructions, the men of science practiced their crafts of

bi ol ogy and genetics and grafted wings onto the backs of the fifty
nortals. And thus were angels created.”

Al l eluia | ooked up, w de-eyed with shock. The angel s had been created
by men? Specifically to control the weather? This was not the way the
Li brera, the holy book, recorded the birth of the angels. She had no
need to | ook the passage up, but she did so anyway, fetching her

| eat her bound copy of the Librera and opening it to the first chapter
whi ch described the arrival on Samaria. As she renenbered: "Then Jovah
created the angels to watch over all the peoples of Samaria and ensure
har mony t hroughout the realm" Nothi ng about weat her

Not hi ng about the continent being uninhabitable w thout intercessions
by t he angel s.

Not hi ng about nmen of science practicing their diabolical magic. 1In

fact, the Librera only nmentioned technology in the nost scornful of

passages, |eading the nodern reader to assune that all the col onists
had abhorred science and all its gifts and trappings.

And yet scientists, under the guidance of the god, had nmade nmen into
angel s.

She continued reading, although her brain felt disordered and she was
not sure she would make nuch sense of the next few pages.

"Then Jovah took the angels aside and said to them "These are the
prayers I will teach you. You will sing these words when you w sh for
storm these words when you wi sh for sunshine, these words when your
crops fail and you need freeze-dried? frozen seed grain. M supplies
are virtually limtless; they will be available for centuries, so ask
for what you need."

"Then Jovah said to the angels, "Here are nore prayers that | wll
teach you. Wen your people are swept with plague, sing these prayers
and I will send you anti-somnething? nedicines? word unclear to hea
them Wen the wonmen miscarry and the nmen turn to sport instead of
love, I will send you manna to make the wi ves again seemattractive to
their husbands, if you will sing these words."

"Then Jovah said to the angels, "I have set ny satellites? word

uncl ear - - maybe neans ears above you close to the earth so that | can
hear you any time you pray. But if ny satellites ever fail, | have set
ears in the Corinni Muntains and in the Plain of Sharon and in Arra nd
not a place on any maps, and these shall carry your words to ne
instead.""

Al leya read the | ast paragraph three tinmes, hoping it m ght nmake nore
sense, but it did not. |If these satellites were devices that anplified
t he angel s' voices and hel ped carry themto Jovah's ears, perhaps they
had fail ed; perhaps that was why Jovah was having so nuch trouble
hearing them now. But what had he put in the Corinni Muntains and at
the Plain of Sharon that would facilitate the angels' prayers--and
where exactly (for these were both fairly broad geographi cal areas)
were these nysterious objects |ocated? And howin the world would she
recogni ze themeven if she cane across then?



She read a bit farther, but the history offered no new revel ati ons, at
least in this chapter. Just as well, she thought, |aying the book

asi de and massagi ng the back of her head. Whsat little she had | earned
so far had clarified nothing and shaken some of her profoundest

beli efs; and she was not sure she had the strength right now to endure
any nore surprises.

Samuel returned grimfaced and weary; Asher seened even nore fired up
than he had been about the Manadavvi situation

"They bl ame the angels for the storms,"” the older nman said. "They
think it is sone plot to bring themto heel, and they are very

angry."

Asher struck a pose, initating G deon Fairwen. ""Wat have we done to
earn the anger of the angels? W |live as we have always lived, do
busi ness with the nen we have always dealt with. Wy would the angels
turn agai nst us?" The nman nmakes me sick."

"Did they believe what they were saying, or do you think this is a
conspiracy with the Manadavvi to give them an excuse to flout us?"
Al |l eya asked Sanuel .

"Hard to tell. But they did seemangry."”
"But surely they noticed that the rains had stopped."”
"Yes, after a week of rain. And the river had already risen.”

"So what did they want fromus? An apology? A concession? Wy did
they call us there?"

"To tell us not to think they can be controlled by such tactics," Asher
said scornfully. "To warn us that they will rebel if we continue
tanmpering with the weather."

"To remind us that nortals and angels agree to work in harnony, and
once the harnony has been disrupted, it is inpossible to restore,”
Sanmuel said nore soberly.

"Yes, well, very effective if we were in fact trying to punish them"
All eya said sharply. "But since we are not--a vexing conplication. |
cannot afford to have the nerchants and the Manadavvi in rmutiny. \Wat
has Jerusha said about any of this?" she continued, turning to Asher
Jerusha was the | eader of the angel host in Mnteverde. "You were in
Gaza recently. Did you see her?"

"We did not stop by Monteverde. | could go now-"
Al l eya shook her head. "I1'll go. Maybe she'll have sonme advice."

But Jerusha, when consulted on the follow ng day, gestured in her

characteristic short, dismssive way and shook her head. "I know there
i s unrest among the Manadavvi," she said. "There always is. It irks
themthat, powerful as they are, they are not all-powerful. They are

al ways seeking the rift in the fabric of Samaria."

Jerusha was small, dark and unenotional; her novenents were precise and
her mind analytical. Still, Alleya thought, the situation called for a



little nore worry. "Have they conplained to you?"

"Incessantly. Since the rains started. W have done what we coul d.
W have been able to shift some of the smaller storms. But none of our
prayers seens to have a |lasting effect.”

"Why?" Alleya demanded in frustration. "Wy can Jovah not hear us?"

Jerusha shrugged. "O why does he choose not to? There is a purpose
in everything he does.”

"He says," Alleya responded slowy, "that he is not punishing us. That
he answers us when he is able.”

"When did he say this?" Jerusha asked

Al l eya waved a hand to denote a southerly direction. "I saw Job a
whil e ago. W asked the god questions that he answered in the npst
circui tous manner."

Jerusha smiled faintly. "As he answers everything. And did he tel
you how to stop the storms and the floodi ng?"

"He told us to seek help fromthe son of Jerem ah," Alleya said dryly.
"Which was not at all illumnating."

"Who is Jerem ah?"
"Precisely."

"It was the nanme of the Archangel Gabriel's father,"” Jerusha said.
"But he lived hundreds of years ago."

Alleya lifted her head consideringly. "Job said it mght be a
reference to a historical figure," she said. "And did not Gabriel have
three sons?"

"Yes, all dead for a century or nore."

"Well, their sons or their sons... The records nust be sonewhere. In
the Eyrie, no doubt."
"Jovah keeps such records," Jerusha remi nded her. "The oracles record
such information for himwhen they list the names of those who have
been dedicated by the priests.” Unconsciously, her hand went to the
Kiss in her right arm "So Jovah knows the nane of every man's son."

"Yes, well, Jovah chose not to be nore specific last tine | asked him
so | think I would first try another set of records,” Alleya said with
some asperity. "But | thank you for the thought. | will see what |
can di scover about Gabriel's progeny."

So, back at the Eyrie, Alleya found her way to the archives and
researched the lives of the children of Gabriel and Rachel. |Indeed,
they had had three sons, and each of those sons had had a nunber of
children, but the records were vague about the famly menbers who were
not angelic or in some other way illustrious. For instance, very
little was said about the second son's second daughter, who apparently
el oped with some Edori nomad at a young age and coul d have had any
nunber of children. The Edori as a rule did not dedicate their



children, so Jovah was unlikely to have kept track of these particular
of fspring; and who knew how many of them had had chil dren and whi ch of
them m ght be the very man Jovah desired?

Al l eya rubbed a dusty hand across her forehead, |eaving a track of

dirt. Think clearly, she adnoni shed herself. Jovah would not have

si ngl ed out soneone of whose existence he was unaware. He asked for
the son of Jereniah, thus he knows of such a man, thus the man has been
dedicated. It does not matter if Gabriel had a hundred untracked Edori
grandchil dren or great-grandchildren; the designated son of Jereniah
woul d not be anong them

Al t hough that still did not tell her who this nysterious man was, or
where he coul d be found.

And could she really spend the next few weeks of her life trying to
reconstruct Gabriel's fanmily tree? Perhaps she indeed nmust return to
one of the oracles and ask for gui dance.

It was a day of petty frustrations, for a series of other annoying
probl ems cropped up. No one had signed up to sing the harmonic for the
noon hour, for instance, so at the last nminute Aleya and Di nah
scranbled to the open stone grotto at the top | evel of the conpound and
offered a few unrehearsed nelodies. Their voices did not blend
particularly well, especially when they had not practiced their

nunbers, so Alleya was unsatisfied with the result--and displ eased that
such a long-standing tradition had al nost been so casually broken

When Timothy and one of the nortal girls relieved theman hour |ater

to sing a much snoother requiem Alleya instantly turned to D nah. "As
of this minute, I'mputting you in charge of this," she said. "The
singers for the harnonics are to be schedul ed at | east one day in
advance fromnow on. And if no one has signed up for the shift, you
have the authority to conscript anyone you choose and sing the other
hal f of the duet yourself."

D nah | ooked as if she could not decide if the conmm ssion pleased or
annoyed her. Alleya added, "Thank you," somewhat abruptly, and the
younger angel smiled. "I will not fail you, angela," she said, and
that seenmed to take care of that.

But then one of the cooks conpl ai ned about neat froma Vel ora vendor,
and the vendor insisted on seeing the Archangel personally to defend
hinsel f, and a cormmttee of farmers who had traveled all the way from
m ddl e Jordana wanted to di scuss the encroachnent of the Jansai traders
onto property they had al ways considered theirs. The voices seened to
rise around her in an indecipherabl e babble; she felt a | ow grade of
pani c set in, and found herself deferring or del egating as nany

deci sions as she could. The Jordana contingent she prom sed to neet
with in the norning; the cook she fobbed off on one of the older norta
worren who had lived in the Eyrie for decades. Before one nore person
could catch her eye or tap on her shoulder, Alleya escaped down the

l ower tunnels to the |last remaining music room

Where she slipped in a recording of sinple |love songs perforned by the
di vine Hagar, the single disc in the whole collection that did not
feature sacred nmusic. She stood in the niddle of the roomand cl osed
her eyes, imagining all her stress and worry draining away, through her
spread fingertips, through her toes, rising through the top of her head
uni npeded by her tangled hair.



She pictured herself growing lighter, translucent, weightless,

i nsubstanti al enough to be buoyed two feet above the floor by the
musi c. She felt her wings ~shirr, and her nuscles nelted |ovingly
across her bones.

Then the nusic abruptly stopped.

As if she actually had been dropped froma | ow hei ght onto the stone
floor, Alleya felt her head snap backward and her spine jar into place.
Fresh panic rose through her throat; her cheeks cooled with anxiety.
She quickly crossed to the panel of knobs set into the wall and began
twisting and turning the dials. Not this machine, too, not the | ast
one, not the only one ... Wen the soaring nusic suddenly erupted
agai n, rescued by who knew what conbi nati on of prods and pushes, Alleya
was so relieved that her whol e body went slack. Her |egs could not
support the weight of her body, so she let herself crunble slowy to
the floor. She drew her knees up for a place to rest her heavy head;
she wrapped her wi ngs around herself for confort; and she gave in to
the overmastering inmpulse to sob

At whi ch point the door opened and Cal eb Augustus wal ked in, and
stopped to stare at her in blank astoni shrment.

Chapt er Ei ght

Al l eya scranbled to her feet, catching her shoes in her pooled tunic
and al nost pitching headl ong back to the floor. Caleb hurried forward
to grab her armbut she jerked away, hot with nortification. She could
feel the heat rising to her brows, the stickiness of tears drying down
her face; she had never felt nore conpletely at a disadvantage.

"Angel a, are you--?" he began, but she interrupted before he could
conpl ete his sentence.

"What are you doi ng here?" she demanded, running ineffectual hands
t hrough her hair, down her ~skins. "How could you just walk in wthout
knocki ng, wi thout perm ssion--?"

"The angel sent me here, he said you would be glad to see ne--"

"What angel ?"

A tentative grin crossed the visitor's face. "Wll, he seened to
recogni ze ny nane and | didn't ask himhis," he said a little
whinsically. "He said you would want to see me right away."

She turned her back on him endeavoring to conpose herself. Her breath

still caught raggedly in her throat. It would not take rmuch to start
her crying again, and she would not do it in front of this nman. 1In
front of anyone. "I wanted to see you, but under nmore controlled

circunmst ances," she said as levelly as she could. "Excuse me. | wll
be nyself in a nonent."

He wal ked around her to come face to face again. "But won't you tel
me what's wong?" he coaxed. "I can't stand to see you crying and not
be able to help."

She | aughed shakily. "I think ny problens are insoluble,"” she said,
"ranging as they do fromgreat to snmall. Today just featured too nany



in succession. | don't ordinarily give into themlike this,
however . "

"It's reassuring to know you do."
"Reassuring? |n what possible way?"

He was smling. He had a marvelously inviting smle, filled with
conplicity and synpathy; if she was not careful, she would find herself

telling himevery thought in her head. "It nakes you seem nore hunan.
More approachable. | find you just a little intimdating, you know. "
She | aughed in sheer disbelief. "Me? Intimdating? Mst people are
nmore likely to find me--obscure. Insignificant."

He surveyed her with a cl oseness that once again nmade the blush rise.
"Maybe intimdating was the wong word. You seemrenote, hard to
reach, as if you were standing in a marble chanber very hi gh above the
worl d and the rest of us called out to you in voices that you heard

only distantly, if at all. It nakes ne feel as if | were addressing a
pai nting of an angel and not a real person. But when | cone in to see
you crying--well, then, you' re right down on the tranmpled earth with

the rest of us."

Her flush intensified, partly to be told such a thing, partly because
she was unnerved at how well he had described the way she often felt.

But: "I wish I could find that high, quiet chanber today," she said a
little tartly. "Believe nme, | would hide nyself there and never cone
back down."

"And so what are the problens great and small that have reduced you to
tears?" he asked. "Maybe | can help."

"Ch, let me see. A quarrel between the cook and the butcher, a

del egati on of unhappy Jordana farmers, threats fromthe river

nmer chants, conplaints fromthe Manadavvi, rebellion anmong ny

angel s--and, just now, ny last nusic machi ne seened to break. That was
the final disaster, | think, the m shap that pushed ne to the edge. A
m nor problemin conparison with the rest, but--"

"It seens to be working now," he said, sw nging around to exami ne the
equi pment with careful fingers. "Wat a beautiful song. W is this
si ngi ng?"

"Hagar. The first angelica. Her voice could nmake the nost nundane

musi ¢ seem subline. They say that Rachel had a voice as brilliant as
Hagar's, but of course we no | onger know how to record singers--and
anyway, | don't believe it. No one else could sing like this."

"How was it recorded? May | see?"
So she stopped the nusic and extracted the small silver disk.
It was completely featurel ess except for its shape and color; it bore

no ridges or markings. Caleb turned it toward the light to watch the
reflection glitter along its surfaces, front and back

"Amazing," he said. "I don't even know what this material is.

"Do you think you can figure out how t he equi pment works?"



"I don't know. Not if it's as foreign as this."
"What kind of tools do you need?"

He pointed to his shoul der; he was, she realized, wearing a bul ky
backpack. "Brought themall with me. Should | start with this
machi ne, or one of the machines that is already broken?"

"One of the broken ones!"™ she answered swiftly, and he | aughed. "Well,
but as long as this one is still working--"

"I understand perfectly. Show ne where | should begin."

For the next hour, Alleya watched the engineer dissect one of the
failed machines. It would not have been, ordinarily, the sort of
pasti ne she enjoyed, for she had no aptitude for el ectronics--or
interest in them either. But there was sonething about Cal eb Augustus
and his conplete absorption in his task that nade her feel a certain
synmpat hetic kinship. Just so did she feel when she was lost in the

| abyrinth of a nelody or keeping her balance on the rippling arpeggio
of a duet. He could not have appeared nore entranced.

Wil e he was too engrossed to notice her, she studied him He | ooked
like nothing so nuch as a farner's el dest son, dressed up (but only
slightly) for market day in the biggest town for a hundred nmiles. He
was a little bigger than the average man but not brawny; his features
were strong and intelligent. His sandy hair was cut close enough to
stay out of his way but with no special attention to fashion; though
his clothes were cl ean, they showed nmuch wear. He was a man who |i ked
to be confortable, she decided, but who rarely worried that he woul d be
otherwi se. He | ooked as though he found the world nearly always a

wel comi ng place. Not surprising; she was glad to have himhere. She
i magi ned nost people were pleased to see him

She was even able to restrain her inpatience to know what he | earned,
so she did not bonbard himwi th questions about how well his task was
going. |In fact, she just sat there, |eaning one shoul der against the
wal I, and watched him He had pried off the glass and nmetal faceplate
t hat guarded the inner workings of the player, and exposed a whol e
range of wires and circuits that would have sent her into instant
despair. He had only | ooked nore intrigued, and had begun to
cautiously poke at each gleaming joint and intersection

Now and then he nurnured al oud, though she had no illusions that he was
addressing her. "Wll, if that's a noving part, what's nmoving it?

Al t hough--1 don't see why this one should have to nove, and it seens
to--and where the hell is the power comng fronf"

He had extracted the oddest array of tools fromhis pack, and with
these he slowy began di sassenbling the machine. She bit back an
automatic protest ("Don't, you'll break it!"); what nore harmcould he
possi bly do? But she could not resist one question. "Do you think
you'll be able to put it back together?"

"Uh- huh," he said abstractedly, still conpletely focused on his work.
"But | don't knowif I'll be able to put it back so it works."

"I's there anything | can get you?"



"Sone water would be nice."
"For the machi ne?"

At that he did give her his attention, flashing her a quick grin. "No,
for me."

She was enbarrassed, but how coul d she know what a pi ece of equiprent
m ght require? "Wuld you rather have wine? Tea? Juice?"

"What ever's handi est,"” he said, and went back to his work. So she
fetched hima snack tray--w ne, water and pastries--returning to find
dozens of unidentifiable parts arranged precisely on a white rag laid
on the floor. The hole in the wall had becone deep enough for Caleb to
insert his head.

"How about some kind of l|ight?" he asked, not even wi thdraw ng his
head when he heard her enter. "I can't see everything in here."

"You nean a candl e?"
"I's that all you've got?"
"We don't have any el ectric-powered lights."

"Well--nmake it an oil lanmp, then. 1 don't want wax falling anywhere
i nside here."

So then she left to find hima lanp with a gl ass shade, but the shade
was green and he asked if she could find sonething clear. Because the
color made it difficult to ascertain which wire was which. So she left
again, returning with the requested item

"I't'"ll have to do," he said, fitting the shade over the brass casing,
"Can you stand here and hold it for ne? No, a bit higher. The Iight
has to shine in. Yes, that's right. Hold still."

So she stood there another hour, notionlessly as possible, and thought
that this was the pleasantest hour of the day that she had passed so
far. It didn't seemto occur to Caleb Augustus that this particul ar
brand of nenial |abor ranked far bel ow the general run of
responsibilities that fell to the Archangel, and obviously she could
have assi gned soneone el se the task

But she |iked watchi ng hi mwork.

It was quite late in the day by the tine he laid aside his |ast tool
pul l ed hinmself gingerly fromthe cavern he had excavated, and shook his
head. Alleya set the | anp down and rubbed her arm

"Well?" she asked. "Can you fix it?"

"I don't know," he said. "I can tell what's wong, | think, but I
don't know if | can conpensate for it."

Her heart sank; she had been convinced he could help her. "So what's
wr ong?"
He held up a small cylinder, about the size of his little finger. "As

far as | can tell, this is the power source of the machine. 1've never



seen anything like it. | can't imagine howit works, but sonehow it
seens to hold stored energy. And when the machine is turned on, this
little itemrel eases enough energy to nmake all the parts go around.
But all the energy seens to have been drained away. Therefore, no
nmovi ng parts. No rnusic."

"So can't you just--do something else to make the things nove?

"That's what |'ve been trying to determine. But it's a very delicate
bal ance in here. M wires are thick and clumsy things next to
theirs--like a rope conpared to a length of thread. | could rig a

not or that woul d generate the power you need, but | don't know if I
coul d conduct that power inside the machi ne wi thout hopel essly tangling
up everything inside. Plus--ny notor would be fuel -generated, and
create funmes and noise, and so you wouldn't want it in the room Can't
really appreciate the sound of Hagar singing when she's conpeting with
a notor making all kinds of racket."

Alleya felt blank. "But then--you're saying--there's nothing you can
do?"
"Well, | can try to set up a notor in the hallway, say, and run the

wires in, and see if | can generate the juice. You' d have to be
careful not to dislodge anything--not trip over anything--and you'd
still probably hear sone of the noise fromthe hall."

"The roons are acoustically perfect, she said automatically. "They
deaden all outside noise."

"Well, you wouldn't be able to close the door all the way."
llAh. "

"And if that worked-Have you ever considered having the entire hold
wired for electricity?"

She just |ooked at himfor a nonent. It was as if he'd asked her if
she had ever considered pulling out all her wing feathers, one by one.
"It's not--it never crossed ny mnd one way or the other."

"Well, there would be a | ot of advantages," he said. "You could get
rid of your gaslight, for one thing. That's always a danger, you know,
gas. It can kill a man in a few m nutes."

"So can electricity,” she answered with asperity, then renmenbered his
father, and wi shed she hadn't.

But he grinned. "Right. Power is always inherently dangerous. You
pi ck your devils, | suppose. But if you wired for electricity, you
could do all sorts of things, not just with lighting. You could have
powered lifts to haul items up the mountain, just for instance. One of
the Senorrah nmerchants is having a friend of mne outfit his vaults
with electronic | ocks that can only be opened by hinsel f."

"Well," Alleya began dubiously, "you know I'm not convinced that
wi despread technol ogy is always a benefit."

He held up the silver nusic disk as if it were sonething incal culably
precious. "If we understood the principles behind this little gadget,
and if we understood how this entire piece of equi pment operated, think



what you could do then! You could record your own nusic! These disks
are, what, six hundred years old? Hasn't there been other splendid
music witten in the past six centuries? But you have no way to record
it for other generations to hear, do you? It's all"--he waved his
hands--"passed on from one generation to the next. Oal history."

"Well, there are ways to wite the nmusic down so that you can learn it
wi t hout having heard it perforned--"

He shrugged; clearly an inferior method. "But you don't get that
nuance, do you? You don't get to hear the quality of the singer's
voi ce. "

"Well, no," Aleya admtted.

"I'f we could understand this technol ogy"--he turned again to admre the
di senbowel ed machi ne--"we could record your voice. Delilah's. Think
of the possibilities! You wouldn't have to attend the Goria in
person. You could record your masses sone day when the weat her was
good and all your best singers were in attendance, then set up your
machine in the mddle of the Plain of Sharon, hit a button--and
suddenly, all the music of the angels would come pouring out."

Al l eya was shocked to her soul. "You couldn't do that!"

"No," he confessed. "Not only do I not know how to record the nusic,
we have a very hazy understanding of how sound is transmitted in the
first place. It travels, of course, like a rock ricocheting off a
canyon wall, but--"

"I meant, even if the technol ogy existed, you couldn't have--a nachine
singing the prayers to Jovah!"

That stopped himfroma digression into the nature of noise. "What?
Wy not? | would think it would be a trenendous savings of time and
effort.”

"But tine and individual effort is what the Joriais all about!" she
exclaimed. "It's not just the nusic--it's what the nusic represents.
Al'l the people of Samaria com ng together in harnmony, working in
concert, proving to the god that they are living in peace. Even if he
could be fool ed by some mechani cal reproduction of those voices--even
if that were so, the very thought of such a thing is sacrilegious. 1Is
bl aspheny. The idea of the GQoriais not to trick the god. The idea
of the Aoriais to keep men fromfalling into war and destruction."

Her vehenence had pulled himup short. Now he gave her a slow smle
and shook his head. "I'msorry, | didn't nean to rouse such passion,"
he said. "You forget you're not talking to a god-fearing man. | don't
tend to think of the divine aspects of things."
"And you forget you're talking to the Archangel, "
"Jovah is always present in nmy thoughts.”

she said tartly.

"I"mconstantly amazed at how convi nced people |ike you can be--angel s,
and nost of the Edori, and many other nmen," he said. "You don't even
guestion. You don't even wonder. You nerely say, "Jovah is there,"
and that is the end to it. No doubt or speculation."

Al l eya spread her hands. How could she possibly explain? "I don't



under st and how you can doubt,
hi s exi stence."

she said. "There is proof every day of

"Proof? | see no thunderbolts, no strikes of lightning. | hear no
maj esti c voi ce speaking to us fromabove. | do not--forgive ne,
angel a, but | do not--see himanswering the angels' prayers. | would
t hi nk, these days nore than ever, you woul d have disbelievers in your
ranks."

"There are disbelievers, although generally not anmong the angels," she
answered quietly. "And yes, these days Jovah seens deaf to the

angel s--sonme of the angels, some of the tinme. But not deaf to ne. |
hear himlistening to my voice, as you hear a nortal nman in the sane
roomlistening to your conversation even if he does not reply. The
silence is not enpty silence. And he responds to ny prayers.”

"I understand you dissipated the stornms over the Gal o Mountain when no
ot her angel from Monteverde or the Eyrie could do it."

"Jovah chose to heed ne. And even if he had not, | would not have
doubted his existence. | have witnessed too many other miracles."

He smiled a little sadly. "I admre your faith, but | have no desire
to copy it. | will be a doubter to the end.”

She smled back, lifting her hands in benediction. "Jovah will watch
over you nonet hel ess," she said.

He gl anced around at the nmess he had made on the floor. "I need to put
all this back together--but, if you don't nmind, 1'd rather |leave it
till 1've seen what | can do with a notor. It night take me a day or

two to rig what | need. WIIl that be a probl en?"

Her eyes traced the sane circuit across the scattered coils and pans.
"I don't think so. No one cones into these roons anynore since the

equi prent failed. W can |eave a note on the door. Nothing will be
di sturbed. "
"Good. 1'lIl be back in the norning if |I can scrounge up a nmotor."

"You know about the Edori Daniel in Vel ora?"
"That's the first place | intend to go."

"And do you have accommodations in the city? O would you like nme to
see what m ght be avail abl e here?"

"I'd prefer the city, thank you. But | was wondering--"
"Yes?"

He seened to speak with unwonted formality; perhaps, for a change, he
was the one who was enbarrassed. "If your duties permt, | would |like
to have dinner with you tonight. | enjoyed our |ast neal
tremendously. "

She had thousands of donestic details to attend to, and she was

hal f -proni sed to Samuel for the evening neal, but suddenly she could
not bear the thought of denying herself one brief opportunity to
escape. "Oh, yes, that would be lovely," she said, before she had tine



to think about it too |ong.
"Can you go now?"

"I need an hour or so to take care of some things. W could neet in
Velora, if you like."

"Any place you'd recomend?"

"There's a place you mght like called Obadiah's. The food s good and
it's quiet enough to talk. There's nusic, of course--1 don't believe
there's a single restaurant in Velora that doesn't offer sonme kind of
musi c--but it's nostly background noi se. Does that sound all right?"

He smiled warmy. Really, he had the nost attractive smile. "lIn an
hour and a hal f?."

"I'l'l be there.”
Over dinner, the talk alnost instantly reverted to religion. "Wat |
woul d nost |ike to know," said Caleb, "is how Jovah brought us here.

How he chose Samaria, yes, but nore than that, how he carried out the
actual nechanics."

Al l eya | aughed. Toni ght she had rel axed her usual rules of persona
conduct and agreed to a glass of wine. She had rarely indulged in

al cohol before she becane Archangel, and never since then, because she
felt her abilities were already insufficient to her task; being
rendered tipsy would in no way inprove her chances of succeeding at her
job. But. Tonight. One glass of w ne.

"A mracle wought by Jovah," she agreed. "I know. The Librera is
very unspecific. Even the old history books are not clear on how the
mracl e was acconplished.”

"So how do you think it was done?"
"I think he wapped his fingers around us and carried us here."

"Through space? From another world? How far? How far away do you
think the nearest star is? | think the distance is uninnagi nable. How
long did it take? A mnute? A year? A century?"

"What does it matter how long it took? It happened. W are here.
That is all the evidence you need."

"No, it is not all the evidence | need," he retorted, smling. "I want
di agrans and di stances and facts."

"They don't seemto be available. | have found sone old
texts--translations of histories witten shortly after Samaria was
settled--and even there very little is explained. Mybe they were
translated so long after the event that the translators didn't have
words for what the col onists experienced. O naybe no one understood
how Jovah transported us."

She smiled. "I have found an old reference to two contentious brothers
naned Victor and Anpbs Edor," she continued. "They left the origina
group of settlers and refused to join the new communities, and took
their wives and children with them So it seens that fromthe very



begi nning, the Edori did not behave like the rest of us."
"And they still don't believe like the rest of you."
"They worship Jovah, as we do. Though they name himdifferently."

"They believe that Jovah watches over all of Samaria, and listens to
anyone's prayer, not just the angels'," Cal eb said.

"The angel s believe Jovah hears everyone but that he hears the angels
nore clearly."”

"And the Edori think that Jovah is only one god of many-the only god
who wat ches over Sanaria, perhaps, but not the only god in the

uni verse. They say that for every other world, a god has been
chosen--that if you were to travel to some other planet, for instance,
it would not be Jovah you prayed to but--who knows?--Novah or Shovah or
Carovah." He had started seriously enough, but ended on a |l augh as he
made his little rhynes.

Al l eya was hal f shocked and half fascinated. "Do they truly? But then
do they feel there is no coherent force in the whol e universe, just al

t hese i ndependent god |ings Who ensures harnmony? Wo keeps the gods
from f eudi ng?"

"They say there is a god greater than all these | esser ones. They cal
hi m t he nanel ess one, and they say he protects the universe."

"So this nanel ess one, | suppose, instructed Jovah to carry us fromthe
old world to the new one. Does that nean Jovah once wat ched over that
old worl d--and then abandoned it?"

"I never asked the Edori that. A good question! O course, if
everything we have learned is true, it is a world that deserved to be
abandoned by its god."

But she felt a stricken |ook tighten the skin on her face. "And how
did those who were left behind | earn that their god had abandoned

t hen?" she asked in a low voice. "D d he cease answering their
prayers? Turn his face fromthen? A lowthemto be slowy destroyed
by storm and fl ood?"
"More good questions, "
still hears you."

Caleb said gently. "But you say that Jovah

"So far," she said. "So far."

She took another sip of her wine, but it fell to a hollow place in her
stomach. She could see that her distress was having its effect on

Cal eb, for he visibly searched for another topic of conversation

"After you left us in Luminaux," he said, "I asked Delilah to tell ne
what she knew of you."
Al l eya made an effort and smled. "I would be interested to know what

she said."

"Ch, mostly what you had told nme yoursel f--that you were qui et and kept
to yourself and did not like to performfor others. But she also
mentioned that you were not born at the Eyrie, that you cane here when



you were ten or twelve. And | found nyself wondering where you had
been before then. And why your parents did not bring you to the hold
sooner."

Alittle | augh escaped her; no one had asked her this story for fifteen
or nore years. "Well. You've heard about angel -seekers, of course."

"Yes."

"Well, ny nother was not that sort. M mother--she is difficult to
describe. A very focused, dedicated, unsentinental woman who has
devoted her life to others. She was not chasi ng down handsone angel s
in Velora or Cedar Hills. She was overseeing a comunity for the blind
and the deaf in a snall town on Bethel's western coast. That's what
she still does. Anyway, about thirty years ago, violent illness spread
t hrough the community. M nmother ran up the plague flag, and an ange
responded. He prayed for nedicines, which Jovah delivered, and he
stayed a day or two to make sure everyone began to recover. By the
time he left, apparently, my nother was already pregnant with ne."
"That's a fairly dry tale,” he coomented. "Did she fall in love with
hi n? Was she heartbroken? Did she ever see himagai n?"

"You have to understand, ny nother is a fairly dry woman. | have asked
her those questions many tinmes nyself. She never gave any satisfactory
answers. As far as | know, he's the only nan she ever made | ove to,

for while | lived with her, she had no I overs. Wy hin? Wy then?

Did he seduce her? Did she seduce hin? Did their Kisses |ight when
they first saw each other, as is said to be the case when true | overs
neet ? She never told ne."

"Do you know who he is? Perhaps you could ask him™

"Hi s nane was Jude. He was from Monteverde, and he died before |I cane
to the Eyrie. | never had the courage to ask any of the ol der

Mont ever de angel s what they knew of him"

"So. You were nysteriously conceived, and born in a renote vill age.
But surely, once your nother realized that her child was in fact an
angel --"

"She woul d have instantly taken ne to a hol d?"

"Yes."

Al l eya shook her head. "Ah, not ny nmother. She was too busy. She had
too many others to care for. And she needed nme there."

"But--surely--one of the others--they nmust have noticed that you were
an angel child and realized that you should be anmbng your people."

Alleya smled. "They were blind."

He threw his head back, startled. "So they did not know you were an
angel ?" he asked slowy.

"They knew. The blind | earn by touch, and so all of themhad felt the
feathers of ny wings. They knew | was an angel. But they had been
isolated all their lives. They didn't know the conventions that govern
an angel's life."



"Not all of themwere blind, you said. Sone were deaf."

She nodded. "Yes--and they, too, had lived apart even fromnortals
nost of their lives. It didn't occur to themthat | did not bel ong
there. Besides, they had their reasons for wanting ne to stay."

"Whi ch were?"

She smled again. "That they could hear me. Even those who were stone
deaf since birth. Wen | sang, they could hear my voice. It was the
nost marvel ous thing that had ever happened to them-you could see it
intheir faces. | sang, and they heard nusic. | have never had an

audi ence so appreciative. Not even Jovah."

He | eaned forward, fascinated. "They could hear you? Cearly enough
to make out words?"

"Well, you have to understand, nmany of them did not know words because
t hey had never heard words spoken. But they could hear ny nusic, and a
sort of--1 guess it sounded |ike a croon to them To people who could
hear nothing at all, even something so form ess was miracul ous. | used
to sing to themfor hours.”

"And there were sone," she continued, "especially those who had | ost
their hearing when they were ol der--after sone accident or a
fever--they could distingui sh words when I sang. | was even able to
teach some of them nore words. They don't speak well, of course, but
t hey can comuni cate."

"I"mawestruck," Caleb said. "I've never heard of such a thing."

"Well, so you can see why ny nother wanted to keep nme around.”

"The question now is why she ever |let you go."

"I don't believe she would have of her own free will. But one sunmer
we were visited by a new band of traders--these were Jansai, and nost
of our other traders had been Edori. The |eader of this group started

guestioning ny nother very closely about me, how old | was, who ny
father was, how rmuch tinme | spent in the holds and how nuch time with
her. | think her fear was that he would go to the Archangel and trade
his information about me for noney or special privileges."

"And your nother was afraid that you woul d be taken away from her and
never allowed to see her again."

"Ch, no. She was afraid the angels would conme | ooking for me--and

i nsist that she cone with ne to a hold. She did not want to | eave
Chahiela, you see. So instead of taking nme to the Eyrie, she took ne
to Mount Sinai to ask the oracle Rebekah for her advice."

"I"msure that was an interesting experience. Wre you afraid?"

"OfF Rebekah? Not at first. She was very old, you know. She died a
few years ago. | was overwhel ned by Sinai, though--all those tunnels
and that inexplicable interface. | renmenber trying to peer into one of
the roonms of f the mmin chanber--and she scolded me for not sitting
quietly. She obviously had not had nuch experience with children.”



"So she told your nother you should be taken to the Eyrie."

"Yes, but ny mother would not take me. So Rebekah summoned one of the
angel s to cone fetch nme, and ny nother went hone."

"Before you had | eft?"
"Yes."
"Leavi ng you al one with Rebekah?"

"Yes. Although | really spent nost of those three days with the

acolytes. | had no idea what was happening to ne, where | was goi ng,
why. It was a dreary tine."
"I can imagine! It seens very heartless, all in all."

"I told you, my nother is an unsentinental woman. She could not keep
me, so she took nme where | was supposed to be, and didn't fret about
it."

"And how often did you see her after that?"

"Ch, | always go back to Chahiela for a week or two a couple of tines a
year. Wen | was very young, one of the angels would take ne. \When
was ol d enough, of course, | flew by nyself. Everyone is always happy

to see me, and | sing for them teach sone of the chil dren new words.
But it seenms like a strange world to me now There are nany new

i nhabitants that | don't know. And it is inpossible to feel close to
my mother. So | no longer ook forward to the visits. It no |onger
feels like a place where | belong."

"And the Eyrie?" he asked, watching her closely. "Does it feel like a
pl ace where you bel ong?"

She sm | ed somewhat sadly. "You know the answer to that."

"Where, then. \What would feel |ike home to you."

She raised a hand to brush it through her hair. She was not sure she
was enjoying this part of the conversation any nore than she had
enjoyed the part about Edori beliefs. "Maybe someday | will feel at
hone in a place, maybe with a person," she said. "And you. Were do
you feel nobst confortable?"

He shrugged. "I could live anywhere, | imagine. All | need is access
to technology and an interesting project to divert nme, and |I'm

reasonably content."

She nade the effort and smiled. "A project like wiring the Eyrie for
electricity.”

He smiled back. "Wring the Plain of Sharon for sound.™
"Ch yes! Recording the angels' nusic."
"Learning to fly."

She shook her head. "You will die still wanting to acconplish
i mpossi bl e things."



"Better than to die wishing | had not wasted ny life."

"I envy you a little," she said. "Know ng what you want."

"You'll know it when you come upon it," he said. "Everybody does."

It was the | ongest, nost satisfying nmeal Alleya remenbered sitting down
to in the past year--maybe five years. Maybe ever. She was sorry when
she realized they had to go: The waiters were clearing away di shes from
the other tables, all enpty, and the quiet, pretty background nusic had
st opped sone tine ago.

"I think it's past mdnight," she said, appalled.

Cal eb I aughed. "Well past," he said. "Tine for all good angels to be
sl eeping soundly in their beds."

She left himon the cold, enpty streets of Velora and nmade the short
flight to the sleepy conpound hi gh above the city. Even at this hour
sweet harnonic voices drifted through the stone warren, singing

nel odi es of peace and contentnent. As always, Alleya tried to identify
the performers. Tinothy, she thought, and a nortal girl who had just
given birth to an angel child. The nane escaped her at the noment.

She retreated to her room did the nost cursory washing up and tunbl ed
into bed. She was asleep in mnutes.

The next two days, she left Caleb pretty nuch to his own devices as he

scoured the city and set up a tenporary workshop in the rusic room

She checked on him periodically and nade sure someone brought him food,
but her own time was fully occupied with visiting petitioners and

resi dents who brought her domestic problenms. And there was nothing she
could do to speed Cal eb's progress, anyway.

The afternoon of the third day, he came |ooking for her. She was
conferring with two Lumi naux nerchants who were eager to set up a
trading arrangenent with all the angel holds, when Caleb practically
cane bounding into the room

"It's not perfect, but | think you'll--oh, I'"'msorry. They just said
you were in here--"

Alleya could not help smling. He |ooked flushed with eagerness and
obvi ously had good news. "I'll be done here in twenty m nutes or so,"
she said. "I'll come to you."

So she agreed rather hastily to the nerchants' request and ushered them
as politely as she could to the exit at the grand stairway, then
hurried down to the rmusic roons to see what Cal eb had w ought.

A low drone, interrupted at close intervals by a netallic coughing,

gui ded her toward the chanber he had set up as his headquarters. Over
that unattractive noise the nagnificently tw nned voices of Hagar and
Uiel rose and fell in the Uval de mass. The odor of hot oil drifted
greasily back. Rounding the final turn in the corridor, Alleya paused
at the sight that greeted her--a squat black contraption of wires,

val ves and nysterious protrusions sitting outside the open door of the
musi ¢ room The singing apparently came fromthe repaired equi pnent.
The chuggi ng and whi ni ng and fuel snmell came from Cal eh' s machi ne.



But it did seemto be working.

Al l eya stepped inside the roomto find Caleb still tinkering with the
faceplate on the wall. "Have you really achieved this nmracle?" she
asked, and her voice brought himinstantly around.

He was beaming. He had streaks of dirt across his face and his
forearns, and he looked like a little boy who had just discovered
spiders. "I think so, yes," he said, very excited, "Cone in, come in.
When you cl ose the door, you can hardly hear the notor running
out si de--"

He actually took her by the hand to pull her in, shutting the door
behi nd her. The thick cords along the floor kept the door from closing
conpl etely, but nmpst of the outside noise was bl ocked out. In
contrast, the sublinme duet seemed to grow | ouder, purer. Alleya shut
her eyes briefly, following the intricate ascent of the nusic. Caleb
seenmed not to notice he had | ost sone of her attention

"I had to jimry this wire, and the casing doesn't fit properly, but
that doesn't seemto matter. As |long as you keep the notor supplied
with fuel and you're willing to put up with its byproducts, you can run
your machines. Actually, | think it's strong enough to power two of

t he machi nes at once, but if you wanted juice for nore than that, you'd
need anot her notor."

Al l eya opened her eyes. "What kind of fuel does it require?"

"It's a special kind of oil. Daniel can supply nore when it runs
out."

"How does the nbtor work? How do | turn it off and on? Where does
this special fuel go in?"

"Here, I'll show you. |It's sinple, really.™

So he led her back into the hallway and showed her the sw tches and the
fuel intake valve and told her what she should not touch. She nodded
because it really didn't seemall that conplicated. She notioned him
back inside the soundproofed roomand cl osed the door again so they
could tal k without shouting.

"So you think you understand it?" he asked.

"It seens clear enough," she said. "But if the nmotor breaks down when
you' re gone--"

Caleb grinned. "Daniel can fix it if there's a problem The notor
itself is pretty straightforward. The trick was converting its power
to the machine's power."

"But you did it."

He couldn't hel p showi ng how pl eased he was with hinself. "I did,
didn't I1? | wasn't sure | could.”

"I can't tell you how profoundly grateful I am Now, tell nme what |
owe you, and be assured I'll recommend you to all ny friends."

He | ooked bl ank for a nonent, as if he had forgotten that this was a



skill he could be paid for, and then grinned sheepishly. "I'll send
you a bill," he said. "It will take me a little tine to figure tine
and parts. I--it will be expensive, I'mafraid--" She | aughed. "Wbrth
it.

Charge what you will."

"And will you celebrate with me tonight? After | clean up, of
course. "

She knew a noment's extreme tenptation, but she could not escape
tonight's schedule. "I would. | can't. | have burghers from Senorrah
and Castel ana nmeeting me for dinner, and they're none too happy with ne
as it is. | can't abandon thema second tinme to Sanuel."

He | ooked as di sappointed as she felt, which was a confort, though he

made an effort to hide it. "Well, then. When you have your next
i nsoluble project. Think of ne, and I'lIl be glad to help. Wth
anyt hi ng. "

"I"ll keep that in mnd. O if I'"'min Lum naux again for any
reason--to see Delilah or whatever "

"Yes," he said quickly. "Let me know. We'll--we'll have dinner or
somet hi ng. "

They both fell silent, she at |east feeling awkward and stupid, he

| ooking as if he had nuch nore to say but could not frame the words.
Qut side, the motor churned out its ragged heartbeat; inside, Uiel's
deep voice nodul ated into the mnor key of a sorrowful plea for mercy.
Wiy was it so difficult to say a sinple goodbye?

"Well, then," she said, and held out her hand. "Till Lum naux, or
|later. And send ne that bill."

"I enjoyed working with you, angela," he said, closing his hand over
hers and holding it rather tightly. "I look forward to ny next
opportunity to serve you."

She di sentangl ed hersel f quickly, nostly because the warm conforting
clasp of his hand gave her so much pleasure. At the door, she turned
back briefly. "Goodbye, Caleb Augustus," she said formally, then
hurried down the hallway as fast as she could go.

It was not till the next norning, when she returned to the nusic room
that she found his gift, wapped in a scrap of blue silk and left on
top of one of the silver nusic disks, where she would be sure to see
it. Wthit was a plain piece of paper on which "Alleya" had been
carefully hand lettered. Unw apping the silk, Alleya exclained at the
pretty gold hair clip adorned with a single sapphire. She could not
resist setting it at once into her hair, where it seened to instantly
restore a certain order to the usual unruliness.

Al t hough she shoul d not accept such a present, of course.

Al t hough people were frequently bringing gifts of thanks to the
Archangel and, indeed, any angel who had hel ped them

Al t hough, technically, he was the one who had hel ped her. But she knew
she woul d keep the gift, anyway.



Just to prove to herself that the mracle was still intact, that the
magi ¢ had not evaporated overnight, she turned the ignition on the
motor, flipped the switches on, and inserted Hagar's secular nusic into
the player. Delirious nusic instantly burst through the hidden
speakers, filling the roomwith brilliance. Alleya closed her eyes,
giving over all her other senses to the nmusic, and swayed slightly to
the slow, hypnotic beat. |If she could sing like this, if anybody alive
could sing like this ... Suddenly her eyes snapped open and she read
again her nane witten in Caleb's hand. It was the first tine he had
addressed her as anything except "angela." She had not even been sure
he renenbered that her name was Alleluia. Wo had given himthis nane,
and why did it give her such a strange shiver, as though an intinmate
hand had passed over the inner feathers of her wi ngs? She folded the
paper into tiny squares, mned off the music, shut down the notor, and
left the nmusic roons to address the urgent problenms of the day.

Chapter N ne

Caleb stood silent for a good two nminutes, staring at the nonstrous
vehicl e that Noah had naned the Beast. It was one of the un sightliest
constructions he'd ever seen, and, in the course of his career, he had
built nmore than his share of ugly but functional machines. This one

bl ended the worst characteristics of anything Caleb had ever cobbled
together: It was big. It was noisy. It was cunbersome. It produced a
fearsone odor. And in no way did it appear to be sonething he'd care
to entrust his person to if he had any notion of confort over a |ong

j our ney.

"Isn't it beautiful?" Noah enthused. "Wat | particularly like is the
framewor k above the passenger conpartment where we can hang a tarp if
it starts to rain."

"As it's likely to, since the rain never ceases in Samaria," Caleb
responded somewhat absently.

"The steering principle isn't difficult, but there's sort of a trick to
it. | figure you and I will take turns actually driving. | don't
think Delilah will want to do too nmuch of the manual |abor--"

Cal eb wested his fasci nated gaze from contenpl ati on of the Beast and
asked, "lIs she really conming with us?"

Noah nodded. "Oh yes. | asked her again last night, just to be sure.
| thought she night change her mind, but-Anyway, | don't think she'l
be doing any of the actual piloting. But you and I can split that

up. "

"Ch, gladly.” Caleb finally found the willpower to nove and began a
slow circuit around the vehicle. It was as big as two Edori tents back
to back and rested on a frame supported by six netal wheels. Each
wheel was set with serrated spikes ("to dig into the ground in any
terrain and keep the vehicle steady,”" Noah informed him. The front
two wheels were on a cunbersone axle that could be turned fromleft to
right, guided by a two- handl ed steering mechani smin what Noah
referred to as the driver's compartnent. It took, Caleb surmised, a
certai n ampunt of physical strength to operate the two handles in
tandem Al though there was a dil api dated barstool bolted down in the
conpartnent, Caleb didn't fool hinmself that the driver would be sitting
down much. Mstly he'd be on his feet, hauling on the handl es and



swearing | oudly.

The unfortunate passengers were confined to an area about the size of
an average kitchen table, where two small |eather sofas had al so been
secured in place. There was very little roomfor their feet or

per sonal bel ongi ngs, although they could see out the open franework of
the car to view the passing countryside. It was doubtful they' d be
able to anuse thenselves with idle talk, since the notor, situated in
the back third of the contraption, made a conmotion so |oud as to drown
out even the nost determi ned conversationalist.

The notor was powered by steam generated by any kind of fuel the driver
could scare up-firewod, coal, oil--and though there was a fuel storage
container built into the vehicle, Noah had confessed that it woul dn't
hol d enough of anything to take the Beast nmore than fifty or sixty

m | es.

"So | figure we'll be stopping for firewod pretty often,"” he said.
"Which is why | configured the stove to burn anything. Wo knows what
we' ||l conme across for fuel ?"

"Who knows, indeed?" Caleb echoed. "Mybe if we get desperate, we can
burn our clothes."

Noah grinned. "They wouldn't take us very far."
"Do you have to stop every tine you refuel ?"
"If you're using oil, probably. But for wood and coal --see, the stove

is close enough to the passenger conpartnent for the riders to feed in
nore fuel."

"Ch, delightful,"” Caleb said. "lI'msure that's the job Delilah wll
want to volunteer for."

"Well, I figured you and I--"

"Coul d take care of that part when we weren't driving. | guessed that.

But tell me, how were you planning to nake this fabul ous journey if |
hadn't agreed to go with you? Since clearly the Beast is a two-nman
operation.”

Noah grinned again. "Well, | would have bribed one of the mkele to
cone with me," he said, using the Edori word that neant young boy. "He
could have handl ed the refueling part, though | wouldn't have let him
drive. But once you said you'd go--"

"Alittle free slave | abor."

"Hey. Al in the interests of scientific advancement. So what do you
thi nk? Are you inpressed?”

"Dunbf ounded, " Caleb said. "It's the ugliest thing |'ve ever seen
And the noisiest--"

"You're just jealous,"” Noah replied, unruffled. "Because you couldn't
even begin to know how to put the whole thing together."

"Wul dn't have wasted ny time on it."



"Yeah, gone off and tried to make angel wings instead. That's
something that'll get you far, trying to learn to fly."

They bantered a bit nore as Caleb continued to inspect the car He had
to admit, Noah had done an excellent job of selecting and fitting his
materials, considering they were all cannibalized fromother projects
and never intended for use in a self-propelled notorized |and vehicle.
He asked a few nore questions about parts and fuel and cli nbed

t hroughout the interior to get a feel for the inside dinensions, but
Noah was right: Caleb could not have inproved on this particular

proj ect .

"So when do we | eave?" he asked, descending cautiously. He could see
already that getting in and out of the high conpartment woul d take a
certain anount of practice, at |least to acconplish gracefully.

"I figure it will take us five days to get there. So maybe we shoul d
allow a week. In case of breakdowns or m shaps, you know "
"Ch, | know. "

"The Edori conference is in twelve days. So we should | eave early next
week to allow plenty of tinme."

"Have you got a route mapped out ?"

"More or less. The difficulty is finding a way that offers water and
fuel for the whole trip. | also want to stay away fromthe main roads,
because | don't think we'd be popul ar conpany. So we'll be canping
nost of the way."

Cal eb nodded. "How often do you have to add water?"

"About as often as you add fuel."

"That could be a problem Unless you follow the coastline."

Noah shook his head. "Seawater's a last resort. The mnerals clog up
the steamlines. But in an emergency it will work."

"Can we carry water with us.?"
"Sone. But once we run out of water--"
Caleb smled swiftly. "We'Ill have Delilah pray for rain."

A quick frown crossed Noah's dark face; then he decided to ignore the

joke. "l've got half-a-dozen Edori who've agreed to follow us with
extra horses. They've got ny map--plus, it won't be hard to foll ow our
tracks. They'll only be a day or two behind us. Wrst case, we wait

for themand go on by horse."

"Sounds as workable as it can get," Caleb observed. "I'm al nost
| ooking forward to it."

"Hey, it'll be the adventure of your dull life," Noah said

"That's right. | keep forgetting that you' re doing me a favor by
letting ne come with you."



They spent some nore tine discussing what food itens they could bring
(what there mght be roomfor) and | ooking over the map Noah had drawn.
Most of the |land around Breven had al ways been a desert, but the recent
storns had created marshy ponds in half-a-dozen previously dry gullies.
Wnter never canme harshly to this quarter of Samaria, so they would be
dealing with mud, not slicks of ice. "W should be all right," Caleb
deci ded, then shrugged. "If not--still a grand idea."

"Di nner tonight at Seraph?" Noah asked as Cal eb gathered up his
backpack and prepared to go.

"Can't. |'ve been gone too long and | have too nuch to do.
Maybe later in the week."
"All right. Till then."

And as Caleb left for the short hike fromthe canp into Lum naux, he
reflected wyly that Noah had not once asked himabout his visit to the
Eyrie. He wouldn't have expected himto inquire after the health of

t he Archangel, but he had thought that Noah woul d be interested enough
in the foreign technology to want to hear about that part of his visit
at least. But apparently not.

Just as well. Caleb did not particularly feel |ike talking about it.
Hal f of his return trip he had spent castigating hinself for the
foolish, romantic gesture of leaving a gift for Alleluia; the other
hal f of the trip he had spent wondering what plausi bl e excuse he m ght
have for returning to the Eyrie in the near future. None cane

i Mmediately to mind. Surely something would occur to him

Because she had seened to enjoy spending tine with him That could not
have been his imagi nati on; she had | aughed and tal ked and told him
secrets about her life, and she was clearly a woman who did not do so
lightly. They had nothing in conmon, of course--neither interests, nor
attitudes, nor desires, and certainly not faith--but sonething about
her appealed to himso mghtily that he could not force her fromhis

m nd.

So he would find sonmething urgent to do in Velora as soon as he
returned from Breven, and after that, well, he would see.

He had gone straight to the Edori camp upon his return--not just to
return the horse, which he had borrowed from Thomas, but to check in
wi th Noah about the trip to Breven. And to talk about the wondrous
systens inside the angels' music nmachines. O not, as it turned out.

He nade it to the outskirts of Lumi naux just as the natural |ight began
to fade and the far nore nagical, artificial light of the city began to
work its azure charm The worman who ran the bakery had collected a
pile of mail for him-three comm ssions from Lum naux nerchants, an
inquiry froma large farnm ng congl onerate just across the river, a note
fromhis nother, a seal ed packet containing the final paynent on a very
expensive wiring job he'd done two nonths ago.

"Here," he said with a snmile, handing nost of the nobney over to his
| andl ady. "I never seemto keep it long."

She took it, but wistfully tried to hand it back. "You're paid up
through this nmonth," she said.



"For next nonth. 1'll be traveling, and I don't know when I'll be
back. "

"You' re al ways good for your rent," she said, but she accepted the
money this tine. "l've had many who weren't nearly as reliable.”
"Ah, you love me while |I'msolvent," he said, heading out the door
"You won't say such kind things about nme when |'ve lost all ny
conmi ssions.” Her laughter followed himout.

Upstairs, he spent a few minutes sorting out clean clothes fromdirty
and deci di ng which of the offered projects he cared to accept. Tonorrow
he needed to check back with a couple of his npst recent clients to see
if they had any questions or problens with their installations. He

al so needed to lay in nore groceries, take in a pair of boots to be
resol ed and gather up supplies for the trip to Breven

And, sonetine tonorrow or the next day, he needed to find an hour to
have a private conversation with the angel Delilah. He had nade a
prom se to another angel, and whether or not she had been serious when
she made the request, the prom se was one he intended to keep

At the Grammercy House, the specialty of the day was a grilled fish
concoction that |ooked inedible but was, in fact, delicious. Caleb
who was not a connoi sseur, wondered what was in the sauce and the
seasoni ngs, but decided to ask neither the waiter nor Delilah, both of
whom coul d probably tell him Some things, he had | earned, lost their
appeal when investigated too cl osely.

"Ni ce place," he said, |ooking around. The white velvet curtains had
been drawn agai nst the m dafternoon sun and the whol e room exuded an
air of hushed, dark calm Al the patrons spoke in | ow,

i ndi stingui shabl e voi ces; the servers noved soundl essly between

t abl es.

"You haven't been here before?" Delilah asked.

He shook his head. "I'mnore of the beer-and-sausage type of guy.
Tavern food. This is a little upscale for me. |I'mnot entirely sure
how |' m supposed to behave."

"But you fake it so well."

Delilah had agreed to neet himfor a late lunch ("Wat | consider
breakfast," she had drawl ed) wi thout hesitation. Perhaps she thought
he was interested, at last, in flirting with her. Perhaps nen were

al ways asking her out for neals. She was dressed in sonewhat

unfl attering black, which richened the shadows of her hair but drained
the color fromher face. She |ooked as if she'd been sleeping until a
few m nutes ago. Caleb, who liked to be up with the dawn, could not

i magi ne such sl ot hf ul ness.

"I woul d guess you've tried every restaurant in Lum naux," he said.
"Well," she replied, "the classier ones.”
"Where do you rank Seraph?" he asked.

She | aughed. "Ch, at the lower end. Not the sort of place | would



frequent if | didn't have a job there."

He studied her. "It can't be that you're singing for the nmoney."
"Well, the so-refined Joseph does pay ne. But I'mnot there for the
financi al advantage--1 go for the entertainment value." "But you're

the entertai nnent."

"Let me rephrase. | go there for its value in distracting ne. You
can't, after all, sleep all day, every day. It's a way to fill the
hours."

The words were bitter but the tone was light. Self-nockery on display
at an early hour. This would be no easier than any conversation with
Delilah ever was.

"Well, there's the trip to Breven," he remarked. "That should fill a
few days. A couple weeks, actually, between the trip there and back.
Though it's likely to become tedious in its own way."

"I like alittle variety in ny tedium |'mlooking forward to it."
"Have you seen Noah's Beast ?"

"H s what ?"

"The Beast. The--vehicle he's built to take us to Breven."

"No, but I"'msure it's awmful. Fromwhat he's said. He's very proud of
it, though, so l'mgoing to try not to laugh at it."

"It's more than awful. It's noisy and it snmells like a factory, and
it'll take two strong men to guide it all the way to Breven."

"Good thing you're coming with us, then."

"Ch, I'msure Noah could find one of his Edori brethren who'd be just
as useful as | would."

"He doesn't seemto think so. It's always Cal eb-this and Cal eb-that,

and "Anything | can't handle, Caleb can." Really, it makes ne see you
inquite a different light. Up till now, |I'd always thought you were
rather ordinary."

"Well, it's gratifying to be so highly thought of."
"I don't think he'd make the trip w thout you."

"And of course we're both counting on your help, as well," Cal eb added
with a grin. "W thought you nmight like to help steer fromtine to
time, and maybe gather firewood at the rest stops.”

Delilah smled beatifically. "Cearly you were anusi ng yourselves with
idle chatter. No one would bring nme along to perform manual | abor
It's obvious I"'mtoo delicate."

"My private opinion' is that you could westle yourself free froma
pack of wild dogs, but it's true that we figure you'll be nostly
decorative," Caleb said. "I, in fact, have a hard tine believing
you're really going to cone with us.”



"OfF course | am The appeal of the novel, you know. "

"I't'"ll be unconfortable,” he warned. "Cranped quarters. Lousy food.
And that constant snell."

"Are you afraid I'll be conplaining all the time?" she asked. "Il
be so stoic, you'll hardly know ne."
Cal eb gave an exaggerated sigh of relief. "Wll, that's the pronise

was hoping for."

"And is that why you invited ne to | unch?"

"Ch, no," he said. "I had a question to ask you."

"I"'mall agog."

He took another bite of his fish before continuing. "Tell ne," he
said. "If someone wanted a favor from you which you woul d probably

refuse, how shoul d he approach you?"

Sudden interest brightened her eyes. "First, he should take ne to a
fabul ously expensive restaurant and ply me with exotic wi nes."

Caleb snmled. "It's too early in the day for wine. For me. You, of
course, can drink when you Ilike."

"No, | try not to drink before a performance," she said regretfully.
"My voice is nmy one remaining vanity, so | try not to abuse it."

"So how can | win you over, then? They have sone tenpting desserts on
the menu--"

She | aughed. "We'll see how hungry I amwhen | finish ny neal. What
is this favor you want from nme?"

"It would be a favor to me," he said seriously, |eaning across the

table to nake his pitch. "I'mlike a kid who can't rest till he's
tasted every kind of candy in the store. | see a scientific challenge,
and | have to try to solve it. | can't think of anything else. | have
to know if | can fix it, or designit, or inprove it. It's like a
fever."”

"Well, | don't have many scientific challenges |ying around awaiting
solutions," she said. "So | can't guess--"

"Your wing," he said. "l'd like a chance to ook at it and see if |

can come up with a way to repair it."

She grew statue-still, statue-silent. It was as if the holl ows and

pl anes of her face were instantly recarved, recast into |lines of
suffering and grief. He imagined that even her heartbeat, for nonent,
squeezed to a stop.

"Maybe | can't do anything to help you," he went on, when it was clear
she woul d say nothing. "But |I've built a lot of electrica
systens--and the body is, in its way, an electrical circuit, with
energy running along the nmuscles and the nerves. Mybe | can--"



"No," she said, and the word was said in the ugliest tone he had ever
heard her use.

"I know it is difficult to contenplate hope again," he went on. "I
know you have been | ooked at by al nost every doctor and surgeon in
Samaria. But |'mnot--"

"No," she said again, and her voice was a little stronger

"But 1'mnot a doctor. |'man engineer," he finished. "And | would be
approachi ng the problem froma whole different angle.”

"No," she said. "How many times do | have to say it? No, no, no. |
have been through that too often to endure it again."

"I'f I can help you," he said, "how can you refuse ne?"

"Because you can't help me! No one can help ne! | am broken beyond
repair, don't you see that? Jovah realized it instantly! He cast ne
asi de because | could no longer serve him He knew | ong before the
doctors and the surgeons and the other angels were willing to give up
hope. He knew, and he abandoned ne--"

She stopped abruptly, made a visible effort to control her unsteady
voi ce. She shook her head and put her hands up before her as if to
fend of f accusations. "I know it is not your intention," she said
clearly, "to be cruel. But it is cruel to ask ne to try again. |
cannot do it."

"I hope you don't expect nme to travel all the way to Breven with you,
eyei ng you and wondering."

"I'f you must. Add it to the tribulations of the trip."

Cal eb shook his head and played his trunp card. He had figured the

conversation would go roughly this way. It was why he had, earlier

al l owed her to rhapsodi ze about his value to Noah. "I won't make the
trip unless you'll agree to the exam nation."

n \N]at ?II

"I"'msorry. It means that much to me. If you won't |let nme exam ne
your wing, | won't go to Breven with you and Noah."

"That's ridicul ous," she snapped. "One thing has nothing to do with
the other. Besides, you have to go. Noah needs you."

"He'll find somebody el se."

"You know that's not true. You're the only one he trusts. You're the
only one who can actually help him"

"I won't go unless you consent to the exam nation."

She rose to her feet. Even with her wings folded tightly back, she was
an inpressive sight, all flashing dark eyes and divi ne indignation
"Then we will go without you," she said. "And may Jovah forget your

nane. "

She swept fromthe restaurant, nearly tranpling a few unwary soul s who



happened to be in her way. Caleb calmy watched her go; he had nore or
| ess expected their neeting to end this way. He liked the curse,

t hough; it was not one he had heard before. He rubbed the shattered

bl ack Kiss on his arm and nurmured, "But he already has."

Noah was distressed to learn that his two cl osest friends had quarrel ed
"and at such a time! Couldn't you have waited till we got back from
Breven?"

"You told ne weeks ago you wanted ne to | ook at her wing. And now
you're saying that | brought it up?"

"Well, no, but--well, yes, right at this time. Wat if she decides not
to come with us? Because of what you sai d?"

"The trip will be easier, then," Caleb said callously. "But she'l
cone. She's too desperate to get away. And she'll let us |ook at her
wi ng, too."

"Because you' ve put her in a dreadful position--"
"She'll survive the exam nation. And rmaybe we'll do her some good."

Noah nmuttered but stopped arguing, although he still seened unhappy
with Caleb's timng and his methods. But three days before they were
schedul ed to | eave for Breven, the two nen were adnmitted to Delilah's
opul ent apartment (paid for, Caleb surmised, by the oily Joseph) to see
if they had the skills to repair the broken wing of the fallen
Archangel . Noah had negotiated the perm ssion; Caleb didn't ask what
he bargai ned wth.

Cal eb brought every tool, wire and recharger he possessed, so he was

| oaded down with baggage. Noah carried al most as much. Delilah
herself admtted them at the door, cool and wordless, and gestured for
themto foll ow her down a gilded hallway. There appeared to be no
servants in the place, though Cal eb supposed that was just for this
occasion; he pictured Delilah surrounded by maids, hairstylists,

foot mren and cooks. Today, however, she would want privacy.

The roomthey were shown to seened to be a nusic salon, for it was
furnished with a few delicate chairs, a | ong wooden bench covered wth
a quilted cushion, a harp, a dulciner and a painted netal stand hol di ng
a variety of flutes. Caleb wondered which of these instrunents, if

any, Delilah played. Except for its |uxurious appointnments, which
seened very nuch in character, the apartnment held no traces of Delilah
at all. It looked like a lovingly designed cage built to hold an
exotic butterfly--crafted with her in mnd, but taking into account
none of her true desires.

Three huge gauze-draped w ndows provided abundant sunlight, one of
Noah's requirenents. All the furniture except the quilted bench had
been pushed flush against the walls; the bench had been pl aced squarely
in the mddle of the open space. Another requirement, roomto work.

"I's this the way you wanted it?" Delilah asked in a neutral voice.

"Yes, it's perfect," Noah said quickly. "Thank you."

She gave him a heavy, unreadabl e | ook which made his face tighten, then
| ooked away. She perched on the bench as lightly as that butterfly, as



if she mght, when startled, burst instantly into flight. Her face was
turned toward the nearest wi ndow and her eyes were half-closed, as if
she were, for the last tine in her life, enjoying the caress of
sunl i ght upon her cheek

Vel |, enough of this. "Everything's fine," Caleb said briskly. "Noah
could you draw those curtains back all the way? Delilah, we need you
to lie facedown on the bench and spread your wings as far as they wll

go."

Now she gave Cal eb the | ook, weighty and unfathomable, but he nerely
nodded to confirmhis instructions. Wthout another word, she rolled
gracefully into position, pillow ng her chin on her clasped hands and
unfurling her wings. Her left wing unfolded |ike a cloud teased open
by the wind, but her right wing fell awkwardly from her shoulder to the
floor, and lay there, bent and notionl ess.

Cal eb nmoved to her left side and Noah joined him The broad w ng
appeared to spring froma narrow band of cartilage set just in fromthe

shoul der bl ade. Inches fromthe joint, the cartilage branched into a
wi de, springy web of tissue and sinew, the framework of the entire
wi ng. Feathers were overlaid in a careful, interlaced pattern on both

sides of this network, hiding the conpl ex weave of nuscle, tendon and
vein.

"Can you operate your w ngs independently?" Caleb asked. "Yes," was
the terse reply.

"Flex your left wing for me. Slowy. Just alittle bit."

The great wing lifted a few inches, settled, lifted again. Caleb
wat ched the faint ripple run along the length of the franework. He
pl aced his fingers lightly along the thickest cords at her shoul der
bl ade. She shivered but did not protest.

"Again," he said. "Mre slowy."

This time he felt it as the nuscle bunched and responded, sending its
signals through three main branches that led to the upper edge of the
wing's framework, the Iower edge, and a mddle line. He carefully
pushed away the feathers along this central pathway, tracing the route
by feel, by eye, as it arched and strai ghtened and tapered out only at
t he ragged edge of the feathered w ngtip.

"See it?" he said to Noah. "I think that's the main operative
nuscl e.

It carries the nost weight and the bul k of the energy."

"\What about the top and bottom nuscl es?" Noah asked. "Peripheral w ng
control? Auxiliary power?"

"Alittle of both. Mybe the wing's too heavy to be noved by one
nuscl e al one."

Caleb slowy traced the route of the main nuscle again with his index

finger. The extended wing was so |l ong he could not stand in one place
and reach fromend to end, but had to walk a few paces as he foll owed

his path. "You can feel that, can't you?" he asked Delilah



"Of course | can."
"Al'l the way? Everywhere ny finger touches?"
"Yes."

"How about this?" And he traced a simlar path along the top edge of
her w ng.

"Yes. Not as distinctly."
"And this?" The bottom edge.
"Yes."

Cal eb gl anced at Noah and nodded. The nen repositioned thensel ves on
the right side of Delilah's body, over the broken wing. The downy mnass
was just as broad, just as delicate as the left wing, but there was a
curious, lifeless quality to the spill of feathers on this side of the
angel's body. There was no jagged rip in the nmuscles or the tissue, no
i mproper joint where the wing appeared to have been fol ded roughly
back, no way to tell by looking just where the problemlay. But
clearly no will of the angel's aninmated the wing; it lay there like
somet hing apart from her, responsive to no touch and no instruction

"You still have sonme control over this wing, don't you?" Caleb asked.
"For instance, you can fold it back, nove it out of your way."

"Yes."
"Show ne. "

As she lifted the wing slowy, twice, and let it fall, Caleb laid his
hand gently on the cartilage and nuscle nass at the edge of the

shoul der blade. As with the left wing, he could feel the energy surge
and pul se through the covered nerves; the problemdid not lie here.

"Can you feel my hand?"
"Yes."

"I"'mgoing to nove ny fingers down the mddle of your wing. Tell ne
when you can no | onger feel ny touch.™”

Sl ow y, once again pushing the sleek feathers aside as he progressed,
he ran his fingertips along the main |line of nuscle and nerve. He had
travel ed maybe eight inches fromthe base at her shoul der when she
said, "There."

He paused, his fingers searching out any infinitesinml knot under the

central cord. There was nothing. "Here? You feel nothing fromthis
poi nt on?"

"That's right."

He backed his fingers up half an inch. "But here you still feel ne?"
"Yes."

He slid his fingertips forward again, seeking a break, a nass,



somet hing to account for the loss of feeling. All was snooth, even,
untroubl ed. The break was undetectable to the touch. nodded to Noah
standing at the top edge of Delilah's wing while he stood at the bottom
edge.

"Test the upper perineter,"” he said. Noah ran his hand with | oving
delicacy along the entire ridge of the upper framework, from base to
wi ngtip. "What about that?" Caleb asked Delil ah.

"Coul d you feel that?"
"Yes."

"The whol e way?"
"Yes."

"Al'l right. Nowl'mgoing to test the bottomedge. Tell ne when you
can no | onger feel my fingers."

But he traced the web from backbone to feather's edge and she never
once stopped him "So those nerves are in place, top and bottom"
Caleb murmured to hinself. "It's just that central line--"

"The one that carries all the weight," Noah interjected.

"That broke. One line to fix."

Noah | ooked at him Caleb nodded. One line to fix, but how? "Al
right, nowl'mgoing to do a couple of tests," Caleb said. Every tine
he spoke, he was addressing the back of Delilah's head. She never once
| ooked at himor appeared to be anything but barely tolerating the
proceedings. "Let nme know if this hurts--or if you feel anything."

She nodded her dark head. Caleb went to his bags and dug out a small
devi ce consisting of a wheel, a punp, a junble of wires and a set of
smal |l netal pincers. He handed the bulk of the device to Noah, then
carefully attached the pincers to the angel's wi ng, along the central
nmuscl e past the point where she had feeling.

"Does that hurt? Can you feel that?"

"No. "
"Al'l right. Wat we're going to do nowis give you a little jolt of
electricity. It could be alittle painful, but it's not dangerous. It
will feel--oh, no worse than running your finger through a candle

flame. Are you ready?"
"Yes."

Cal eb nodded to Noah, who had settled the base of the device on the
floor. Caleb positioned hinself over the spread wi ng, one palmflat on
either side of the pincers, to check by feel the level of current in
the angel's wing. Noah punped the plunger rapidly about a dozen tines,
causing the wheel to fly into a silver blur

"Ready?" the Edori asked.

"Ready. "



Noah punped one nore tinme, then flipped a switch which opened a line of
electricity through the short wires. Caleb sawthe faint spark as the
fire flicked against the angel's feathers--and the whol e wi ng shuddered
once, violently, lifting three inches into the air and falling back to
the floor.

Cal eb | ooked sharply at Delilah's head. "Did you feel that?" he
dermanded.

She was | ooki ng away. She had not even seen her wing's response. "No.
Was t hat what was supposed to hurt so nmuch?"

Now Cal eb' s eyes | ocked onto Noah's shocked gaze. "Again,"
he said. "I want to replicate.”

"But you saw-"

"Do it again."

So Noah, his face set and strained, again punped the wheel into a
frenzy and rel eased a quick charge into the wires. Again, the great
wi ng spasnmed and lifted, then fell to the floor, unable to sustain its
wei ght. Again, there was no reaction fromDelilah. Again, Caleb felt
the power |eap across his hands as they lay spread al ong that broken
central nerve. He knew what the problemwas, all right. He just
didn't know how to fix it.

They stayed at Delilah's for another hour, probing the conplex web of
her wing structure with their array of tools. They |earned nothing
they had not known with the conclusion of the first test. Wen they
decl ared thensel ves finished and began repacki ng their equipnent,
Delilah calmy came to her feet and snoothed her hair and cl ot hes back
into pl ace.

"I hope you gentlenen had a pleasant tine," she said. "I assunme from
your sober faces that you have no gl orious news for ne."

"Not at this tinme," Caleb said. "But we have ideas."

She gave hima stately nod. "Which of course | would like to hear
about at sonme future date. You cannot inmagine ny excitenent."

"Delilah--" Noah said, a note of protest in his voice.

She smled at himbriefly. "It's not inportant,” she told him "It
was a matter of indignity only. No expectation and no pain. But it
woul d please nme if neither of you came to Seraph for the next two days.
| need tinme to conpose nyself."

And wi t hout another word, she left the room Noah | ooked after her
wi th |l onging and despair. Caleb nore practically finished their
packi ng.

That night, the two nen nmet again over an Edori canpfire, where those
who had j oi ned them showed only puzzl enent at their conversation

"The muscle is intact," Caleb said. He had nade a few sketches that
aft ernoon, and now he and Noah pored over them "It responds to



stimulus. But the nerves thensel ves have been severed--"

"And can provide no stinulus,"” Noah finished.

"If we had a power source--" Caleb said, brooding. "If there was a way
to wire her for power--say, a small generator strapped to her chest,
run off the notion of her left wng--"

"Too conpl ex, " Noah objected, shaking his head. "And too chancy.

There are tinmes an angel's wings scarcely nove, as they just hover

above the ground. She would run out of power, come tunbling down--"

"And 1'm not sure the wi ng beat offers enough energy, in any case,"

Caleb said. "Well, then, a fuel-based source? Although all available
fuel s are noxious and unreliable, | would think, for airborne

travel --"

"Plus, Caleb, think of the wiring involved! If a single connection got

di sl odged in flight, she'd plumet--"

"I know. | know. But it seens so obvious. So sinple. If we could
find a way to stinulate the nuscle, a self-contained power pack ..."

"Well, there is no way. She was right. It is better not to flirt with
hope. "
"But there is a way," Caleb said slowy. "I sawit just the other day

at the Eyrie. Unfortunately, it no | onger works."
"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

Cal eb shook his head, held up his left hand with his smallest finger
extended. " A power supply device no bigger than this. An object that
stores energy for centuries, apparently. At the angel holds, these
were used to supply energy for the nusic machines. But their power has
all been drained. How was it gathered in the first place? And how
much power can such a small thing generate? That's what we need to fix
Delilah's wing. A self-contained power source that's small and
infallible. Then she could fly again."

Noah was staring at him amazed and hopel ess. "But Cal eb, we don't
have such a thing. W don't know how to nmake one. She'll never fly
again."

Caleb returned the stare, a certain sternness in his own gaze. "W can
try," he said. "W're scientists, or have you forgotten? W' ve

i nvented stranger things."

"But not hi ng nore dangerous,” Noah said softly. "Nothing nore fraught
with pain."

Cal eb hesitated, shrugged hel plessly, and finally nodded. But his mnd
went back to the problem again that night, and other nights, and he
could not always tear his thoughts away.



Al t hough Noah had been despairingly pessimstic about the chances,
Delilah seened to have forgiven both men by the time they all set out
three days later on their great adventure to Breven. Caleb had avoi ded
Seraph in the interim since that's what the angel had requested, but
Noah had only been able to stay away for one night before returning.

In great relief, he reported that Delilah had joined himfor a drink
and behaved nmore or less normally.

"OfF course she did," Caleb said with a certain cynicism "She can't
afford to hate us forever."

"I don't see why not. | would, if |I were her."

"We divert her. She needs us. | told you she'd conme around."” Caleb
had been | ess sangui ne about the possibility of Delilah joining them at
the Edori canp at an early hour in the norning, which was the tinme the
men had chosen for departure. But this tine he was the one pleasantly
surprised as, before dawn had conpl etely bani shed the darkness, Delilah
cane riding into canp in a horse-drawn gig driven by a city ostler

She was dressed in sone shapel ess cotton tunic and | eggi ngs, as
befitted a day of unconfortable travel, and she had only a nodest
nunber of bags stacked behind her in the cart--another surprise. Caleb
had been sure she could not travel wi thout every stitch of clothing she
owned and dozens of pieces of |uggage.

"The best of the norning to you!" he said in greeting, conming over to
lift her fromthe high seat. She pernmitted himto swi ng her down,

t hough she easily could have junped to the ground, and she even smled
at himin her usual sideways fashion. "I confess | was sure we'd have
to drag you wailing fromyour bed."

"Way, no," she drawled. "I was so excited | failed to sleep at all
Where do you want my valises? | packed as lightly as | could."
"You packed excellently. Here, 1'll get them™

It took only one trip to carry all her bel ongings over to the Beast,
whi ch was runmbling mightily as the notor chugged away at idle. Noah

was still loading their own supplies of food, water, fuel and cl othing,
and it was beconmi ng clear that the passengers would be cozying up with
their own suitcases, but all in all, Caleb didn't think they'd done a

bad job of organizing. Delilah had even thought to bring her own
canteen of water.

"I thought you might refuse to allow nme to wipe my face or wash my hair
if we didn't have enough drinking water," she said when she saw Cal eb's
approving |l ook. She had to raise her voice a bit to be heard over the
runble of the nmotor. "So I brought my own. You can't have any, unless
we're stranded in the desert dying of thirst, and then | inmagine it

m ght be in ny best interests to keep you alive."

"Something to keep in mind," Caleb said easily. "What are ny
i ncentives for treating you well?"

She | aughed at him "Picture yourself explaining ny death at your
hands to--Alleluia, for instance, or any of the angels. | think that
shoul d be incentive enough.™

He grinned, not at her nockery but at her high spirits. Starting out
on this trip, she was about as happy as he had ever seen her. "Right



as always," he said. "I'Il try to renenber to feed and cos set you."
"Il pamper you, if Caleb doesn't," Noah said, conming around fromthe
side of the vehicle. "I think we're all finished here. Are you two
ready to go?"

"Ready and | ooking forward to it,"
| help you in?"

Caleb said pronptly. " Angela, can

Her gaze flickered to Noah and then back to Caleb. "Certainly," she
sai d, accepting Caleb's hand. "G ve nme a nonent to arrange nyself on
the--seat. 1'll try to get ny wi ngs out of the way."

She clinbed daintily into the high carriage and pi cked her way over the
bul ked 1 uggage. Caleb turned to Noah. "Do you want to take the first
turn, or shall [?"

"I think I'd better,” Noah said. "lIn case it does actually explode in
nmy face."

"The motor's nmore likely to explode, and we're closer to that," Caleb
observed. "Coward."

Noah grinned. "dinb in. |It's the ride of your life."

Wthin five mnutes, they were all aboard. A circle of giggling,
excited Edori mkele had gathered to see themoff, and they all broke
into shrieks of laughter when Noah slamred the switch into forward and
the Beast lurched forth with a roaring bellow Caleb waved at the
smal |l crowd; Delilah blew kisses. One of the boys shouted sonet hing at
t hem whi ch was conpl etely indistinguishable over the noise of the
engine. Wth a slow, ragged notion, Noah hauled the vehicle into a
quarter turn to clear the edges of the canp, then pointed its nose in a
northeasterly direction. They were on their way to Breven

The first few mles passed without incident as they all got used to the
nmoti on and noise of the self-propelled car. Once clear of the canp,
Noah opened up the throttle, increasing the noise level along with the
speed. Caleb judged that at its fastest, the Beast covered between
fifteen and twenty mles in an hour, which inpressed him He was |ess
i npressed by the attendant inconveni ences--for one thing, the heat
generated by the notor was fierce enough to be felt by the passengers.
For anot her, random sparks and cinders were constantly flying out to

| and against their clothes, their hair, their skin, Delilah's feathers.
For another, when the car slowed for a hill or some other obstruction
the wind created by its forward notion was |lost, and the snell of oily
fuel becane overpoweri ng.

Still, they were nmoving, and nore or |ess consistently, in the
direction they had chosen. And it was a beautiful day, and a grand
experiment. Delilah sat facing Cal eb, and never once conpl ai ned or
protested. |ndeed, she said al nost nothing (since conversation was
l[imted by one's willingness to shout), but sat there with a curiously
serene smle on her face, watching the scenery crawl past. Nothing
like the view she would have fromthe air, Caleb guessed, when every
tree and every boul der must ook tiny, flat and unreal; but still, a
change from Lumi naux. Delilah seened like the kind of woman who woul d
die fairly quickly if her life offered no variety.

It took themonly a few hours to make it to their first landmark, the



Galilee River. Noah and Cal eb had decided a few days before that their
best hope of crossing Samaria's biggest river was to take the Beast
across the Gabriel Dam For the nost part, ordinary travel ers were not
encouraged to consider the dama bridge that they could cross at
wWill--there were fords and bridges at intervals up and down the river
that divided Bethel from Jordana. But nost of those structures were
conparatively frail and narrow, and m ght be unable to support the

wei ght of somet hing as nmassive as the Beast. Besides, no one at the
Gabriel Damwas likely to deny Caleb the right to cross any tinme he
chose.

"Caleb built this dam" Noah told Delilah as they pulled up on the
Bet hel side and clinbed down to the ground just for the pleasure of
wat chi ng the great sluice of water pouring through its ordai ned

sl ot s.

"Really? Al by hinmself?" was her reply.

Caleb grinned. "Not even close. Actually, | had nothing to do with
the construction. | just designed the hydroelectrics."

"Whi ch were the whole point of the dam" Noah poi nted out.

"Well, certainly | was useful,"” Caleb said nodestly.

Three of the engineers who were permanently stationed at the dam had
spotted the travel ers and now approached at a run. Pointing and

whi stling, they circled the Beast and bonbarded the nen with questions.
Cal eb had worked closely with all three engi neers, and Noah knew t hem
at |east by sight.

"What a conedown!" one of themsaid to Cal eb, gesturing back at the
stately, nmassive dam "Fromthat--to this!"

Cal eb shook his head. "Not mne. |I'mjust along for the ride."
"Better not ride too far!"™ one of the others cautioned. "This is

going to knock itself apart in about five nore mles!"

"Come with us!" Noah retorted. "Show us you're smart enough to put it
back together!"

Caleb drew closer to the first engineer and gestured to the cascading
water. "Any probl ens?"

The man shook his head. "The usual small things. She runs like a
dream | hear falling water in ny sleep.”

"How | ong are you posted here?"
"Anot her eight nonths. Then, | think I'Il be heading up to Gaza."
"What's in Gaza?"

"You haven't heard? They're planning a dam at the head of the Jonah
River. Construction starts late this year."

"The Jonah? Must be a Manadavvi project.”

"It is. It'll power the whole damm coastline. You |ooking for work?



Engi neer in charge is Rare Coburn. He'd hire you any day."
"Tenpting," Caleb said, though he was in no way tenpted.

One project as magnificent, as possessive, as conpletely demandi ng as
the Gabriel Dam was enough to last hima lifetime. "But | have a | ot
of other things I want to do."

The man sl apped himon the armand | aughed. "Nah," he said. "Do it
again till you get it right."

After spending fifteen mnutes or so exchangi ng news and insults, the
travel ers clinmbed back into the Beast and roared across the wide
concrete expanse of the dam The netal cleats of the wheels nmade a
horrific screeching sound on the hard surface, audible even over the
relentl ess motor, but otherw se they crossed without incident. Soon
enough they were back on soft, forgiving soil, waving goodbye to the
nmen behind them

Delilah |l eaned forward to offer her first unsolicited comment. "This
actually feels pleasant, after the bridge," she said into Caleb' s ear
"Do you suppose anything will make us appreciate the noi se?"

Cal eb | aughed and shook his head.

Alittle after noon, they made their first scheduled stop at a small
streamthat had been marked on Noah's map. Everyone was put to work,
the nen doi ng the heavy | abor of hauling water and searching for
firewood, Delilah assigned the I ess grueling task of laying out a
nmeal .

The angel surprised themwith a few courtly additions to the neal:
fruit she had picked while they worked, and powdered sweeteners for
their fresh water. Even the dried nmeat tasted good on this first stop
They were all buoyed up with excitenment and hungrier than they had

i magi ned.

"My turn to drive," Caleb said when they rose to their feet and
prepared to nmove on. "Any little tricks you'd care to share with ne
before | discover themfor nyself?"

"She turns right easier than she turns left,” Noah said. "Wen you're
going left, allow for a long, slow curve, so start a few yards back
fromwhere you think you should. | already showed you how to brake and

throttle. That's about all there is toit."
"Al'l right. Let's refuel, and we'll be on our way."

It was an entirely different experience, Caleb discovered, driving the
Beast. First, his seat was significantly higher than the passengers',
giving hima nore lordly view of the countryside. Second, there was
somet hi ng deeply satisfying about being in control of all this raw,
stupid power, forcing it to bend to his will, creating notion and
direction out of fire and steamand netal. It was nmore of a physica
wor kout than he'd anticipated, because the throttle and the brake each
were operated by pedals that required himto throw his whol e body

wei ght behind both feet; and turning the car in either direction
demanded all the strength in his arnms and his back. He |earned quickly
enough (as Noah surely had) that his best course was the straightaway,
rolling over any minor obstructions that didn't look likely to tilt the



Beast over on its side, and that the only good reason to vary his speed
was to come to a conplete energency halt. Those rul es digested, he

t horoughl y enj oyed hinsel f, jouncing along on his unsprung seat like a
kid riding pillion on his father's horse. He felt like king of the
world. It was the nost fun he'd had since flying.

Still, after a few hours, it became somewhat tedious; it was hard to

i magi ne how well this would wear over tour or five days. He was gl ad
for a break a couple of hours after his shift started--gladder stil
when they reached their schedul ed canpsite for the evening, and he was
able to bring the Beast to a halt.

He cut the notor, and the silence pressed against his eardruns with an
actual, pal pable weight. 1In fact, for a noment it did not seemlike
silence at all, but a nuted roaring, as if he were hearing the Beast
froma great and puzzling distance. He shook his head slightly as if
to dispel the illusion, and he heard Noah | augh behind him He turned
with a smle.

"We'll all be deaf before the trip is over," the Edori remarked.
Delilah was rubbing her left ear. "I thought it was just nmne.

You sound |ike you're far away."

"You'll] be fine in a few mnutes," Noah told her

I ndeed, during the bustle of preparing canp, Caleb found the sensation

gradual ly fading. Since there was still an hour or two of daylight
left, he and Noah fetched water and fuel so they could start out
i Mmediately in the norning; again, Delilah prepared the neal. Caleb

woul d never have imagi ned the angel to be the happily donestic type,
but she seemed quite cheerful as she watched the fire and heated bread
in the coals.

She had another surprise in store for themat this nmeal. Light as her
baggage was, she'd managed to tuck in a single bottle of wine, and
after they'd eaten, she poured it into their three metal canp cups.
"Here's to a successful first day of our journey," she said, lifting
her cup in a toast. "It was nore fun than | dreamed it would be."

Cal eb grinned, but Noah seemed worried that she was being sarcastic.
"I hope it hasn't been too grueling," he said anxiously.

She gave hima brilliant snmle. "No, it's wonderful," she assured

hi m

There was not enough wine in a single bottle to make the three of them
drunk, but something had lifted their spirits to a pitch of high

silliness. Delilah started singing sone of her cabaret songs, and
cl apped her hands when Cal eb cane in on the choruses (he knew them al
by now). Noah didn't join in till Delilah switched to a sweet country

ball ad that Caleb didn't know. He was surprised to hear Noah add a
tenor harnony to the second verse--even nore surprised by the rich
nel |l ow tones of his friend' s voice. Delilah, he noticed, showed no
such amazement, |eading himto suspect that she had heard Noah sing
before--privately.

"I didn't know you were a singer, Noah," he said when the song ended.
"You could be on the stage right alongside Delilah."



Noah grinned. "No, | usually reserve ny performances for the sacred
cerenonies. |If you had cone to the Gathering | ast year--as you were
invited to--you' d have heard me then."

"Well, I"'minpressed,"” Caleb said frankly. "But then, | don't know
much about nusic."

"Sing something else for us,"” Delilah urged the Edori. "What was that
one you sang the other day that | |iked so nuch?"

"Ch, "Susannah's Tale." But it's sad."”

"I'sn't that the kind of song you sing over a canpfire late at night
after a long hard day of travel? Songs of |ost |ove and redenption?"

"Now you' ve got me curious," Caleb said. "You'll have to sing it."
"Al'l right, all right."

It was a bittersweet song, telling the story of the Edori wonman
Susannah, stolen fromher [over by an Archangel when the god told him
she was his chosen bride. |In fact, the lyrics were not particularly
mour nful , but the nelody had been witten in such a grieving key, and
the singer's voice was so effective, that Caleb truly felt hinself
beginning to grow a little depressed. Wll, a tale of heartbreak and
forbi dden romance was likely to stir in any nman nmenories of his own
personal tragedies, his own unattainable desires. Caleb fixed his eyes
on Delilah's notionless wings, outlined by the snoldering fire, and

t hought about another angel w th whom he reasonably had no connection
at all.

As Noah ended his song on a long, low note, Delilah chimed in an

i nterval above and then swung into her own sweet, woeful lanent. This
one concerned a lost child traveling fromcity to city |ooking for her
father. |If Caleb believed that such banal |yrics woul dn't have noved
him he was wong, for, again, he felt his heart squeeze down with

m sery and sorrow -but perhaps it was not the song itself, but the

mar vel ous, mani pul ati ve power of the singer herself. Hard to renenber
that this was the sane wonan who could belt out eight verses of the
nmost vulgar ditty imagi nable, and with equal conviction. Hard to know
whet her the | aughing or the melancholy face was the true one.

This time, as Delilah finished, Noah laid his voice under hers for a
note or two, then glided into another song. At last, relief. This one
was livelier, though hardly light, another |ove song but one with a
happy ending. Delilah added a whinsical, swirling descant to his
chorus, a flurry of notes and shifting harnonies that left Caleb
breat hl ess; he couldn't wait for the second verse to end so he could
hear that conbination of voices again. Wen they finished, he

appl auded.

"Mre! Mre!"™ he called out.
Delilah | aughed. "Sing with us, won't you?"
"I can't conpete at this level."

"Ch, sing with us," Noah urged. "W're just entertaining ourselves."



"I"d much rather listen," Caleb said. "You can't believe how nmuch |'m
enj oyi ng nysel f."

So they sang anot her hour at |east, changi ng songs, changi ng noods,
with a fluidity that amazed Caleb. The |longer he listened, the nore
convi nced he becane that this was not the first time Noah and Delil ah
had w apped their voices around each other with such sensuous pleasure,
and the nore certain he was that they had perfornmed a second, nore
intimate duet. They read each other's cues too easily, they understood
that secret |anguage of the eyes and hands that only | overs used. But
Noah had said nothing of this to Caleb. Wen had it transpired? And
wasn't it clear to everyone--even the Edori, and npbst certainly the
angel --that such a liaison could only end in heartache for one of them
at least? As the evening wore on, Caleb listened ever nore soberly to
t he songs of |onging and despair, and realized that the perforners were
si ngi ng about thensel ves.

The next day passed nuch as the first one had, except that the trip was
made a little nore wetched by a slow, inexorable rain. Cold, fat
drops startled the travel ers awake, and they hastily rose and prepared
to |l eave. Noah noved every single piece of luggage in the passenger
conpartnent to retrieve a huge tarpaulin folded under one of the sofas.
He and Caleb |l ashed this to the upper franework of the vehicle,
creating a close, dark, but somewhat protected cavern for the two
passengers. The tarp stretched nost of the way over the navigator's
seat, but their route took themstraight into the angled spray of the
rain.

"Driver's going to get wet," Noah called out to Caleb over the sound of

the notor and the | ow grunble of thunder. "You want to drive first or
second?"

"I"'mnot afraid of rain," Caleb shouted back. "I'LL go first. Maybe
it'll clear up."

But it didn't, and when they swi tched places at noon, Noah drove on in
pretty much the sane downpour Caleb had faced. Caleb was pleasantly
surprised, however, to find how cozy the passengers' conpartnent was,
especially since the heat fromthe indefatigable churning of the engine
poured through the whole danp cave. Hi's wet clothes started to dry a
little, or at |least seemed less chilly, and he grinned at a sonmewhat
bedraggl ed Delil ah.

"Well, if thisis the worst of it, it's not so bad," he said. "O
course, who knows what's in store tonorrow. "

"Hail ," the angel said pessimstically. She gestured at their sagging

roof. "I don't think this will be much protection then." "At |east we
don't have to worry about finding water today." "I think it's raining

like this all over middle and eastern Jordana," she said. "W won't

have to worry about water for the rest of the trip."

If that was true--and it probably was--their real concern becane how to
nove t he heavy Beast over the endless nmiles of wet desert sand. Back
at the Edori canp, Noah and Cal eb had di scussed this nore than once.
The Beast wei ghed perhaps two thousand pounds--and was nade no |ighter
by the addition of three passengers--and it could easily be mred in
the treacherous sand of the forner desert. Mred forever

It was Thomas who had suggested they follow one of the old Jansa



tradi ng routes that hundreds of years ago had led travelers in and out
of Breven. There were three principal roads, he said, one going
straight north along the coastline, one straight south, and one that

| ooped around the southern edge of the Caitana Muntains and headed due
west toward Castel ana.

"They were paved when they were built, but they haven't been maintai ned
for a hundred years or nore," Thomas had said. "Still, 1'd guess the
ol d roads would hold you up better than the swanpl and that the desert
has becone. You wouldn't want to take a horse down those roads today,
or even a man, because they're nothing but chunks of rock and sudden
gaps, but your vehicle, there, with those wheels--"

"Built for that kind of terrain,” Noah had replied. "But Thonas, |
never heard of these roads before. Wen were they built?"

"When Breven was in its heyday," had been the reply of another Edori, a
man so old he | ooked as though he m ght actually renenber those

| ong-ago days. "That was--oh, sonetine before Mchael was Archangel.
Before the river cities became the trading center for Samari a.

Caravans were coming in and out of Breven every hour, but they had
trouble crossing the desert. That's why the Jansai built the roads.”
"Breven fell fromgrace a little after Gabriel began his reign," Thomas
finished. "Not so nuch commerce passing through Breven. But then they
started building up the shipyards, and that took away fromthe
caravans, too. So nobody uses the roads anynore. They're in terrible
shape. But | think they'd serve you."

"I never heard of these roads before," Noah repeated. "How do you know
about thenP"
Thomas gave hima wintry smle. "Because when | was a boy, the Edori

did not live settled in canpsites like any allali nerchant. W
travel ed every season, every noon cycle, as an Edori should. W knew
every mle and every footprint to be found in Samaria. Even now
could tell you of hills and valleys and hidden rivers that you woul d
never find, seeking on your own. No one knows where they are, except
Edori. And even the Edori are forgetting."

Cal eb had never heard of the roads either, but he believed Thomas when
he said he could draw them a nmap. And they had planned their route so
that, in the nmddle of their third day and about hal fway through their
journey, they intersected one of the abandoned roadways built by
Samaria's greatest traders nmore than two centuries ago.

At this point, they were still traveling through relatively gentle
countryside, all w nter-brown shrubbery and hardy trees that thrived in
the flat plain between the straggling Caitanas and the bunched

Hel doras. Thomas had warned themthat the road was so overgrown by
grass and weeds that it would be hard to see, "but | think you'll know
it when you run across it." He was right: About an hour past noon, as
t hey chugged along in their usual style, all three riders felt a sudden
jolt and junmble as the big cleated wheels bit into a hard, broad
sur f ace.

"This may be it,"
and check."

Noah cal |l ed back to the passengers. "Let's get out

They all piled out, though Delilah did very little to help ascertain



what, exactly, they had stunbl ed across. Noah and Caleb fell into
squat s and began di gging through the matted dead grass find what kind
of texture lay beneath, and how wide a swath it offered. They dug up a
few clusters of grainy black rock wapped in a hardened sol ution that

| ooked much like the cement of the Gabriel Damy and, casting from side
to side, they determned that this had been spread into a roadway that
was nearly twenty feet across.

"Plenty wide," Noah said, standing upright and w ping his hands on his
trousers. "Probably all owed enough roomfor travelers to pass in
opposite directions."

Cal eb nodded. He was still studying the ground, trying to find any
visual clues that would reveal the |location of the buried road. "Going
to be hard to follow, though," he said. "If you can't see it."

Noah shrugged. "Follow the conpass straight east to Breven? "Well
the road's going to curve now and then. Qbstructions in the way.
Natural human error. How will we know which it's bending? W run off
the road into the nuck, we'll never tow the Beast out."

Noah grinned. "Drive carefully,” he suggested. "Pay attention
You'll feel the front wheels drop off."

"CGoing to slow us up sone."
"That's all right. W' ve nade good time so far."

So they swung the Beast back toward the road, since they'd overshot it
by about ten yards, and continued their journey on the Jansai caravan
route. The Beast's netal tires bit happily into the shattered stone of
t he roadway; this was, as Noah had guessed, the ideal terrain for the
big vehicle. Al three passengers could instantly sense the difference
in the ride--not necessarily better or worse, Delilah conmented I ater
but nore consistent.

"At | east you know what you're getting from bounce to bounce," was the
way she put it. "It lulls you into a sort of security."

And, as Noah had said, the driver could inmediately tell when his
wheel s had grazed the edge of the track. It was not easy, course, to
wrench the Beast back on course, but by the tine they came to a halt
for the day, they'd never once conpletely left the road. Both drivers
considered this a prom sing sign for the remai nder of the trip.

There was yet anot her good onen: They'd arrived on the outskirts of a
small town built at the juncture of the road and a minor river. No
doubt it had enjoyed greater activity during Breven's nore prosperous
days, but still, it was a bright oasis of civilization for the three
weary travel ers.

"Look! | believe it must be Lumi naux ahead!" Delilah called out in
del i ght when they cane cl ose enough to nake out the | ow stables and
silos at the edge of town.

"Ysral itself could not be a nore wel cone sight,"” Noah replied.
"They're going to bar the city gates against us if we pull up in this

pi ece of junk," Caleb said nore practically. "You want to chance being
mobbed, or shall we leave it a few niles away fromtown?"



"Take it with us," Noah said. "Safer."

Delilah laid her hand on his armas if she were conforting a ~hmati c.
She and the Edori were riding together in the back while Caleb took his

shift as driver. "Noah--trust ne--no one is going to steal your
precious car. It will be safe no matter where we leave it."

Caleb grinned. "No one could figure out howto runit," he said. "I
don't think it will be stolen.”

"Well, soneone nmight throw rocks at it or break sonething," Noah said
defiantly. "l1'd rather have it near."

"Suits ne," Caleb said, and haul ed the Beast to the left, leaving the
road to head straight for the town.

Predictably, their arrival created quite a stir. Children were the
first to cone running up, shrieking and pointing, but the men were not
far behind. The wonmen nostly watched sensibly fromthe doorways and

wi ndows, calling out to their neighbors across the alleys, "Did you see
that?" The travelers did not go very far down the main street that
seened to bisect the town, but pulled over at one of the first stables
they saw and notioned an ostler over. "ls there anywhere we could

| eave this for the night?" Caleb called over the runble of the notor.
"Not in the stable, of course, but maybe in back where it would be out
of the way?" "We'll pay you," Noah added.

"What in Jovah's nane is that damed thing?" the ostler demanded, and
variations of his question were repeated by everyone in the crowd that
had gathered. "It snells |like one of those factories over in the
city.

You riding in that?"

Qovi ously, Caleb wanted to reply, but decided to be nore diplomatic.
"It's a self-propelled traveling vehicle," he said. "W're taking it
on a test run from Lumi naux to Breven."

"It sure is noisy," the ostler remarked, but his words were drowned out
by queries fromthe other watchers. "How does it run? How fast does
it go? Can | take a ride? Dad, Dad. can | go for aride in the
propelled what's-it-called thing?" Caleb glanced back at Noah, who was
having a harder tine comunicating with the onl ookers fromthe deep
wel | of the passenger conpartment. "You have a noney- naki ng
opportunity here," he said, but Noah nmerely grinned and clinbed ninbly
up and out of the car.

"Sure, we'll give rides to anyone who wants," he said. "But kids can't
ride unless their parents say so."

"I's it safe?" a man called out.

Noah nodded. "W've been traveling three days now. Nothing' s gone
wrong. Nothing here to hurt you."

"How fast does it go?"

"Top speed is about twenty miles an hour, but we've been averaging a
little less than that."



"How does it run?"
"Fuel and steam and a | ot of noving parts.” Noah | aughed.

"Can | really ride? Can | really ride?" a little boy called

"Sure. If your nomor dad says so.
"How nmuch does it cost?"
Noah spread his hands. "Free!"

There was a sudden commotion as excited children and boyi sh nen pressed
forward at that invitation--and a silence just as sudden that caught

Cal eb and Noah by surprise. As one, they turned back to | ook at the
Beast, and saw that Delilah had risen to her feet and was now visible
to the cromd. Wth her wings folded behind her and her arns spread for
bal ance, she seened to be floating above the vehicle |like an ange

of fering benediction. Surely no one had recognized her in those few
nmonents, but there was sonething--the tilt of her head, the intensity
of her gaze ... that always had this effect on people, of bringing
them at least briefly, to a state of humlity and awe.

"Jovah's bones!" one of the children exclained to his friend. "I'd
have t hought she'd be able to fly to Breven!"

The ensui ng | aughter broke the tension and opened up the flurry of
guesti ons agai n, though Noah gl anced quickly at Delilah to see how
she'd taken that unwitting remark. Unruffled, she held her hand out to
Cal eb, who hel ped her fromthe car.

| don't believe I would enjoy the anusenent rides as much as you and
Noah mi ght," she said in the pleasantest voice imgi nable. "Wy don't

| go see if | can find us acconmpdations for the night? Perhaps an inn
that al so serves hot neal s? Then you can join nme when you've quite had
your fill of fun."

"Bl ue Heron sets a nice table, and | know they've two enpty roons right
now, " the ostler spoke up quickly. No doubt courting the innkeeper's
daught er, Cal eb thought, but even the worst bed toni ght woul d seem

ki ngly conpared to bl ankets spread thinly over bunmpy ground. Besides,
they wanted this nman's good will if they were to | eave the Beast with
hi m

"Bl ue Heron," he repeated. "And where would we find that?" "Up this
street to the first cross, then turn to your left, and it's the second
bui I di ng on your right."

Cal eb nodded at Delilah and she smiled back. He handed her a bag of
coi ns and watched her make her way gracefully through the crowmd. O,
nore accurately, watched the crowd part for her as it nmight part for a
mount ai n cat inexplicably come down fromthe heights to nake its hone
anong humans. Angels were apparently as rare here as self-propelled
not ori zed vehicles, and even nore open to suspicion

Cal eb was not crazy about the idea of spending the next few hours
piloting the Beast around the outskirts of town while giggling children
bounced in the back. But when he saw Noah's joyous expression, his
sul | enness dissipated. "You drive first," he said to the Edori. "I'lI



organi ze the carloads. Let's keep the rides as brief as we can, shal
we?"

Noah grinned. "Done in an hour," he prom sed, and he clinbed into the
driver's seat and waved his first passengers aboard.

O course, it was nore like two hours before they were able to
accommodate all those clanmoring for a turn, even crowding four and five
people at a time into the passengers' conpartnent. Caleb was

t horoughl y exhausted by the tinme they made their way to the Bl ue Heron
and fam shed as well. The innkeeper, a pleasant m ddl e-aged wonan who
had heard all about the excitement from her son but betrayed no
interest in the event herself, gave themtheir roomkey and told them
di nner woul d be ready whenever they w shed.

"There's a bathing hut out back," she said hel pfully, running her eyes
over their dusty clothes and soot-streaked faces. "Your friend seened
to think you might want to wash up before you had your dinner."

"When did she say she wanted to eat?" Noah asked. "Wenever you
returned.”

"Then we'll bathe," Noah decided. "Dinner in half an hour?" Caleb
nodded.

It felt unbelievably good to get conpletely clean in heated water in a
control l ed environment, Caleb decided as, a few nmnutes |ater, he slid
his head all the way under the water in the big netal bathing tub. A
quick swwmin icy river water or a halfhearted splashing in a shall ow
streamdid little nore than wash away the ~surlhce dirt. and he felt
grimy right down to the bone. It was rare for an inn this small to

of fer such a luxury; the hot baths nust be a service for the whole
conmunity. And a dammed fine one. He came up for air, soaped his
hair, and went under again. In the tub beside his, he heard Noah
splashing with equal pleasure. |t made him smile underwater

Soon enough, they were dressed in clean clothes and joining Delilah in
the tap room There were maybe a dozen tables of varying sizes
clustered together rather tightly in the low, dark room and all but
two were occupied. Delilah had selected one of the smaller tables in a
shadowed corner. The two enpty tables were at right angles to hers, as
t hough no one had wanted to get too close to the angel--but everyone in
the room gl anced over at her repeatedly, in alnost hel pl ess
fascination, and then quickly | ooked away.

"Well don't you two | ook handsone," was her greeting when Cal eb and
Noah seated thenselves in chairs across fromher. "I never dreaned
either of you would clean up so nicely."

"I was just thinking the same about you," Caleb replied. "You nust be
showi ng off for the townsfol k. You never waste fresh clothes and a new
hairstyle on us."

Noah frowned at him but Delilah | aughed. "I've already ordered," she
informed them "They only serve one neal every night, so | ordered
three of everything and a pitcher of ale. | assuned that would be fine

with everyone."

"Perfect, if this is it," Caleb said, watching a thin young woman
approach with a loaded tray. "I could eat the Beast itself, I'mso



hungry. "
"G ve you a stonmachache,” Noah nurnured, and they all |aughed

The neal was one of the best Caleb had ever eaten, though he was sure
hunger and three days of road rations were the primary seasoni ngs.
Delilah was in the gayest of moods, flirtatious in a way that seened
entirely innocent--nerely happy. She drank al nost none of the ale, so
her 1ight heartedness could not be put down to al cohol, and Cal eb
couldn't imagine that just taking a bath and eating a hot neal could
lift anyone's spirits so much. But he wasn't conplaining. As the
candle on their table glowed with flame, Delilah glowed with charm and
the effect was just as cheering.

None of them had the energy to linger |ong over their w ne (which
Delilah ordered once the pitcher of ale had been enptied), so as soon
as their nmeal was over they headed upstairs to the chanmbers the ange
had bespoken. "I'min the roomright next to you, so cone rescue ne if
you hear any trouble in the night." She | aughed as she unl ocked her
door. Both nen solemly prom sed to do so.

"I"'masleep on ny feet," Caleb said the instant they were inside their
own roomwi th the door closed. It was a snmall chanber, barely big
enough for two narrow beds and a nightstand, but it seened palatial to
him He stripped off his shirt and trousers and practically fell into
bed. It took alnbst nore strength than he had to wiggle his body
under the covers. "Don't wake nme tonorrow. Let me sleep till Jovah
cones | ooking for nme."

"Al'l right," Noah said, blow ng out the candle and crawing into his
own bed. "But don't blame me if you wake tomorrow at noon and find
that the Beast has crawled on to Breven w thout you."

Cal eb remenbered | aughi ng, and then he renenbered nothing else. Sleep
claimed himlike a fam shed | over, and he went willingly into her

jeal ous enbrace. He'd been certain he would sleep through till noon,
unnovi ng and oblivi ous, but something woke hima couple of hours |ater
He lay there a few nonents, trying to recall where he was and then to
reconstruct what might have disturbed him But the streets outside
were silent and his conpanion on the other side of the room sl ept
soundl essly in his own bed.

Except ... Caleb rubbed his eyes, then | ooked again at the fornl ess
shape of quilts on the other bed. Monlight filtered through the
shuttered wi ndow and threw white bars across the floor, across the
crunpl ed covers on the bed. No one was sleeping init. Caleb sat up
said "Noah?" very softly, and then cane to his feet. 1t only took
three steps to cross the room and he verified by touch what his eyes
had already told him The bed was enpty.

And Noah could only be in the room next door, sleeping in the arms of
the fallen Archangel. Bringing some salve to her wounded heart and
cruel Iy wounding his own.

Cal eb clinbed back onto his mattress and turned his face to the wal |,

but it was quite a while before he closed his eyes again. In the
nor ni ng, when he woke for the second tinme, Noah was in his own bed,
sl eepi ng the noi sel ess, guarded sleep of the Edori. Caleb lay there a

long tinme, watching his friend s peaceful face, and wondered if he had
dreant the whol e thing.



Chapter Ten

After spending hours poring over the inconplete geneal ogy records of
the angel Gabriel and his offspring, Alleya reluctantly concluded that
she woul d never be able to track down all of the great Archangel's
progeny through such limted resources. Against her better judgnent,
al nrost against her will, she decided she rmust consult an oracle--or
rather, work through an oracular interpreter, to ask Jovah hinsel f.

Job woul d have been the |ogical choice, since he already knew why she
was seeking the sons of Jerem ah, but Mary was cl oser and somewhat | ess
intimdating. Actually, Sinai was even closer, and Al eya debated the
i dea of entering the enpty caves and attenpting to ask Jovah the
guestions w thout benefit of an intermediary. She al nost thought she
could do it. During nights of studying the old histories, glancing at
the original text alongside the nodern interpretations, she'd becone
fairly adept at comprehendi ng certain words and phrases in the
forgotten tongue. |In fact, one night she had rather painstakingly gone
through a |1 ong chapter of the history before she realized she had read
the entire thing in the old I anguage, having sonmehow turned her eyes to
the wrong side of the open pages when she first took up the book. The
di scovery chilled her (how could she do such a thing accidentally?),

but elated her at the sane tine. She had the true scholar's |ove of
know edge, any know edge; acquiring a |l ost |anguage held intrinsic
appeal for her.

Lately she had even begun dreaming in those strange, unfaniliar words.
At first those dreans were cranped, unconfortabl e episodes in which she
sat at her desk, hunched over an open volune, |aboriously interpreting
various passages in books that she had never seen before. 1In the
nmor ni ngs when she woke, she could renenber what she had read, and she
renenbered it in the old | anguage, and she knew what it neant in her
own | exicon. Mbstly the phrases were sinple, even | aughabl e--"The
beautiful tree cries its autum tears” or "Wat child laughs in the

ot her chanber?"--but she found it fairly marvelous for all that. She
had never heard of anyone |earning a | anguage from dreans.

More recently, however, she herself strolled through her dreans talking
in this ancient tongue. Sonetimes those around her understood what she
said and seened to display no amazenent at her new skill; nore often

t hey gaped at her unconprehendingly, and she was filled with a
nightmare's frustration at being unable to communi cate. She woke
frequently in the mddle of the night, tense and angry, with her fists
cl enched and her face furrowed in a frown.

But Cal eb Augustus, when he appeared in her dreans, always understood
every word she said; and he appeared in her dreams al nbst nightly. But
there was no use spendi ng every waki ng nonent anal yzing that.

In any case, because of her growing fanmliarity with the | anguage the
oracl es used in conmunicating with Jovah, Alleya suspected that she
could head straight for the interface at Mount Sinai and talk to the
god wi thout assistance. Except ... the interface itself She was not
entirely sure how it was used, what buttons to press and when, how nmuch
time she should all ow between a question and a reply. And if either of
the oracl es ever found out what she had done, they would never forgive
her.

Al t hough what could they do to her, really? She was the Archangel. It



was not as if they could order the priests to shatter her Kiss and tel
Jovah she had been renoved fromthe lists of the living. The thought
gave her a faint pleasure. She was unused to having any advant ages
accrue to her from her high position

But she was also unwilling to risk the experinment--what if it was Jovah
she angered by her inept questioning?--and she needed information only
an oracle could supply. So she told Sanuel she would be gone for a
day, perhaps two, and she packed a travel kit for a short visit to
Gaza.

Mary worked in a stone retreat quite close to Monteverde--in the sane
mountai n range, in fact, though Mount Sudan was at a nuch hi gher

colder altitude than the angel hold, and it was much harder to get to.
For anyone who was not an angel, at any rate. Alleya coasted in to the
narrow, flat |anding place that was instantly swall owed by an overhang
of rock, and made her way inside the caverns where Mary did her work.

As was the case at Munt Egypt, Munt Sudan had a small cluster of
acol ytes and petitioners nmoving through the outer roons. A respectful
silence muted all voices, even kept footsteps to a cautious, hollow
tiptoe. Alleya practically whispered her request to the acol yte who
cane up to ask her business ("I would like to see the oracle Mary as
soon as she has tinme"), and then waited as quietly as the rest.

Naturally, it was not |ong before the acolyte scurried back to escort
her to Mary's inner sanctum The oracle was standing by the blue

i nterface, her hand resting on the keyboard, her eyes watching the
door.

"Angel a," she said, inclining her head slightly. "I1'm honored by your
visit. What can | do to serve you?"

It was strange to receive such a respectful greeting from soneone only
five or six years older than she was--especially someone |ike Mary, a
shar p-f eatured, sharp-tongued, no-nonsense wonan.

"First, do you have tinme to spare for nme? This is not an energency,

and | know you have much to do," Alleya said.

Mary snmiled faintly. "The work of the Archangel is the preservation of
the realm and the task of the oracles is to support the Archangel, "
she said didactically. "Even your small questions carry weight for

us.
"Actually, it mght not be a small question,” Aleya said. Mary
indicated two rolling chairs arranged close to the gl owing screen
Al l eya came forward, and they both sat. "Some weeks ago, | was in
Mount Egypt and | conferred with Job about troubles in Samaria. W
asked Jovah if he was angry with us, why he sent so much storm who
he--" She hesitated, then plunged on. "Wo he had sel ected as ny
angelico. To every question we asked, Jovah replied, "Ask the son of
Jerem ah. "'

Mary nodded. "Job nentioned some of this to me. He wanted to know if
| was fam liar with any Jerem ah who m ght have caught Jovah's
attention. | had to confess | was not."

"Jerusha remi nded ne that Jerem ah was the nane of Gabriel's father
And we thought perhaps, since Jovah was speaki ng so vaguely, he m ght



mean one of CGabriel's descendants living today."

"But which descendant? There nust be a hundred--"
"And not all accounted for," Alleya finished. "l checked records at
the Eyrie, but they scarcely list anyone except the angelic offspring,
and even those erratically. But if, as | believe, Jovah tracks all the
sons and daughters of everyone on Samaria--"

"Everyone who has been dedicated,” Mary said automatically.

"Then. perhaps he could tell us where all of Gabriel's 'sons' are today.
And this man nust have been dedicated for Jovah to know of his

exi stence. "

Mary nodded briefly, not as if she agreed, but as if she was thinking
everything over. "But if he has been dedicated,"” she said slowy, "why
will Jovah not call him by nane?"

Al l eya spread her hands. "I don't know. | don't understand why Jovah
does many of the things he does. But since Jovah seened to think this
man hel d so many keys, | thought it behooved ne to try and find him
If, that is, there is a way to phrase the question to Jovah."

"Well, we can certainly ask," Mary said, swiveling around to face the
blue interface. "I cannot prom se that he will answer. These
days--"

"I know," Alleya said. "It is the sane with ne."

The angel pulled her chair closer to the oracle's and watched intently
as Mary played her fingers over the keyboard. Ah--it was so
sinmple--the buttons that Mary pressed were marked with the letters of
the foreign al phabet; and after she had framed a polite question (which
appeared on the screen before her), she pressed a square green key

whi ch, apparently, signaled to Jovah that her nessage was conpl ete.
Al l eya could not believe how straightforward it was. All these years
of nmystery solved by a single textbook

It was still inpressive, she had to adnit, when Jovah's reply
materialized in glowing blue letters on the pale screen. Mary's

i nquiry had been a repeat of one of Job's questions: "Wo should be the
angelico to the Archangel Alleluia?" This time Alleya did not need to

guess at the reply; she could read the words for herself. "The son of
Jerem ah. "
Mary gl anced over at her. "Well, at least it's the sane answer."

"I thought it would be. Ask himabout Gabriel."

Mary typed in: "Is the Archangel Gabriel the son of Jerem ah?"

Jovah replied alnost imediately in the affirmative.

"This is where it gets interesting," Mary remarked, and entered her
next question: "Can you tell us the names of the children of Gabriel
who are |iving today?"

This time there was a | engthy pause between the query and the response.

"Why does he wait so long to answer?" Alleya asked. She found herself
speaking in a | ow voice, alnost in a whisper, as if she were afraid of



di sturbing Jovah while he neditated.
"The nmore conpl ex the answer, the longer it takes."

But a few minutes later, the requested information filled the screen
There were fewer names than All eya had expected and nost of them were
worren.

"It looks like this generation didn't breed many sons,"” Mary said,

voi cing aloud Alleya's thought. She skimmed the [ist rapidly, tapping
her finger next to a few of the nanes. "I know this boy--he's a
Manadavvi heir who is about eight years old. Not the one you're

| ooking for. And this one--he's in his eighties, at least."

"But - - perhaps that does not matter to Jovah. Perhaps the god does not
think of age as a relevant factor, as it would be for those of us who
are human--"

Mary shook her head, her eyes still fixed on the screen. "He al ways
considers the age factor," she said. "W oracles have cone to believe
that Jovah makes all of his marriage selections based on sone kind of
genetic desirability that none of us has been able to understand. He
never chooses a wife who is not of child-bearing age, never chooses a
husband who is not froma virile line. That nust be nore than nere
coi nci dence. "

"Then if we elimnate those two--and | know that one. He's an angel at
Cedar Hills, and so is his brother. Clearly they are not eligible.

But this nman--1 don't know him"

"I don't know himeither," Mary echoed. She touched her finger to a
knob on the side of the screen, then drew her fingertip across the nane
of the man they had both failed to identify. To Alleya's astonishnent,
a glowing grid fornmed around the name, then the entire list blinked
away.

"What did you do?" she excl ai ned.
"Hush. W can retrieve it," Mary said absently. Even as she spoke,
new words canme to lite on the blank screen and Mary read t hem out

| oud.

"Paul , son of Abel, born in Castelana five hundred and ei ghty- seven
years after the glorious day of the founding of Samaria ... Wiy, he's
sixty-three years old!" she excl ai ned.

"Not my angelico?" Alleya asked.

"Not even close."

"Who el se was on the [ist?"

Anot her touch on that peripheral button, and the original catal og of
nanes reappeared. There was only one mal e nanme that they had not
elimnated and could not identify. But when they checked the screen
whi ch carried personal information about his background, Mary nade a

smal | tsking sound of irritation

"He's too old, is that it?" Alleya asked, for she was having trouble
reading the small text over Mary's shoul der



"Possibly not. He's only fifty, although in general Jovah woul d choose
a younger man. But it notes here that he had a son by an Edori wonan
thirty years ago." Mary swung around to stare at Alleya. "Wich would
make hi m approxi mately your age."

"What's this son's nane?"

"It doesn't say. Probably he was never dedicated. Edori children nost
often are not, you know "

"Yes, | know. But then how does Jovah know this man exists? | thought
he was only able to track those who have been dedicated."

Mary nodded. "l suspect that an oracle who knew this man or nmet him
one day sinply supplied Jovah with the information. See, Jovah does
not even list that son as being alive or dead, of even having a nane.
Jovah knows not hi ng about him™

"Except that he was born." Alleya felt her voice come froma
constricted, holl ow place behind her heart. She should no doubt be
feeling a certain blushing excitenent at the thought that, with a
little effort, she would be able to locate the man that her god
expected her to marry. Certainly she was curious and she did not fee
appr ehensi ve, exactly, but she would have to identify her forenpst
enotion as reluctance. She was sure she would not like this unfamliar
Edori, this man so far rempved fromthe god that Jovah did not even
know his name. Actually, until Job had nentioned it, she had given no
thought at all to the notion that she nust marry, or at least find a
man to stand beside her when she sang the Joria in a few nonths. She
did not want to marry, that was the truth of it, certainly not a
stranger selected for her by another. Jovah could not know, he could
not read her heart; how could he choose for her better than she could
choose for hersel f?

But that was sacrilege; that was a degree of doubt she could not all ow
herself to feel. He was her god, he |oved her. He would not |ead her

astray. |If she did not trust himto do right by her, there was nothing
she could trust in her world at all

"What is this man's nanme?" she asked, still in that small, scraped
voice. "This man who mated with an Edori wonman."

"Cyrus. And the worman is of the Cholita tribe of the Edori."
"I wonder where they night be found?"
"You could wait till the Gathering and ask among all the Edori then."

Al l eya shook her head, attenpting to shake away some of her bl eakness

as well. "That is only weeks before the Qoria. | must surely find
himbefore that. | suppose | could travel to all the sanctuaries,
al t hough sonme Edori never go there, | know-"

"As | understand it, many Edori are nmeeting in Breven at the end of
this week," Mary said. "You could go there and see if he is present or
i f anyone coul d guess his whereabouts."

"Breven? Wy there?"



Mary shrugged. "Wy do the Edori do anythi ng?"

Alleya smled. "Maybe | should find out. Finding this son of Jerem ah
seens as important as soothing the Manadavvi and outwitting the
nmerchants, don't you think?"

"I think you have waited too | ong already to seek your angelico," Mary
said sternly. "It is clearly a matter of urgency. And, yes, | think
Breven woul d be a good place to start."

Al l eya spent the rest of the day with Mary, inquiring as artlessly as
possible into the workings of the interface and the comruni cation with
Jovah. Mary obliged her by denonstrating a few nore interactions wth
the god, and Alleya was quite sure she understood how the whol e system
wor ked. Sinple, so sinple, once you knew the | anguage.

"And Jovah al ways responds?' Alleya asked when they were done.
"Always, although not always intelligibly," Mary replied.

"And sonetimes nore slowly than | would like. They say the interface
at Sinai is the nost direct link to the god and that Jovah conmuni cates
nmore rapidly with the oracle there."

"Why woul d t hat be?"

Mary shrugged. "They say Sinai is where the first settlers learned to
interact with the god. Sone say Jovah actually stood in that room and
spoke to the first oracle. Qhers say, no, the first oracle stood in
that room and was swept up by Jovah's hand to neet face to face with
the god. But as far as | know, the god has never entered this room or
the roomin Munt Egypt."

"It concerns me that Sinai is still enpty,"” Alleya said. "lIs that one
of the tasks that falls to the Archangel --di scovering the next oracle?
I must confess | have no idea where to |ook."

Mary frowned slightly. "It should not be your task--it should not be
anyone's," she said shortly. "Oracles reveal thenselves. Oten they
are acolytes, and they feel the god's call fromthe time they are very
young. It is an inescapable call--it nakes you shiver |ike plague, and
pine like love. Anyone who feels it surely will be made mi serable
until he or she comes forward and identifies hinmself."

"What if sonmeone clainms to be an oracle but is not?"

Now Mary smiled faintly. "To ny know edge, that has never happened.
What woul d be the point? Wwo would lie or cheat to achieve this
pl ace?" She waved vaguely at the sonber gray walls around her

"It is a place of honor," Alleya said quietly.

Mary nodded. "lndeed. But a place set apart fromthe rest of the
worl d, dealing in nysterious and holy relics. Most people are afraid
of such an odd life. Most people fear nore than anythi ng bei ng
estranged fromtheir fellow nen. No one who sought this life would be
unfitted for it. Besides," she added, now smiling al nost naturally,
"it would be fairly sinple to tell if the candi date was an i nposter

He or she would be unable to comunicate with the god. Jovah woul d not
answer. After a day or two of that, anyone would give up and go



hone.
"But doesn't soneone train the new oracl es?"

"After a fashion. There are sone rules and procedures no one woul d be
able to guess by intuition. But for the nost part--" Mary spread her
hands to convey the inadequacies of speech. "If you are the oracle,
you know. Already. The know edge is in your head. | cannot explain
it to you. There is no way to counterfeit it."

"And so you knew. Wen you were--how ol d?"

"A child. Ten, maybe. | had been one of the children selected to
serve as acolyte for two years--a high honor, mnd you, and one that
rendered me speechless for nearly a day. | had not been here a nonth
when Peter--he was oracle then--called me into this room" Mary | ooked
around, as if seeing the stone chanber for the first tine. "He called
me over to the interface, and asked nme to read the words printed on the
screen. | did. The words "Mary will succeed me as oracle at Mount
Sudan."” | turned to himand exclainmed, "I thought so! But how did you
know?" And he said, "I know now. Because you could read the words on
the screen.” And only then did | realize they were witten in the old
tongue, the only | anguage that the god knows."

"And had you been studying this | anguage?"

Mary shook her head. "Not then. Afterward, of course, Peter gave ne
all the textbooks he had learned from and | studied very
systematically. But it is considered the one true test, for only
oracl es can understand the old tongue."

All eya woul d have liked to dispute that, but caution won the day.
"Well, then, have you exam ned any of your acolytes to see if one of
them m ght be suited for the role at Sinai?"

Mary shook her head again. Her expression was one of faint disdain.
"They are all Manadavvi lord Iings who are here because it adds
prestige to their parents' houses," she said. "They behave well
enough, but they have no calling. None of themw |l go on to be
priests. And none of themis suited to be oracle.”

"Perhaps we should wi den the pool, then," Alleya said, sniling a
little. "Ofer the posts to the farnmers' children and a few of the
Edori."

Mary did not | ook anused. "The acol ytes nust serve the highest and the
| owest citizens of Samaria, who cone with questions," she said. "They
must be versed in all courtesies. | hardly think Edori or serfs

of fspring are suited for the roles.”

Al l eya rai sed her eyebrows, for she hadn't expected to evoke such a
response. She tilted her head to one side, nore carefully exam ning
this intense, cloistered woman who had given up the outside world to be
a servant of the god's. Yes, there were the telltale high cheekbones,
the delicate, long-fingered hands. How could she have overl ooked such
obvi ous clues? "So, you were born Manadavvi," she said softly.

"I ndeed, you have given up nmuch to serve the god."

The slightest blush of color heightened the contours of those perfect
cheekbones. "I have given up nothing," Mary said haughtily. "And I



have gained all."

It was late by the time Alleya and Mary finished their dinner, so the
angel elected to stay the night. She had never slept anyplace so
still. Conpared to the Eyrie, of course, any venue seened quiet, but
at Mount Sudan, the silence seened absolute. Alleya loved it. She
woul d have stayed a week if she coul d.

But she had proni sed Sarmuel she would return within a day and, really,
there was little to occupy her here. So she left early the follow ng
nmorni ng and made the | azy, easy flight back to the Vel o Mountains and
their tireless, bustling heart, the Eyrie. Were |ife was anything but
still.

She had made it to her private chanbers w thout actually encountering
anyone who w shed to speak to her, which was good, but within five

m nut es, someone was urgently soundi ng her door chinme. She opened the
door to find Asher outside, ready to pounce.

"Good. You're back. | thought | saw you landing," he said, greeting
her with his usual inpetuousness. "Angela, it's disaster!"
She held onto her tenper; always the best course with Asher. "Wat is?

What ' s happeni ng?"

"The merchants, the Manadavvi---even the Jansai, | believe they are
nmeeting in Senorrah to deci de what to do."

" About ?"

He waved his arns, indicating the world, all it contained. "Everything!
What to do about the angels, what to do about storms, what to do about
the Edori--"

"I don't suppose they can do anything about any of them" Alleya said
somewhat sharply. "Were do you get this infornmation?"

"You think | was spying, but | wasn't," he replied sonewhat hotly.
"G deon Fairwen sent a nessage here, alerting you to the upconing
conference, and he--"

"And if you weren't spying, how do you cone to know the contents of
mai | addressed to ne?"

Asher flushed, but Sanuel's voice answered her. "It becanme conmmon
know edge al nost instantly, the way such things do," the ol der ange
said. He pulled back his wi ngs and brushed past Asher to enter
Alleya's room so Asher immediately followed suit. "G deon sent his
nmessage with a courier who was none too discreet. W knew what the
package contai ned before we had broken the seal." He handed a sheaf of
fol ded pages to Alleya. "It seemed pointless to wait for your return
since everyone was al ready speculating wildly. It seenmed better to
know t he worst."

Al l eya nodded; she was already reading the text. It was couched in
| anguage that was both formal and hysterical ("And since this is a
crisis of mobnunmental proportions, affecting every citizen of Sanaria
fromthe snall est babe to the wealthiest |andowner, we deemit
extremely urgent to act with all haste and gravity ...") The neeting
was scheduled to take place in three weeks. Alleya felt sick and



fearful as she finished the letter and | ooked up at Samuel .

"But what exactly do they think they can do?" she asked. "Divorce
t hensel ves fromthe protection of the angels? 1Is that really what they
intend? How will that inprove anything?"

"It gives themnore power, for good or ill," Sanuel said

"What power? The power to disperse the storns? |If that is truly what
they intend to try, | wi sh themluck, but | cannot think that nortals
wi || succeed where angel s have repeatedly failed."

"I don't think they expect to control the weather," Sanuel said softly.
"I think they are nerely looking to slip the angelic yoke. If you
cannot get Jovah to respond as you bid, why should they honor you?

They do not |ike sone of the divine decrees. This gives them an excuse
to ignore them"

Al l eya nodded, then shook her head. "And | have only three weeks to
cone up with an argunent so strong they must listen to ne."

"You will go, then?" Sanuel asked.

"Let me cone with you," Asher said quickly.

In spite of her turnoil, Alleya could not help smling at the eager
young angel. "If you like," she said. "I shall need support."” She

| ooked back at Sarmuel. "O course | shall go. | shall informJerusha
and M cah of the conference as well, in case their words are stronger
than mne."

"Not M cah," Asher said scornfully. "He'd just nod and hand Sanari a
over to the nerchants on an engraved platter."

Sanmuel gave hima reproving |l ook, then transferred his attention to
Alleya. "I will help any way | can. | will go with you, if you IliKke.
O stay here to control things in your absence."

"I don't know -but thank you--1 can't think clearly right now | don't
know what woul d be best." She hesitated, still trying to find sone
order in her whirling brain, and then she cried the words that had
leapt to her mind the instant she read G deon's note. "I wish Delilah
was here!"

Samuel nodded. "So do we all. But this is your task, and you nust be

equal to it."

All eya woul d never forget the surprise she felt when Asher turned on
Samuel with a sort of proud fury. "Alleya is as clever as Delil ah!
She is! She will know just what to do when the tine cones!"

Samuel | ooked just as astonished as Alleya felt, and then, though he
hidit well, amused. "I'msorry. You are absolutely right," he said
gravely. "l apologize to the Archangel. | believe she will handle
this crisis with her usual brave apl onb."

Asher nodded sharply, then turned to Alleya. "You will let me cone
with you, then? Just tell ne when you need ne."

"I will certainly do that," Alleya said, and watched hi m dash out the



door. Then she turned | aughing eyes to Sanuel. "WelIl! | see |I have
partisans! | would not have thought it."

"There is sonething of a cult surrounding you, actually. You were not
aware of it?"

"No. Around ne? But why?"

"Because you can stop the rain and no one el se can, and because your
qui et self-control appeals to some people who were not exactly fans of
t he exuberant Delilah."

Al l eya couldn't keep herself from|laughing, but the | augh had a
despairing edge. "I keep a sober look on ny face npbst of the time to
cover the fact that | amracked with terror,"” she said. "But sone
peopl e are actually inpressed! This is even nore unsettling than the
news from Senorrah. "

"But the news from Senorrah is grave, indeed," Samuel said. "I think
you're right--you rmust inform M cah and Jerusha."

"And Asher was right about M cah,” Aleya nurmured, "though I don't
like to say so."

Samuel nodded. "So | fear you will be the one who nmust win the
argunent, if the argunent is to be won."

Al l eya shook her head. "The god defend ne, | do wi sh Delilah were
here. Sonetines | even w sh--" She stopped, shrugged. "I wish | could
go to her in Lum naux and ask for advice."

"She m ght be pleased if you did."

"No. She was not pleased last time | wanted her opinion. Even if the
world falls down around our heads, | don't think she will help nme calm
the dissidents. But she could do it. | have no doubt of that."

Al l eya sighed fretfully. Wen Sanuel laid a hand on her arm she
t hought it was meant to be no nore than a conforting gesture. But when
she glanced up at him there was a rueful | ook on his face.

"Asher was right to chide ne," he said. "I did not nean to express
doubt of you by wi shing Delilah back."

She smled at him "You never nake nme feel as if you doubt ne," she
said. "If anything, you nake ne believe in nyself. | have always
meant to thank you for that."

"I amlike Asher," he said. "l too believe you have a special place in
the god's heart. These days it is the only thing that gives ne
hope. "

Two days later, Alleya left for Breven. She had conposed carefu
letters to G deon Fairwen, to Jerusha, to Mcah, and sent them by ange
courier to the relevant |ocations. She invited the angels to neet her
in Senorrah a day before the conference was schedul ed to begin, so that
they could discuss any strategies that occurred to them She was
afraid that Samuel was right, however; nost of the arguing would
probably be left up to her. And she could not think of a thing to

say.



That | oom ng before her, the trip to Breven seened to cone at an

i nopportune time; still, she had three weeks' grace, and it would not
take her that long to fly to and fromthe Jansai city. Though it m ght
take some tinme to canvass the gathered Edori and find the man she was

| ooking for. The man Jovah had chosen for her. She shook her head,
tossed t he thought away.

It was nearly seven hundred miles to Breven, a trip Alleya did not care
to attenmpt in one day. She broke her flight at Castel ana, one of the
river cities only slightly less inmportant than Senorrah, and kept to
her hotel roomthe whole tinme she was there. She was not in the nood
to advertise her presence to the nerchants. Three weeks woul d be soon
enough to confront them all

She arrived in Breven in the mddle of the afternoon on the foll ow ng
day, though she could spot the Jansai city fromthe air well before she
coul d make out individual buildings and conpl exes. Breven was a |ong,
dark smudge of smoke, an evil exhal ation of noxious fumes, a bruise
agai nst the grainy gray of the overcast sky. Long before she could
hear or snell anything escaping the city linmts, Alleya imgi ned

pi t eous voices raised up to her, mal odorous vapors threadi ng thensel ves
t hrough her tangled hair, clinging with unwel conme tenacity to her
beati ng wi ngs.

She hated Breven. It was a city of horrors. Wen she got closer to
the city, she got caught in a steady, slow drizzle of tainted wi nter
rain. It was not her fancy this time: When she cupped her hands, the
dropl ets she caught were slivered through with black cinders and gray
ash. Al npost, she synpathized with Jovah in this instance: This was a
city that needed to be washed cl ean, or maybe washed away.

She | anded on the dirty outskirts of the sprawling city and made her
way by foot toward the central business district. As nuch as anything,
this was an exercise in self-torture, although she told herself it was
a learning expedition. The far flung edges of Breven consisted nostly
of slovenly shacks piled together in the nost prom scuous,

hel t er-skel ter manner imagi nabl e. Because Breven had been dug fromthe
desert, and because it now suffered froma never-ending rain, all the
huts were hal f-sunk in a sandy rmud in which footprints and ot her marks
seened to heal over alnpbst as soon as they were nmade. There were no
gardens, no trees. weeds or greenery of any kind surrounding these

nm ser abl e nei ghborhoods. There was nothing but nud, and broken

shel ters, and rain.

There were a few inhabitants to be seen at this hour of the day,
however - -nostly wonen going to and fromthe markets or the wells, one
or two nen carrying wood or peddling goods. nmany children, though

this was a working day, and children worked in the factories where they
could be made use of. Alleya could not repress a shudder

She earned occasi onal sidelong, incurious glances as she passed by, but
no one stopped her or addressed her. Even though angels were rare
(probably nonexistent) in this part of town, the inhabitants did not
have enough energy to wonder why she m ght be there. They barely had
the energy to survive the day.

Conditions inproved as she noved closer to the center of town, passing
gradually fromthe poorer districts to the richer residential areas.
The denmarcation line from m ddl e-cl ass nerchants burghers to weal t hy



Jansai aristocracy was i mediate and distinct. Suddenly the honmes were
pal ati al, expensive and ringed by tall fences guaranteeing the owners
privacy. Even nore conspicuous was the arrangement of the wi ndows, al
of them grouped on one hal f of each house, while the other half of the
bui | di ng remai ned conpl etely cl osed, shut off fromany view of the
wor | d.

She al ways remenbered this with the shock of sonething she had hated so
much that her mind had conpletely forgotten it: The Jansai wonen were
not allowed to mingle with the world, or even | ook out upon it. Even
the traveling Jansai nomads, who took their wonen with themon the
road, kept them covered with scarves and | anguishing in their tents
when they canped outside a city of any size. Here in the Jansa
capital, the wealthy traders kept their wi ves and daughters off the
streets and imured in their huge, gold-plated prisons. Unless you
were an eligible Jansai man | ooking to wed within the proper circle,
you woul d never |ay eyes on one of these young wonen.

Once she passed through the nost excl usive nei ghborhoods, Alleya found
herself on the edge of the business district. It was nothing Iike the
col l ection of offices, warehouses, restaurants and schools that coul d
be found in Lum naux or Velora--all these structures |ooked tenporary,
uncertain, built for easy denolition. Many of themwere little nore
than heavy canvas roofs tied over a framework of netal poles. Not
until the past generation or two had the Jansai invested to any extent
inthe city itself; all their wealth had been gathered on the road,
buyi ng and selling both goods and information. Mre pernanent
bui | di ngs were, in sone places, under construction, but this section of
town was still clearly in a state of fl ux.

The heart of Breven's current wealth cane fromthe factories |ocated
practically along the shoreline, and these Alleya canme to |ast.

Shoul der to shoul der, bel chi ng smoke and radi ati ng heat, the huge

wi ndowl ess buildings were clustered together so tightly they seenmed to
all ow room for nothing even so small as a human to pass between t hem
This close, the noise |level was incredible--a conbination of netallic
screeches, subterranean grindings, and unidentifiable crashings of what
could be rocks or tree trunks or bones. And everywhere the inescapable
burning stink. And even nore threatening than the omi present cl ouds
was the low, grim shadowed ceiling of snoke.

And this was the heart of progress, this was the nodern city. No
wonder Jovah had turned his heart fromhis children, no wonder he was
deaf to their appeals. How could he hear them over this wetched
clanor, how could he renenber to Iove themat all?

The Edori canp, by contrast, was a place of gaiety and ease. True, the
cl osely packed tents and the amazing density of people were rather
overwhel mi ng for sonmeone who val ued privacy as nuch as Alleya did, but
the overall mood of the canmp was so friendly, so open-hearted, that she
could not help but succunmb to the general bonhomi e. Even before she
had her first extended conversation with anyone, the sidelong smniles
and casual waves nmade her feel welcone and hopeful. Well, perhaps the
worl d was not such a bad place after all, if there were still Edori in
it.

She wandered nore or less aimessly through the tightly clustered tents
for about half an hour before she actually attenpted to find soneone to
speak with. She had spent very little tine anmong the Edori, but as

al ways she was inpressed by the efficiency that |ay behind their



general air of insouciance. Al the tents were solidly pitched and in
good repair; every canpfire burned busily away; details of children
appeared to be responsible for fetching water and di sposing of trash,
whi | e ol der boys guarded the horses. The workers noved purposefully
fromtask to task, while the unenpl oyed pl ayed | aughi ng games with such
fervor that they could hardly be faulted for indolence. The air was
brai ded with delicious aromas. No voices were raised in anger or
supplication. It was enough to nmake one want to beconme Edori

Eventual |y, she spied the old nman Thomas whom she had net in the Edori
canp outside of Luminaux. He was sitting on an upturned |og outside
his open tent. A broad, overhanging flap was stretched out in front to
provide himshelter fromthe constant cold drizzle. He was snoking a
pi pe, his only apparent occupation, but he seemed to be enjoying it

t horoughly. Wen Alleya wal ked slowy up to him a look of inquiry on
her face, he smled at her broadly and waved her over

"Wl come, angela, welcone! It is good to have you anbng us once nore!
Are you | ooking for soneone again? Are you hungry? Are you thirsty?
I"'mafraid | left all ny chairs behind near Lum naux, so there's not

much to sit on, but make yourself confortable if you can

"Hell o, Thomas," she said, perching with sonme delicacy on another |og
beside him "Not hungry. Maybe a little thirsty. |Is there water
sonewhere that |--"

"Martha! W have a guest who would like a drink of something!" he
call ed over his shoul der, and noments later a smling, dark-skinned
worman enmerged fromthe tent. She was carrying a netal cup, which she
handed to All eya.

"There's fruit juice, if you' d rather," she said. "Or wine. Are you
hungry? There's plenty to eat."

More of the famed hospitality of the Edori. No questions, no
suspi cion. No wonder they had been nearly w ped out a century ago by
the predatory Jansai. "No--water is all | want, thank you very much,"

Al l eya said. The woman ducked her head and vani shed back inside the
tent.

"Had a long flight?" Thomas asked with interest.

Al l eya nodded. "I left Castelana this norning."

The old man shook his head admringly. "Castelana! A journey I|ike
that woul d take a man days on horseback, even riding hard." He

| aughed. "It might take the Edori weeks, but then, we're dawdl ers
al ong the way. |Imagine! Castelana to Breven in a day."

"Well, | wouldn't choose to do it every day."

"And so what was the weather |ike? But you wouldn't care about
weat her, would you? You can fly above it."

"Most of the way. | dropped down in altitude as | got closer to the
city, and then it was nothing but rain."

"As it is day in, day out. Rain over Breven. But we are getting used
toit."”



"I am anazed to see so nany Edori canped here," Alleya remarked, edging
the conversation around in the direction she wanted. "I knowthis is
not the tine of the Gathering. |Is there sone other special event

t aki ng pl ace?"

Thomas smiled. "The grandest event! The exodus is at hand, and al
t hose who are not afraid have conme together to make their plans."

"The exodus? To where?"
"To Ysral."

"To--" Alleya's mouth shut with a snap and her eyebrows arched

i ncredul ously. "All of you? Everyone here is going to try to sail to
Ysral ? But how do you-Do you have any naps? Do you have any idea
where you m ght be going? Do you have any proof that you will actually
find this place? Because, you know, Ysral--"

The old man | aughed. "You sound like ny allali friends. They think we
are fools and madnen--destined to be drowned fools and nadnen, no
doubt, when our boats becal m sonewhere out in the untracked ocean. But
| believe Ysral is there. | believe it can be found--that it has been
found. Too many Edori have heard the stories fromtheir grandparents,
and their great-grandparents. Edori have sailed there in the past and
returned with the good news. So Edori must sail there again.”

"But--all of you? Perhaps one boatload, or two--"

Now the smling, winkled face grew sober. "And what is left for Edori
on this continent?" Thomas asked gravely. "W live on a few scattered
pl ots of cranped and begrudgi ngly sheltered | and--not enough for all of
us, not nearly enough, and still there are those who woul d take that

|l and away fromus. And that is no place for Edori--sanctuaries! Edori
should live free, in the nountains and the valleys and along the rivers
and in the deserts. Edori should not be tied to"--he waved his
hand--"wel | -tended canpsites at Breven and Lum naux! W should be
wandering the coasts and exploring the foothills."

"And even if we could bear to live as we are living now, we will find
this life slipping away fromus," he continued. "Even now, the
nmerchants and the Manadavvi and the Jansai encroach on the | and set
aside for our use. Even now the angels wonder if perhaps the Edori
could be noved to sonepl ace | ess valuable, soneplace a little smaller
Even now, our sons and daughters slip away fromthe canps at night and
go into the cities--and they | eave the canps by day to go live in
Breven and Vel ora and Lum naux. They learn allali nedicine and allal
science and take allali wives. |If we do not |eave Samaria soon, there
will be no Edori left to preserve. Thus, not just one boatl oad, or
two, but all of us, as many as are willing. |If we all perish out on
the traitorous ocean, so be it. At least we will die Edori, anong our
brothers. Here we will die anyway, anong strangers and no | onger
renmenbering the names of our tribes."

Al'l eya had | ong since stopped attenpting to interrupt his speech, and
when he finished, she was not sure howto answer him In her heart,
she believed him still, his venture seenmed so fraught with peril that
it was hard not to continue to protest. "You have reasoned yourself to
a point fromwhich you cannot turn back," she said quietly. "AIl | can
do is pray that Jovah will protect you on your journey."



He smiled again, all his passion flown. "And an angel's prayers are
al ways wel cone," he said. He put his hand out in greeting, and she
laid hers on his palm "You had my nanme last tine we net--1 am Thonas
of the Rahilo clan. But | failed to secure yours."

He might not even recognize her name, but it did not seemthe tinme or
place to put on airs. "l amcalled Aleya," she said.

"Wl come, Alleya. Have you returned to our canp nmerely to hear an old
man rant, or is there sonething I can do to help you ?"

"I"m 1l ooking for sonmeone. | had heard there was a great conference of
Edori at Breven, and | thought | mght find himhere--or soneone who
could tell me of him"

"He is an Edori nman?"
"No, but he took an Edori wfe."

Thomas smiled quickly. "Edori do not take wives or husbands,"” he
explained. "They may mate for life, but there is no fal se cerenony
that binds them Rather, they are tied together by the affection they
feel in their hearts.”

Al leya smled back. "A good system" she approved. "In any case, he
had a son by an Edori wonman, that son now being about thirty years old.
The son is actually the man | am | ooking for, but | don't know his
nane. His father's name was Cyrus, and he had this child by an Edori
woman of the Cholita tribe."

Thomas had listened intently but blankly until she spoke her fina
sentence; then an expression of regret crossed his face. "Ah, Cyrus.
He was a fine man. Not Edori-born, of course, but he took to the
peopl e's ways as well as any allali has."

"You speak as if he is dead," Alleya said.

Thomas nodded. "Yes, but Mariah of the Cholitas is still alive. She's
not here--1 believe she stays in the sanctuary near the Hel dora
Mount ai ns- - but her daughters joined us a few days ago."

"Her daughters? What about her son--Cyrus's son?"

Thomas shook his head. "I never heard of any son they had together. |
only know of their daughters. Their eldest, Sheba, is a fine, strong
worman with a good heart. She plans to join us on the journey to
Ysral ."

Al l eya could not hide her dismay. "But--are you sure? No son?"

"You coul d ask Sheba, of course. But ny nenory is usually accurate."
He smiled briefly, as if at a private joke; no doubt he was the record

keeper for the whole race of Edori. "Wo gave you your infornmation?"
All eya made a small gesture with her hands. "Jovah, | thought,"” she
said ruefully. "Perhaps someone gave the wong information to him"

I f Thomas was curious about her search, he did not ask questions.
"Sheba will help you," he said confortingly. "I will take you to her
tent, and then you can cone back and join Martha and me for dinner



It's very good--a rabbit stew. W will have other friends joining us,
and they'd all be happy to nmeet you."

There seened to be no possible way to refuse; besides, the idea of a
solitary neal at one of the grimBreven restaurants did not seem

renotely appealing at this nonent. "Thank you--you're very kind,"
Alleya said. "I don't want to be any trouble--"
Thomas waved his hand. "You honor us."

He cane ninbly enough to his feet and I ed her on a w nding journey

t hrough the canp. The bunched cl ouds seened to gather nore tightly
over head, which Alleya took as a sign that nightfall was nearing. It
was hard to tell. The rain, for the nonment, had stopped.

Thomas halted outside a large, noisy tent that seened to bul ge outward
fromthe force of uproarious merrymaking within. "Sheba!" he called.
"Sheba sia a Cholital Stop chasing your man around and cone out and
greet your visitors!"

There was a shout of |aughter from perhaps a dozen peopl e inside--nen
and wonen, fromthe sound of the voices, adults and children--and
within nmoments a tall, well-built young woman emerged. She was
somewhat ostentatiously snoothing her hands down her skirt and across
her hair, as if to cover up traces of |ovemaking, but in fact she

| ooked quite neat and trim

"Why, Thomas, if | had known you wanted sone fun with me, | would have
waited till you arrived," she said with nock i nnocence. "You know that
Laban only satisfies me when | can't have you."

Thomas turned to Alleya. "This is how an old man is teased," he
conpl ai ned. "Age is a sad thing, because youth is so cruel."

Al l eya was peering through the open tent flap at the junble of faces
and linmbs inside. "How many people are in there?" she asked.

"Ten. Well, nine now that |'m outside," Sheba amended. "Laban, and ny
two sisters and their |overs, and Laban's brother, and three children
And mmy sister is expecting a child this spring.”

"Do they all have tents nearby?"

Sheba and Thomas both |aughed. "Ch, no! W all share one tent. W
are never there, of course, except to eat and sleep, so we enjoy the
times when we are all together."

"But you--isn't it crowded, ten people in that little tent?"

Sheba gl anced back at the tent as if she'd forgotten its di nensions.
"It's a big tent,"” she said happily. "Laban wove it for me the first
sumer we shared a blanket. The others gave away their small tents so
we could all stay together."

At Alleya's sustained | ook of astonishnent, Thomas added, "W Edori
cannot stand to be apart. A solitary Edori is a wetched nman. The
nore of us that are together, the happier we are.”

Al l eya | aughed and shook her head. "And | find the angel holds to be
crowded, " she remarked. "And | have a roomto nyself. No doubt you



Edori would find that a lonely place."

Thomas shuddered. "Intolerably," he said.

Sheba gestured back toward the tent. "Have you cone to join us for
di nner?" she asked. "I assure you, angela, there is plenty of room
Cone inside. You'll see.”

"No, you can't steal her. She is dining with nme," Thomas said. "But

she did come here | ooking for you."

Sheba snmiled at the angel with conplete un sel fconsci ousness "For ne?

| will be glad to help in any way | can."

"Thank you, but now I'mnot sure you can," Alleya said. "I was | ooking
for a man who woul d have been your brother, a man about my age. But
Thomas says there is no such man."

"There was a boy born to ny parents three years before ny birth," Sheba

said readily. "But he died when | was two years old. He ate sone
poi sonous flowers that blooned on the northern slopes of the Verde
Divide. | have never seen those flowers anywhere el se.™

"No, that is the only place they grow," Thomas said thoughtfully. "A

sad tale, though | have heard it before.”" He turned to Alleya and made
alittle nod of apology. "lI'msorry, Alleya, | was wong. There was a
son. | amenbarrassed that | did not know of him"

"My parents mssed the Gatherings for many of those first years they
were together," Sheba explained. "M father spent that tinme working
for the Manadavvi. He wanted to be a | andowner, ny nother said, and he
t hought he m ght earn enough noney to buy a farmin Gaza."

"From t he Manadavvi ?" Alleya said, and she could not keep the edge

fromher voice. "They give up land to no one."
Sheba snmiled at her. "That's what ny father eventually | earned, and so
my mother finally persuaded himto return to the Edori way. | remenber

none of this, of course, but ny nother told me the stories nany
tinmes."

"And you have no other brothers?" Alleya asked. "Your
fat her--Cyrus--he had no other sons?"

Sheba shook her head. "None that were ever nentioned to ne. | don't
think there could have been any. M/ father was a very |oving man who
could not stand to be away from his daughters for nore than a day. |
don't think he could have | eft any child behind."

"Well, then..." Alleya said, and let her voice trail off. She knew
she shoul d be deeply di sappoi nted, even anxi ous, because she had
nowhere else to ook for the nysterious son of Jerem ah. But instead
she felt relieved, al nost exuberant, freed froma sentence of drudgery.

It was hard to understand. She did not pause to analyze. "Thank you,
anyway. |'msorry to have kept you fromyour famly for nothing."

Now Sheba's smile was radiant. "It was not nothing to meet you!" she
exclaimed. "I wish you would stay for dinner. | think you would Iike

Laban and ny sisters. And | am an excellent cook."



"Thank you again, but | pronised Thomas--"

"Tormorrow ni ght, then," Sheba urged. "W will have veni son cooked in
wi ne--"
"I don't plan to stay through tomorrow, " Alleya said. "But perhaps

some other time--and | do thank you."

It took a few nore exchanges al ong these Iines before Sheba finally |et
them go, and Alleya foll owed Thomas back through the narrow alleys to
his own tent. It was now full dark and the danp air was thoroughly
chilly. Alleya was pleased to see that the |arge comunal canpfire a
few feet from Thonas's tent was strong enough to beat back both the
cold and the dark. A few shadowy shapes nmoved around its edges,
setting up logs to be used as seats and arrangi ng food in conveni ent
sites.

"I hope you don't nmind," Thomas said. "I nisled you when |I invited you
to dinner, for Martha and | share our fire with the Canbellas and the
Mal ot as and any strays who care to join us, and there are al ways

several of those. [I'Il have to introduce you to everyone. And this
week we have had three nore visitors join our canpfire, and 1"l
i ntroduce you to themas well. Although sonething tells me that you

may al ready know one or two of them™

For Alleya was staring at a graceful, inprobable shape outlined by the
leaping firelight--the pristine arch of an angel's fol ded w ngs, and
the unlikeliest of all angels at that. Delilah stood between two nen,
her hands stretched out to touch each man lightly on the el bow, her
head thrown back in a | augh of genuine delight. Alleya was
dunbst r uck.

A fresh shock was to follow instantly. For, "Noah!" Thomas called
and the angel and both her escorts turned to face him One was an
Edori man All eya had not net before, and the other was Cal eb

August us.



I f sonmeone had told himJovah woul d be joining the Edori canpfire that
ni ght, Caleb could not have been nore surprised to see a visitor

appear. For a nonment, he truly thought he had conjured the angel by
sheer force of longing, for he had been thinking of her a great dea

the past few days. That, or he was hallucinating on the strong w ne
someone had pressed on hima few m nutes before. It could not possibly
be the Archangel conme to join themat the Edori canpsite in Breven.

But then he heard Delilah's musical, sarcastic voice say, "Wy, Alleya
You do show up in the oddest places,"” and the dark-haired woman stepped
forward to greet the blond one. "Can it be just coincidence, this
second tine, or have you been searching for ne?"

"Coi nci dence, this tinme," Alleya said, her voice a little nuffled. She,
too, appeared to be westling with disbelief. "It had not occurred to
me that you woul d have any business here."

"No business--nmerely pleasure," Delilah said lightly. "I take it you
cane on sone grave nission?"

"I was looking--it's not inportant,” the Archangel replied, and Cal eb
t hought he saw a flutter of enmbarrassment briefly decorate her face.
"I came on an errand and plan to stay only for the meal. What about
you? Are you staying | ong?"

"I don't quite know," Delilah said, and now she affected a | anguid

tone. "M friends cane to---do something nmechanical, | think--and
have no idea how long they're staying. 1, as you m ght inmagine, am
purely ornamental. But |'m dependent on their transport."

"Transport?" Alleya repeated neutrally.

"It's the nobst amazing vehicle! |I'msure they'd give you aride in it
if you asked them although it's not as nuch fun as you m ght think
Noah invented it--by the way, do you know Noah? | believe you' ve mnet
Cal eb. "

Alleya's eyes flickered to Caleb, then back to Delilah. "No, | haven't
met Noah. But |'ve heard of him" She stepped forward as Delil ah nade
the introductions, offering her hand. Caleb watched as the Edori

reluctantly took it. "You have a friend in Vel ora who nentioned your
nane to nme," Alleya said, smling. "H's name is Daniel, but his clan
escapes ne."

Noah managed to return a small smile. "Ch, yes! Daniel and | go way

back. W were always inventing wheels and tools and odd gadgets to
make canp life alittle easier.”

Thomas bustl ed forward, clapping one hand on Noah's shoul der, offering

the other to the Archangel. "Time enough to visit when your plate's
full,"” he said, urging themback into the circle of firelight. "Can't
you see everyone else is eating? Al the food will be gone if you just

stand here tal king!"

Once nmore Alleya's eyes found Cal eb's, once nore she | ooked away.
"Yes, I'mquite hungry now," she said with her usual courtesy.
"Everything snells so good."

There was a general jostling at the food tables as the five of them
joined the other |ateconers and those returning to the big pots and



cauldrons to take their second hel pings. Unobtrusively, Caleb
maneuvered hinself behind Alleya at the serving table, and he was hard
on her heels as she noved over to the campfire, |ooking for a place to
Sit.

"Here," he Said, touching her on the arm She started so violently,
she al nost dropped her plate. He responded with a crooked grin. "I
didn't nean to frighten you," he said.

Now she smiled. "Not frightened," she murnured, "taken unaware. 1Is
this where you think we should sit?"

It was a half-sawn |og draped with a ragged quilt, and it |ooked a
little nore confortable than some of the other perches; nore than that,
it was separated by a few feet fromthe other makeshift seating,

of fering what passed in the Edori canp for privacy. Alleya settled
hersel f carefully, balancing her plate in one hand and spreadi ng her

wi ngs behind her. Caleb flopped | ess gracefully beside her.

"Tell me," he said, before she had a chance to speak a word, "what can
you possi bly be doi ng here?"

She had taken a bite of food. Maybe he imagi ned the nischief in her
eyes as she took her tine about chewi ng and swallowi ng. "But | was
foll ow ng you, of course," she said at |ast.

So he had read the mischief right. "As glad as | would be to hear
that," he said dryly, "I cannot believe it's true. But if you don't
want to tell me--"

"Ch, it's not a secret,"” she said. "I was |ooking for a man whom Jovah
had identified--had not, as it turns out, identified very well--but he
isn'"t here. Apparently he died as a child."

Cal eb shook his head. "That is not a lucid explanation. Wy did Jovah
single himout? And howdid he? And if he's dead--well, what was the
poi nt ?"

"Exactly," she said on a long sigh. "And if this man wasn't the one
Jovah wanted, then who am | really |ooking for?"

H s expression nust have been pained, for Alleya | aughed and | aunched
into a fuller explanation. "I went to the oracles to ask Jovah about
all our recent troubles--storm flood--you know what | nean. | asked

i f anyone on Samaria could help us solve these problens, and he told us
to |l ook for one of the descendants of the Archangel Gabriel. And the
oracle Mary and | were able to elininate nost of themfor one reason or
anot her, but he did say that this man Cyrus--who was a descendant --had
taken an Edori wonan as a mate, and that they'd had a son. And

t hought this son might be the man we wanted. But he's dead.”

Cal eb was still confused; he was convinced she was | eaving out vita
parts of the story, but he didn't want to press her if she preferred
not to tell him "You were talking to Jovah?" he asked instead. "I

didn't know that was possible."

"Well, not face-to-face," she said, laughing. "W weren't actually
speaki ng. Haven't you ever been to see one of the oracles?" He shook
his head. "Well, all of their retreats have these amazi ng"--her hands

descri bed a square--"panels of glass, except it's not just glass.



There's a light behind the glass and it's all connected to sone strange

machine. |It's called an interface. And you can formletters on this
interface to ask Jovah questions, and then you wait a while, and his
answers appear. It's the nost incredible thing."

Hs mind was racing, trying to fit this description into sone famliar
context; but it literally nade no sense to him "l can't even guess
how somet hing i ke that nmight work," he said. "l can't even visualize
it. And you say you can ask Jovah--anythi ng?--and he answers? Just

i ke that?"

"Well, sonetimes he answers in a nore direct way than at other tines,"
All eya said, and he detected a slight note of bitterness in her voice.
"Lately his answers have been very--how can | say?--circuitous. Open
to interpretation. But he does answer."

"Can anybody go up to himand ask hi m questions?"

"No, of course not! You must ask through an oracle, because they're
the only ones who know how the interface works--and they're the only

ones who know t he | anguage Jovah speaks." Alleya fell abruptly silent
as she said the last words, then tossed her head as if to shake away a
worry. "But if you'd like to see this for yourself, I'll take you

sometine to visit Job at Munt Egypt."

"I would like to very much," he said, smling dowmn at her. "I would be
interested in wtnessing a conmunication fromthe god."

"And woul d that make you a believer?" she asked softly.

"Well, it might. But | won't nmake any pronmi ses, angela."

She touched the gold clasp in her hair. He had noticed i mediately
that she was wearing it. "Angela?" she repeated. "You called ne
Al l eya when you left me this."

"I"'mmore of a coward in person,” he admitted.

"Aren't we all. But | wanted to thank you for the gift. 1t was very
t hought ful . "

"Not brazen?"

She | aughed. "From the adventurous outspoken Cal eb Augustus?

t hought it was restrained.”

He was grinning broadly. "Just wait,"
you in Breven."

he promi sed. "See what | buy

"I won't be here |long enough to qualify for presents. |1'Ill be |eaving
tomorrow at first light."

"Where are you staying?"

"Well, | didn't think I could turn down the meal, but as soon as |'m
done here 1'll head on back into the city and find a hotel."™ "You
can't do that!" he exclained. "Alone--in Breven!"

She | ooked anused. "I hardly think anyone will mistreat nme. Unlike

our gentle friends here, | think nost everyone in the city wll



recogni ze ne and handle ne with caution."

He shook his head again. "It's not |ike Lum naux, or Velora, or even
the river cities. Breven is--it's a nasty place. Especially at night.
Especially for a wonan. Alleya, they don't even let their Wnen out of
t he house during the day."

"Well, but I think I"Il--"

"Here's where you' ve been hiding!" a voice came boom ng out of the
dar kness. Caleb glanced up quickly to find that Thomas, Noah and
Delilah had strolled the perinmeter of the fire, presumably to find
them "I can't believe the nerve of you allali men! | invited the
angel to join ny canpfire, and you've nonopolized her all night."

"Happily, it would appear,” Delilah murmured.

Caleb was on his feet. "Thomas, tell her,'
can't return alone to Breven tonight."

he said urgently. "She

Thomas' s bantering tone instantly vanished. "No, angela, it really
isn't safe,” he said. "W allow even our children to roamfree in
Lum naux, but in Breven--no one goes about al one, even by daylight.
Surely you weren't thinking of |eaving tonight?"

Al l eya, |ooking exasperated, rose slowy, fanning her w ngs behind her

"Thank you for your concern,” she said. "But | think I'll be just
fine. 1'mused to traveling al one.™

But Delilah, of all people, was shaking her head. "I wouldn't,

Al leya," she said with unwonted seriousness. "Not Breven. The Jansa

are not nuch to be trusted."”

"But then--1 suppose | could fly back tonight, as far as Castel ana,
maybe ..."

"Angel a!" Thomas exclaimed. "O course you will stay right here!
There is always roomfor one nore. In fact, we would be insulted if
you left."

Al l eya cast a quick, despairing glance around the densely packed
canpsite. Caleb had never heard her say so, but he would guess she was
not a woman who enjoyed a crowd. "I do not like to trade so nuch on
your hospitality ..." she began, and Delilah | aughed al oud.

"Poor Alleyal She's too polite to say that she can't sleep in a tent
with nore than a dozen people in it. You can stay with ne, all right?
|'ve been given a tent all to nyself, as a special mark of favor. |It's
small, but | think the two of us will fit."

Cal eb caught Noah's swift |ook at Delilah, but the angel appeared
oblivious. Ah--probably she had just scotched a rendezvous, Caleb

deci ded, and thought better of her for naking the sacrifice on Alleya's
behal f. Alleya, on the other hand, |ooked trapped and unhappy, but she
made a valiant effort to cover her unease.

"Well, then--what can | say?" she responded, espying a smle. "You
have convinced me. Thank you for your offers--Thomas, Delil ah--and
will certainly stay the night. | do appreciate your concern."



Thomas brought his hands together in a single slap of applause. "Good!
That's settled. Nowit's tine for singing."

As Cal eb had | earned during the past two days in canp, singing was a

ni ghtly occurrence and one that the Edori approached wi th exuberance.
Everyone joined in, or at |east came together in the center of the canp
to listen. Already the other diners, finished with their neals, were
gat hering round the nost central of the canpfires, dragging mats or
pillows or small logs with themto sit on. Thomas ushered before him
Mart ha, Noah, Caleb and the two angels, making sure they all had prine
seats in the inner ring closest to the fire. Caleb found hinself

bet ween Noah and the Archangel, Delilah sat on the other side of Noah,
and Thomas and Martha on the other side of Alleya.

"So what happens next?" Alleya nurnmured to Cal eb
"It's very informal,"” he replied in an undertone. "Woever feels |ike
singing will rise to his feet, | ook around to make sure no one else is
al so standing, and then | aunch into whatever song noves him"

"Do they sing masses?"

"Not that we ever heard. O maybe they have their own version of
sacred music, but | haven't been able to identify it."

"Do they--" Alleya began, but instantly fell silent as two young womnen
stood and gl anced around the fire. \Wen they had verified that they
had the stage, one of the girls nodded three times to give her friend
the count, and they began singing at exactly the same nonment. Caleb
listened appreciatively. These two had sung on the night of his
arrival, and he renenbered distinctly the sweetness of their bl ended
voi ces and the plaintive thread of the nelody. Thonas had told him
that the ol dest one was the songwiter, and Cal eb had been inpressed.
She did not |ook nmore than fourteen years ol d.

He gl anced at Alleya to see how she liked the nusic. She | eaning
slightly forward, hands braced on her knees, listening intently. Wen
the girls hit a particularly beautiful harnmonic, he saw Al leya's head
arc backward slightly, as if she'd been struck. and then she smled
faintly. Yes, the Archangel was enjoying the concert.

Ent husi astic appl ause greeted the end of the song, and another singer
was on his feet before the |ast few cheers had died away. This was a
man about Cal eb's age, perhaps in his md-thirties, with a |light,
pol i shed voi ce and a penchant for lively tunes. He, too, had
entertained thema couple of nights ago. Wen he finished, a wonan
rose to stand beside him and the two of them sang a rollicking duet
that had everyone in the audi ence | aughing and cl appi ng al ong. They
al so were zeal ously appl auded after the | ast note.

The next several singers turned to nore sober nusic--1ove songs,

lull abi es and ballads. Caleb renenbered hearing Noah sing one of these
while they were on the road, and he gl anced over at his friend to see
if he recognized it. Noah, however, did not seemto be paying nmuch
attention. He had | eaned over and was whispering in Delilah's ear

But the angel stared straight before her and did not appear to be
listening. Caleb swng his eyes back around to the perfornmers.

And soon enough, he had his own distraction whispering in his ear.
Politely waiting for the brief pause between acts, Alleya touched him



on the armand nurnured, "Do they ever sing in Edori?"

"Every once in a while," he replied softly. "Thomas was benpani ng t hat
fact the other day--that so many of the younger Edori had forgotten
their old | anguage. So you rarely hear it."

"I don't know that |'ve ever even heard it spoken. | understand it's a
beauti ful |anguage."

"Maybe we'll make a special request," he said.

But they didn't have to. Perhaps an hour into the nusic, when children
had begun to fall asleep and even the nmoon | ooked weary, when all the
sel ecti ons had becone haunting and sad, one of the ol der Edori wonen
cane to her feet and glanced carefully around at the assenbl ed
listeners. Al faces turned expectantly in her direction; even the
tired ones stirred.

"So that we never forget," she said sinply, and then began to sing one
of the old ballads in the original Edori tongue. She had a high, true
voi ce, silver and thin, and she delivered her notes plainly. Something
about the nelody, or the foreign words, or the quality of her voice
itself, invested the song with an eerie significance. Caleb felt

di senbodi ed, hurl ed backward, re-created at a canpfire hundreds of
years ago where the words to this song were being delivered for the
first time. Anong the faces of the Edori he knew were scattered a few
of the long-ago Edori, listening gravely to the nmessage of the lyrics,

i npressing the words forever on their hearts. The singer's voice
became stronger, nore urgent; she raised her arms slowy in a gesture
of entreaty to the god, and held themout, pleading, a |ong nonment
after her final note had sounded.

Silence reigned until she dropped her hands, and then the nad appl ause
went on for nmore than ten mnutes. Alleya tugged on Caleb's sleeve.
"What was she singing?' she said in his ear

He shook his head, and | eaned across her to address Thomas. "Wat was
the gist of that song?" he asked.

Thomas al nost had to shout to be heard. "It is a recitation about the
floods that visited Samaria shortly after the first settlers arrived.
It is a reminder to Jovah that we are his people and we worship him
and a prayer to himto never forget us that way again."

Caleb saw Alleya's sharp l ook at the Edori. "Floods?" she repeated
"I don't remenber reading about this."

Thomas smiled. "Well, it happened centuries ago. And | can't suppose
it really affected anyone except the Edori. It was, fifty or so years
after Samaria was col onized, and nost of the settlers were still living
in Bethel and southern Gaza. The Edori, of course, had been on the
nmove since their arrival. The floods washed across the southeast tip
of Jordana, maybe one hundred mles south of where we are now. Drowned
about a dozen Edori. There weren't as nany Edori then, so it was quite
a tragedy."

"So! They had weat her problens six hundred years ago, too," Caleb said
cheerfully, and was surprised to earn his own quick | ook of concern
fromAl leya. He arched his eyebrows at her. "Wat?" he said.



She shook her head. "I was just thinking... That's the sane place
that's going to flood now if these rains don't let up." She turned
back toward Thomas. "Wat caused the flood then, do you know? Was it
rain? O was it one of the rivers rising--mybe too nuch snow nelting
up in the nountains?"

"The song doesn't say," Thomas replied. "Does it nmatter?"

"I don't--1 was just wondering."

"Qdd, though, that what's essentially a desert would fl ood nore than
once within our menories," Caleb remarked. He was surprised to receive
yet another swift, unhappy |ook from All eya.

"Not odd," she said, alnobst too softly to hear, "if Breven had not been
a desert to begin with."

"What ?" he said again, but she did not have a chance to answer. A
tall, handsonme Edori man was standi ng over them and smiling down.
"It would be such an honor,"
sing for us."

he said to Alleya, "to have the Archange

More of those rapid glances, as the angel |ooked from Thomas to the new
arrival. Caleb guessed that Alleya had believed she was here

i ncogni to; Edori were not big on cerenony, and probably no one had
betrayed to her that they knew who she was. Thus she was caught

conpl etely off-guard.

"Ch--" she faltered, into what was suddenly an intent and expectant
silence. "lI've enjoyed hearing all of you so much," she said, clearly
i mprovising. "I would not want to intrude ny voice on yours."

"Sing for us, please sing, angela," Thomas urged, and from beside him
Mart ha added her quiet voice. The tall man held his hand out as if he
woul d hel p her to her feet.

"No intrusion at all!"™ he said happily, taking her words at face
value. "It is rare the Edori have a chance to hear angel voices lifted
around their canpfires. Qur pleasure would be great if you could
consent to sing for us now "

Clearly, there was no possible way to refuse. Caleb renenbered what
Delilah had said (years ago, it seened): that it was torture for Alleya
to performin public except on holy occasions. He felt a deep synpathy
for her--but had to admt to feeling an equally strong current of
excitement. He had a sharp desire to hear this particul ar ange

si ng.

Al l eya was on her feet, perforce, and then she nmade a quarter turn in
the other angel's direction. "Delilah," she said. "W once sang the
Benedi ccio Duet in D minor together. Do you remenber? | w sh you
woul d performit with me now. "

For a fraction of a second, Delilah sat frozen, stubborn, as unprepared
for this public invitation as Alleya had been. Then she | aughed al oud
and junped to her feet.

"Yes, of course | renenber it," she said. "I would be happy to sing
with you. Only--we don't have quite enough roomfor both of us to



stand here."

There were a few nonents of fussing and confusion as the angels found a
nore suitable spot, and a | ow murrmur of anticipation ran through the
gat hered Edori. Caleb glanced at Noah to see what he thought of this.
In the past three nights of singing, Delilah hadn't once showed any
inclination to join in, though it had been clear that her voice would
be wel cone. But the dark angel nust have known, even better than

Cal eb, how rmuch Al |l eya dreaded a public exhibition

Noah's expression was one of guarded pleasure. "That was kind of the
Archangel ," he whispered to Caleb. "To invite Delilah to sing."

Caleb smled. "It was kind of Delilah," he whispered back, "to
agree."

The two angel s now stood about three yards away, side by side but
turned slightly toward each other. The whole crowd had grown
unbel i evably still; even the night birds and chirping insects had
fallen quiet, it seened, to listen. Delilah nodded twi ce, and the two
worren began sinul taneously to sing.

It was as if the nmoon exploded, as if the stars spun into an iridescent
dance. Light showered through Caleb's brain and careened down the

veins in his arnms, his legs, with a tingling brilliance. H s physica
reaction was so strong that for a nonment or two he could scarcely
di stingui sh sound from sensation. By a great effort of will, he forced

hinself to concentrate, to focus on the nmusic itself.

It was not a particularly conmplicated piece for sacred music, though
the intricate harnonies and interl aced fugues were nore conpl ex than
any of the other singers had attenpted tonight. Cbviously, the angels
had been rigorously trained in delivery and techni que; every word was

fl awl essly pronounced, every note precise. It was also clear that
Delilah's voice was the stronger of the two, richer and nore
mellifluous. But Alleya's ... Her voice wove around Cal eb's head |ike

a strand of witch light it ruffled his hair |like a hand stroking back
fromhis face. He felt himself wapped in her voice, clothed init,
made warm agai nst the winds of the world; and at the sanme tinme it sent
sparks through the interior of his body, lighting the caverns over his
| ungs, shooting fire through his hollow bones. He was lit frominside;
surely his eyes glowed like lanplight and his lifted hand woul d be
translucent fromthat inner flame. Even his flesh was burning; he
could feel the flickering heat wash once across his body, then coal esce
into a sharp, painful brand on his upper right arm He slapped his

| eft hand across the knot of fire, as if to extinguish it, and felt
only the cool, buried glass of the shattered Kiss in his arm

Involuntarily he glanced down--and then he stared. 1In the black heart
of that cold marble danced a flame of scarlet and opal. The sound of
Alleya's voice had brought the fire to life, when the Kiss and
everything it stood for had been dead to Caleb for years. He had never
heard of such a thing happening. He squeezed his fingers tightly

t oget her, but even so, the fey, hot light seemed to | eap through
turning his fingers crinson and his pal m anber.

In the norning, Caleb's first waking thought was that he nust speak to
Al l eya before she left. And she seened like the kind of wonan who
woul d rise early and be productively on her way before anyone el se had
stirred. Thus, he rolled to his feet alnost as soon as he opened his



eyes. Carefully, he tiptoed out of the tent he had shared w th Noah
Thomas, Martha, and two of their grandchildren

He was not the first person in the canp to wake; about a dozen of the
Edori wonen were already at their fires, fanning the flames and m xi ng
bread for breakfast. He asked around; no one had seen either of the
angel s emerge fromtheir tent. Quickly, he ducked into the water tents
whi ch were used for conmunal bathi ng, and rmade hi nsel f presentabl e.
Then he snagged a chunk of bread froma smiling Edori woman and
loitered until Alleya stepped into view

He gave her tinme to visit the water tents as well, but he was waiting
for her when she returned. She seenmed startled but not displeased to
see him

"What are you doi ng awake so early?" she asked. "I would have pegged
you as a late riser."

"Not at all," he said, smling down at her. Even under canp
conditions, she managed to | ook clean and fresh. Her hair, now danp
froma quick washing, had been conbed out of its usual knots, though he
imagined it would tunble free of its coiffure in a matter of hours.
"And certainly I didn't want you to | eave before I had a chance to say
goodbye. "

"That was thoughtful. Though I'Il probably stay for an hour or two. |
t hought maybe--" She hesitated, shook her head. "Maybe Thomas or one
of the other Edori could tell me nore of the oral histories. Maybe
could | earn sonet hing."

He gui ded her gently toward one of the ten anted fires and nodded to
the woman stirring a pot of porridge. She brought them steanm ng bow s
and nugs of mlk. They sat to eat. "Learn something about what?" he
asked.

"Weat her patterns six hundred years ago."

He couldn't keep the anusenment fromhis voice. "But for what
reason?"

Agai n she paused, as if uncertain whether or not she should tell him
"I'"ve been reading," she said slowy, "old history books that were
translated fromtexts witten about the tinme of the settlenment. And

| earned--well, | learned many odd things but the oddest was that the
original settlers had decided they couldn't live on Samaria unl ess they
could change its weather cycle. Essentially, the whole continent was a
flood plain. And one of the reasons Jovah created angel s"--she paused
to consi der sonething, then noved on--"was to control the storns.”

"Whi ch now for sone reason they can no |onger control" Caleb finished
t houghtfully. Now her interest becane explicable. "And you want to
know what m ght happen if they can never regain control."

"That, and if such a thing happened in the past. The angels' records
are not particularly hel pful on these points. Mstly they just glorify
t he deeds of the past Archangels and gl oss over any unpl easant events.
But the Edori seema little nore--clear-eyed."

"Yes, | think it's an excellent idea," he said approvingly. "Stay al
day. Stay a few days. | think there is much to learn."



She smled faintly. "Well, I think "Il find out what | need to know
this nmorning. | have to |eave this afternoon at the | atest, because
must be back at the Eyrie in a few days."

"What' s happening at the Eyrie?"

"Well--" She sighed. "I have to prepare for a neeting in Senorrah in,
oh, not quite three weeks fromnow. The Manadavvi and the river
nmerchants and even the Jansai are unhappy with the state of the ~maim
I need to think of howto calmthem"™

"Maybe Delilah could help you," he suggest ed.

She smled again, ruefully. "A good thought. | had it myself. But
she--" Alleya spread' her hands w de.

"She won't advise you," he guessed.

"Can't, won't, it's hard to tell. | think she feels so betrayed by
Jovah that she no longer trusts herself with men. Does that make
sense? She was the nobst extraordinary politician ever. She could make
anyone agree with her. But now that the god won't listen to her, she
thinks no one else will either. At least, that's what | think I read
behi nd her words last night. But | did ask her."

"Maybe, in tine--"
She rose to her feet. "Maybe in tinme the sun will shine again and al

our worries will dry up and fl oat away," she said. "I see your friend
Noah | ooki ng for you. You nust have plans for the day."

Cal eb gl anced over his shoulder. 1t was Noah, all right, but he | ooked
to be loitering much as Cal eb had done earlier, and outside the sane
tent. A waste of tinme, of course; Delilah would not rise till noon.

Cal eb turned back toward All eya.

"Much to do," he admtted. "But | didn't want--1 hate to see--1 w sh |
knew when | woul d see you again."

She flushed but she did not seem annoyed. "I'musually at the Eyrie,"
she said. "If you're ever up that way again."

"Then you wouldn't mind? |If | traveled there just to see you?"

"OfF course, |'mbusy much of the time," she told him "And sonetines
I"mnot there. But no, | wouldn't mind. It would be--sonetinmes | need
to--1 enjoy your conpany," she ended, sounding al nbst as flustered as
he had been. "It is hard being the Archangel," she added. "It's nice
to talk to someone who's not too inpressed by that."

"I"'minmpressed!" he exclaimed. "I think you're a wonderfu

Archangel !I'"

Now she smiled freely. "You know what | nean."

He smiled back. "I know what you nmean. |'m happy to think you feel at

ease with ne. Wen can | come see you?"

She was flustered again. "Wen will you be done here? O course, |'ll



be in Senorrah in a few weeks, and |I'mnot sure how long we'll have to
stay--1 don't know, a nonth from now?"

"Anmonth! That's too long to wait. Maybe 1'll cone to you in
Senorrah. How woul d that be?"

"Well, 1'lIl be very busy in Senorrah," she said denurely. "And | just
renmenbered a project | have waiting for ne in Lum naux when | get
back," he said, scowing. "It mght have to be a nmonth after all. But

you could come to Lum naux when you're done in Senorrah."

She | aughed. "What would | be doing in Lum naux?"

"Visiting ne. |Is that not reason enough?"

She nade a gesture of uncertainty. "If sonething brings nme to
Lum naux, 1'Il let you know "

"It will be good to see you again, angela," he said softly.

"And you, Caleb Augustus."

He wanted to touch her--take her hand, maybe, although the thought of
ki ssing her did for a wild nonent cross his mnd--but Noah chose just
that nmoment to join them Caleb had never been so irritated with his
best friend; incredibly, Aleya was | aughing.

"I don't suppose Delilah's awake yet, is she?" Noah asked. Caleb
snorted. "ln your dreans."

"She said she would go with us to the docks this norning, and | told
her we'd be leaving early,"” the Edori answered.

"She was awake when | got up," Alleya said, "but I don't think she was
quite ready to join the world. If you know what | nean."

"We've seen Delilah in the norning," Caleb assured her. "W know what

you nean."

But the dark angel belied themall. Even as they were di scussing her,
she stepped languidly fromthe tent and | ooked about her with a
di sapprovi ng eye.

"Once again, the sun conspires to nake ne wetched,"” she announced.
"Surely it cannot be norning again so soon."

"Morning, and in less than an hour we're on our way into Breven," Cal eb
said cheerfully. "So you'd best hurry to make yourself beautiful, or
at | east passable, for our trip."

She gave hima | ook dripping with revulsion. "I strive to nmeet the
| evel of ny conpanions,” she drawled. "I could go now. "

The nmen | aughed, and the three of them exchanged a few nore bantering
remarks. WWen Cal eb turned back to finish his goodbye to the
Archangel , he found that she had slipped away, for he saw her on the

ot her side of canp, deep in conversation with one of Thomas' cronies.
He could not help his sharp sense of |oss, though it seemed ridicul ous.
VWhat did it matter that he would not see her again for three weeks or
nore? She was a delightful woman, but he scarcely knew her. No need



to feel like a heartsick |lover on the verge of his last farewell.

The short, unconfortable trek into Breven did little to help Caleb
shake off his unaccustonmed depression. They had briefly considered
driving the Beast into town, but the thought of attenpting to negotiate
Breven's narrow streets with the unwi el dy vehicle instantly di ssuaded
them Since angels had notoriously bad luck attenpting to ride horses,
and Delilah had flatly refused to attenpt such a feat, they had
borrowed a cart and a couple of geldings to pull it, and jounced down a
bad road into the industrial city. Thomas handl ed the reins and Cal eb
sat beside himon the front seat; Noah and the angel arranged

t hensel ves as best they could in the back. Riding in the unsprung cart
was unpl easant enough, but the constant cold drizzle nmade the trip even
nore dismal. And Breven itself was enough to nmake the happi est man
feel despondent. None of themtalked nuch till they arrived at the

t eem ng docks.

But here the atnosphere was so much livelier, and the salt breeze nmade
the danp air seem so nmuch cl eaner, that they all began to revive. In
the warren of identical tumbledown buildings Ilining the wharf, it took
thema little time to |l ocate the shipbuilder they had visited just the
day before, but soon enough they were tying the horses up outside his
office and following his call to come inside. Here the walls were
lined with sketches of ships of every conceivabl e design, and

fabul ously detailed nminiature nodels were scattered on every avail abl e
surface. Caleb |ooked around admiringly. This was a man as dedi cated
to the shipbuilding profession as Caleb was to his own.

That was one fact that had nade Cal eb feel nore confortabl e about
joining this nad enterprise. The second one was even nmore potent: The
shi pbui |l der and his partners, both wonmen, were Edori; and they al

pl anned to join the exodus to Ysral. Any ship they built would

wi thstand the worst that the ocean had to offer.

"Come in, cone in, you're right on time," the shipbuilder greeted them
pul ling up chairs and waving to an array of refreshnents on a side
table. "Anyone hungry? Thirsty?"

"I could stand sonething to drink, thank you, Marco," Thomas said, and
so with alittle nore shuffling they all fortified thensel ves and found
their seats. Caleb |let Noah and Thomas take the chairs closest to
Marco's so they could | ean over the unrolled blueprints and di agrans.
Noah had done nobst of the work on the engines thensel ves, though Cal eb
had spent |ong hours going over every forrmula. H's main function had
been to question how well certain theories would work in practice and
to carp at sinple design flaws. But he had been inpressed; Noah's work
was al ways sound, but this had been virtually flaw ess.

"And we're estimating three hundred people per boat," Marco was sayi ng,
tapping on his drawing to indicate living quarters or hold space. "So
you've allowed for their approxi mate weight, | assune?"

"Setting an average of two hundred pounds per person, which is high,"
Noah said, "since sone of themw |l be children."”

"And allowi ng for food, water, a certain tonnage in |uggage--?"
"All that."

"How much space would be required? For the equipnment itself and for



its fuel ?"

Caleb Il et Noah give the answers and ask his own questions; all of this
t hey had gone over before | ate-night canpfires back in Lum naux and on
the road to Breven. It still seenmed incredible to him but here were
rati onal human bei ngs seriously discussing the machinery they woul d use
to propel thenselves into a fantasy: four ships carping three hundred
peopl e each; food for twelve hundred people for four nonths, water,
fuel, living quarters ... Jovah spare himthe horrors of such a trip.
How coul d anyone be sangui ne enough, or fool enough, to contenplate
such a venture--no map, no destination, no tinmetable. No proof. Even
t he thought of drowning in the rising waters of Samaria woul d not be
enough to induce himto strike out for the mythical Ysral

Del il ah brushed her fingers along his armto get his attention, then
| eaned over to whisper in his ear. "What do you think their chances
are of finding Ysral ?"

"About as good as their chances of surviving the trip," Caleb said
dryly. "Zero."

"Really? You don't think they'll find it?"

Cal eb spread his hands. "How can they find it if it doesn't exist? |
think they will sail till they run out of food and water, and they will
die a miserable death in the middle of the salty ocean."

"Even if they don't find Ysral, they may find some kind of |and,"

Delil ah said. She was about as serious as Cal eb had ever seen her
"Some pretty island in the mddle of the sea. Don't you think? And
once they find it, they can name it whatever they want, and live there
happily the rest of their lives."

Cal eb shrugged. "Maybe. | certainly hope so. | hate to think twelve
hundred people will just--" He shrugged agai n.

"I can't believe this talk fromyou!" she said, keeping her voice

| ow.

"You, the experimenter, the inventor--"

"I don't risk nmy life with my experinments," he said, although that
wasn't true; the snoky Kiss in his armcould attest to that. Still. "I
take nmy hazards one at a tinme. One person at a time, at any rate. If |
were going to set off to find Ysral, |I'd send one ship w th naybe
twenty men. 1'd let them make the exploration and draw the nmaps--and
I'd have them conme back safe and whol e before I sent out a thousand nen
on an idiot's mssion."

"But don't you see?" she said softly. "They're not concerned with
safety. They're concerned with living."

"Well, they'd better be concerned with dying!"
"That doesn't matter to them They're dying, anyway. O at |east,
they don't consider this |life they have worth living. Better to die

grandly than to waste slowy and unhappily away."

Cal eb gl anced over at the three men gathered so tightly around their
di agrams. Their expressions were alive, intense, passionate.



"I"ve never net an unhappy Edori," he said. "They've always been anong
t he sanest and nost cheerful people | knew That doesn't | ook like a
sl ow death to ne."

Del il ah shook her head slowy. "That's because you have no
i magi nation," she said.

He was about to protest that fairly hotly when the three Edori cane to
their feet. "Let's go take a |look," Marco was saying. "You can tel
me if the dinmensions neet your specifications.”

Caleb and Delilah also rose. "Are we going somewhere?" the ange
i nqui red.

"Two of the ships are al nost conpleted,” Noah said. "W're going to go
take a | ook."

"Does anyone need to borrow a cloak? It'll be raining," Marco said
He gestured to a rack hung with a m smatched assortnent of coats and
j ackets.

Noah grinned. "W're getting used to it. W'IlIl be fine."

But when they stepped outside, all of themwere nearly blinded by the
brilliant reflection of white sunshine off the wet surfaces of the
docks. Marco covered his eyes with an exclamati on of surprise, and
both Thomas and Noah automatically turned their faces up to feel the

| ovi ng hand of sunshine across their cheeks. Caleb was amazed at how
good it felt, that sudden slight warmh in the sluggish, humd air.

Li ke the others, he felt a smile stretch his face; he felt his heart
perk up and his feet lighten

He turned to Delilah to nake some joking remark and found her, too,
with her face lifted toward the sky. Unlike the others, she was not
nmerely reveling in the mracle of sunlight. She was assessing the

cl ouds, judging the angle of the sun, making sone cal cul ati ons

unf at homabl e to Cal eb, who watched her a noment in silence. Wen she
sensed his gaze on her, she turned to himand sniled, but her
expression remained sad, a little w stful

"Al'leya," she said sinply, and nodded her head. Before Caleb could
respond, she hurried forward to catch up with the men, and fell in step
besi de Noah as they started strolling toward the pier



For Cal eb, the next two days passed in nmuch the same manner. Days
spent at the Breven docks, going over questions and problems with Marco

and his partners; nights spent around the Edori canpfires, listening to
songs and stories. It was a good life and he enjoyed hinself, but he
had his concerns as well. He liked these people, and he had to admre

their nerve, though it grieved himto think that Thomas, Martha, Sheba,
Laban and all those he had cone to care about would in a nmatter of

mont hs be lost. Noah had warned himnot to attenpt to di ssuade anyone
frommaking the trip, so he kept his mouth shut, but he couldn't keep
from | ooking around the canmp every night and tallying up the faces
Alive now, but soon to be drowned at sea. It was an eerie, unsettling
feeling, and contributed to his growi ng restlessness. He would be gl ad
enough when this trip was over

The good weat her that Alleya had prayed for lasted only a day. Soon
enough, the clouds returned, as dreary and pot-bellied as ever. No
doubt the constant rain was contributing to Caleb's malaise, though it
appeared to have no ill effect on the noods of his Edori hosts.
However, he could tell the weather caused Delil ah some stress--nore,
per haps, because she knew Al l eya could change it and she coul d not.
But she did not conplain.

The day before they were scheduled to begin their return journey to

Lum naux, only Noah, Caleb and Delilah made the trip into Breven. Noah
needed one | ast set of blueprints, which had not been ready before.

The weat her was particularly nasty: Instead of the usual chilled
drizzle, rain was comng down in a steady slantw se downpour, and there
was sinply no way to stay dry or confortable in their borrowed cart.

But Delilah insisted on accompanyi ng them anyway, and the nmen rigged a
tarpaulin over a hastily assenbled framework to protect her as best
they could. Poor visibility and a soggy road made the trip even slower
than usual, and it was close to evening by the tine they began their
return trip to canp, full into the angle of the rain.

"Doesn't get much worse than this, |I'd suppose,” Caleb shouted to Noah
as the Edori urged the horses faster once they were free of the city
limts.

"I cel™ Noah shouted back cheerfully. "That's worse."

"But you wouldn't travel init."

"Sure. Do it all the tinme."

"Edori are crazy."

Noah grinned. "Allali are weaklings."

"Smart, safe, dry weaklings."

But within a matter of mnutes it becane clear that they were
contending with nore than rain. The wind had picked up dramatically,
and the sky, even allow ng for the onset of night, was om nously bl ack
Li ght ni ng spi ked t hrough the clouds, followed by the | ow growl of
thunder. Caleb | ooked over at Noah

"What do you think?" he called. "Should we turn back?" He expected
anot her derisive comment about gutless allali, but in fact Noah | ooked

worried. The Edori glanced over his shoulder at the outlines of the
city behind them then twisted his head a little to get a | ook inside



their inprovised tent.

"l don't know If there was sonmewhere to find shelter between here and
t he canmp--"

Cal eb thought of those flinsy, fluttering tents anchored so
i npermanently to the earth. No safety there. "Let's go back!" he
shouted. "At |least we'll have the wind behind us."

Noah nodded, and fought to turn the horses around back toward the city.
They were spooked by another flash of |ightning; the horse on the left
pul | ed sharply against his harness, tangling the reins and confusing
his yokemate, who canme to a dead stop. Noah whistled at them shaking
the reins free, and tried again to turn them

Del il ah poked her head through the slimopening of her make-shift
shelter. "What's going on? Are we turning back?"

"Storm" Caleb said briefly. "Don't want to be stuck out here."

Her eyes wi dened as she took in the angry sky, which now resenbled a
purple bruise edged with a thin Iine of yellow A sudden gust of wi nd
rocked the cart, alnpbst causing the tarpaulin to collapse on her head.
The horses had cone to a stubborn halt. |egs braced against the sodden
ground, refusing to nove either forward or back. Inpossibly, the rain
canme down harder.

"Let's go back!" she cried, and over the swelling ranmble of the storm
Caleb could hear a note of panic in her voice. "It's getting worse!
Let's go back while we can!"

Noah nodded and rose to his feet, sawing on the reins and shouting at
the horses. Wth a start, they both |leapt forward, causing Noah to
pitch forward al nost out of the cart. Caleb grabbed his seat; he heard
Delilah give a little scream behind him Now the rain was sl uicing
down so hard he could scarcely see--not the road in front of him not
the tarpaulin behind him The horses were gall oping helter-skelter
into a gray wash of nothingness. Noah called and cursed, pulling on
the reins to no avail.

"Help her!"™ Noah yelled in a hoarse voice. "W've |left the road and
we may flip over--"

Cal eb turned and threw hinmsel f across the seat, reaching inside the
tarpaulin for Delilah. The sky danced with lightning, illuminating an
underwater world of racing silver lines. The cart rocked dangerously
fromside to side as it careened nore and nore violently across the
uneven ground. A particularly nasty jolt flattened the soaked canvas
over the back of the cart. Caleb had just caught Delilah's wists when
the tarp went down, and now he tried to haul her free. Dear Jovah, her
wi ngs, lacy and delicate; if he pulled her out too fast he would strip
the feathers from her back.

"What are you doing? Get her out of there!"™ Noah shouted. Caleb held
onto one of the angel's wists, using his free hand to push back the
canvas till her head was clear. 1In the scrimof rain, it was hard to
see her face; she appeared to be crying.

"Noah thinks we're going to crash the cart!" he called to her. "W've
got to get you out of here--"



He tugged; she wiggl ed; Noah fought the horses, who were nowin a
full-out desperate gallop. The wheels hit a shallow ditch, and the
cart flewthree feet in the air. Caleb wenched Delilah into his arnms,
receiving a faceful of wet feathers. The cart slamed back down,
knocking themall into each other, then bounced tw ce, hard. Suddenly,
the world turned sideways and they were tunbled roughly into the norass
of mud. Horses shrieked; wood cracked apart with a brisk, snapping
sound. The heavens responded with their blazing, thundering

appl ause.

It took a minute for the world to stop spinning, but Caleb forced
hinself to sit up, clear his head. Delilah |lay beside himon the wet
ground, facedown, sobbing; Noah, who had been thrown sone di stance from
them was crawing to her, calling out her name. Caleb staggered to
his feet.

"I"ll see about the horses!" he cried, and pushed through the curtain
of rain to where the two panting animals stood, so caught in their

har nesses that they could not nmove another step. Caleb disentangled
them talking in a |low, soothing voice, but he could see by their
flattened ears and wi de eyes that they were ready to bolt again at any
monent. He freed them of everything except their bridles. |If they ran
again, at least they would tranple nothing and no one; at |east they

m ght have the sense to eventually find their way back to the canp.

He headed back to where Noah was crouched over Delil ah

urging her to a sitting position. She was struggling for conposure,
breat hi ng hard but no longer crying. Al of themwere soaked through
hair and clothing plastered to their bodies, rain running into their
eyes and washi ng away vi sion.

Cal eb dropped to a squat beside them "W could turn the cart over,
shelter under it till the rain passes," he suggested, shouting his
words as he had shouted everything this afternoon

"What about the horses?" Noah call ed back

Cal eb shook his head. "I think they're going to run. | set them
free.

W' || be wal king back.” He thought Noah m ght argue, but instead the
Edori nodded. "If the rain ever stops,"” Cal eb added.

"I think it will,"” Noah said. "It seens to be letting up already."

He was right. The sheets of rain seemed to be thinning out, and the
lightning and thunder had subsided. Caleb rose to his feet to see if
he coul d get any encouragi ng glinpse of shredding clouds and felt Noah
stand beside himto look in the other direction. The w nd, which had
| ashed at themall day, had fallen oddly still. The sky, at |east
where Cal eb was | ooki ng, had turned a sickly green. But the rain was
faltering; that seemed to be a good sign

He turned to say so to Noah and found the Edori staring back at him
with a stark look of terror on his face. Caleb whipped his head around
to see what Noah had spotted, and the sight nade himfreeze: a black
funnel - shaped cl oud boiling down fromthe heavens, spinning | ower and
lower in the seconds that they watched.



"What in the god's name--!" Caleb cried, but Noah didn't stop to
speak. The Edori grabbed Delilah's arm yanked her to her feet, and
started off at a dead run for the muddy ditch that had capsized their
cart. Caleb sprinted beside them calling out questions. But it was
i npossi bl e even to hear hinself. A runbling behind themgrew into a
tremendous roaring, drowning out the noises of the world, filling
everyt hing--ears, eyes, bones--with its deafening commtion. Delilah
stunbl ed and Noah jerked her back to her feet, then flung her down into
the ditch and dropped beside her. He shoved her face into the nud and
buried his own head. Caleb scranbled in next to them and burrowed in
as far as he could go.

It was as if a thousand horses stanpeded across them it was as if the

Beast and a dozen of its brothers charged over the ditch. It was |like
being thrown off a cliff. It was like falling backward into the
cacophonous waters churning through the Gabriel Dam It was |ike

not hi ng Cal eb had ever experienced. The swirling, bellow ng nountain
of bl ack wi nd passed over them raked its thousand fingers across their
backs, seened to lift the very ground they lay upon and spin it in one
di zzying circle. The world was nothing but sound and notion

And then the world was not hing but rain.

It took Caleb a good five minutes to realize that the tornado had
passed, dragging its train of destruction behind it. He had trouble
heari ng, but perhaps that was only because the rain nmuffled everything;
there m ght be nothing to hear. He pushed his heavy body to an upright
position, peered around himas far as he coul d.

The | andscape was barely recogni zable. Wat little shrubbery grewin
this part of the world had been tipped up and flung aside; rocks and
boul ders stood upended or plowed at unnatural angles back into the
ground. Splinters of wood and netal strewn all about showed where
their cart had been smashed to pieces. The bodies of the horses |ay,
broken and still, fifty yards apart.

Not hi ng and no one had survived except the three of them Caleb
dropped down to his knees again to find Noah once nore coaxing Delilah
to lift her head, stop her tears, sit up, be all right. Caleb's heart
went out to her. He had never seen anyone, not even a child, so
frightened of anything, and he woul d not blane her if her tears did not
cease for a week: No doubt she was renenbering that |ast fatal storm
she had lived through, but barely, when she |ost nearly everything she
cared about. That nust have been even nore terrible than this.

But she was trying. She was sobbing, but she was choking down on her
sobs; she had her arnms wrapped about her body as if to hold in the
screans. She allowed Noah to draw her to her knees, to her feet. She
swayed but she did not fall, and she kept only one hand on his armto
achi eve her bal ance.

"The horses are dead," Caleb inforned Noah in a | ow voice. The Edori
nodded.

"W have to start back on foot," Noah said.
"Now? Can't we wait a little, till the rain stops?"

Noah shook his head. "This kind of rain never stops. If we don't find



shelter somewhere, we'll all wash away. And unless we keep noving--"
He gl anced at the angel, whose eyes were closed in concentration

Cal eb wondered if she was trying to cut off the flow of the tears or if
she was trying to renenber howto walk. "We'll get sick and die if we
stay here," he ended abruptly.

Cal eb nodded. "How |l ong on foot?"

"In this? Hard to tell. A few hours. |I'mtrying to think where there
m ght be shelter sonewhere al ong the way."

But neither of them could remenber anything suitable fromtheir
previous journeys over this road. Gimy, they searched the remains of
the cart, seeking any provisions that had escaped unharnmed. They found
no food, but the tarpaulin could be salvaged. Wt and bulky, it made
an unconfortable load, but it mght be all they had to shield them

agai nst the onconi ng night.

Eventually they set off blindly into the falling rain, trusting the
Edori's sense of direction. The nen took turns carrying the canvas and
guiding Delilah along the path. She made no attenpt to speak. Caleb
had never seen anyone who nmade so perfect a picture of abject msery,

and yet she never conplained or asked themto stop. It occurred to
him finally, that she thought this was the end of the world; she was
dead, or dying, or already in some un-inagined hell. Protestations

woul d avail her nothing now

And he | ooked about himat the scarred | andscape, ripped apart as by
the god's own hand, and thought perhaps she was right. Something was
endi ng, had ended, was sel f-destructing, here on the plains outside of
Breven. And if here, why not in Velora and Lum naux? Wy not in

Bet hel and Gaza? What would keep all of Samaria fromcomng brutally
apart, since neither nortals nor angels could trust Jovah to guard them
and keep them safe?

And he plodded forward into the relentless rain and understood a
nmeasure of Delilah's fear

The Edori came for them about an hour later. Thomas and Laban were
driving one of the big transport wagons, |arge enough to hold three
wounded nen, and followi ng the route they had al ways taken into the
city. Never had Caleb felt such overwhelnming relief to see anybody.
Qui ck queries established that the three of them were unharnmed, though
their horses were dead, and the canp had been out of the main
trajectory of the tornado.

"But half the tents were bl own apart anyway," Laban reported, hel ping
Caleb dunmp the tarpaulin into the wagon. "Everything' s upended and
nost of the fires are out. Al the wood's wet, so you can hardly get
anything to burn. It'll be a cold canp tonight if it doesn't stop
rai ning."

"WAs anybody mi ssing but us?" Noah asked.
Laban grinned. He was a big, easygoing man who found |ife al nost
uni versal ly agreeable. "Everybody el se was snart enough to get back

when the rains started,” he said.

"Well, we were com ng back," Noah said. "W were too far away."



"Didn't you think about staying in the city?" Thomas asked.
"Thought of it. Too late. The stormcanme up too quickly."

"You'll have to tell us about it," Laban said. "After dinner tonight.
There's not many who feel a tornado dance across their backs and live
to describe the sensation.”

Noah gl anced at Delilah, seated docilely in the back of the wagon.
Caleb's eyes followed his. The angel had wapped a dry bl anket over
her |l ap and shoul ders, and she was huddled inside it in as small a
shape as she could achieve. Even her wi ngs seened shrunken. Her dark
hair was wildly disarranged, and her face was colorless. Her eyes were
open, fixed on some point at the bottom of the wagon

"I don't think this is going to be a story I'll want to tell tonight,"
Noah said quietly. "Not at this canpfire."

"If there is a canpfire,”
here. Let's go."

Thomas nodded. "I think we're all ready

But there was a fire back at the Edori canp--just one, and everyone was
gathered around it, but it was the nost welcone sight in the three
provi nces, as far as Cal eb was concerned. Noah cleared a place for
Delilah right at the edge of the flames and covered her with pillows
and bl ankets, but he was not the only one who fussed over the angel

Mart ha brought her food and Sheba brought her wi ne, and the children
clustered around her, offering her their toys and their treasures if

t hose woul d make her feel better. Martha tried to shoo them away once,
but Delilah freed a hand from her bl ankets and waved them all back

"I like to have them near ne," she said, and her voice was husky as if

she had been sick for a long tine. "Maybe sonme of them would sing for
ne."
Which they did willingly enough, lifting their sweet untrained voices

in a nedley of songs cheerful and sad. Gradually Delilah warned
herself before the fire of their affection. She began to snile; she
| et the blankets slip fromher shoulders and reached her arns out to
take the smallest girl on her lap. The girl whispered sonething in
Delilah's ear, and the angel actually | aughed.

Cal eb, watching fromthe other side of the fire while he let his own
bones dry out, felt a great conpression ease fromaround his heart.
She woul d be all right, then. Delilah had survived anot her
devast ati on.

It was a few days later that he realized he was not entirely correct
about that. They were on their way back to Lum naux, none of them

| ooking forward to the tedious, unconfortable journey in the runbling
Beast, and they had stopped for the night at one of the sanme canpsites
they had utilized on the way to Breven

This trip, Delilah joined in the fuel -gathering and fire-building; she
was as active as either of the men. Caleb regarded this transfornmation
wi t h suspi cion, but Noah seemed to view it as one nore proof of the
angel 's overall wonderful ness.

This night, over the fire, they were discussing the Edori's upcomn ng
voyage to Ysral. Caleb was asking Noah pertinent questions: Wen did



the Edori plan to set sail? Wen did the engines need to be
conpl et ed?

When did Noah have to return to Breven?
Delilah listened carefully to each query and reply.

"They plan to | eave the week after the Gathering," Noah said. "One
| ast chance to see all their brothers and sisters and friends.
Then--off to Breven, off to the new | and."

"Not much tine," Caleb comented. "The Gathering is only a couple of
nont hs away. "

"The boats will be ready by then. And the engines."

"You haven't changed your nind, have you?" Caleb said, as if he were
joking, but he was seriously interested in the answer.

"You don't intend to join them do you?"

Noah | aughed ruefully. "Half of ny heart wants to go. What a splendid
adventure! \What a story to tell your children and your grandchil dren!

| sailed for Ysral and lived to tell the tale. But I--" He shook his
head. "I have so much | want to do here. | have such a stake in the
new t echnol ogies we are exploring. |In Ysral, it will be a fresh new
world, yes, but there will be so much work to be done. And none of it
scientific. And science owns nost of ny heart." As he finished, he

gl anced at Delilah, but he did not say the words al oud: And you own the
rest of it.

"Adad to hear it," Caleb said. "I'd hate to lose you to this Ysra
venture."

"How many people are going?" Delilah asked.

"Twel ve hundred. Well, there's roomfor twelve hundred,"” Noah anended.
"I think, at last count, eight hundred had signed up. Which is a
| ot.

Wiich is alnbst a fourth O the Edori."

"So few?" Caleb asked. "I thought the Edori numbered in the tens of
t housands. "

Noah shook his head. "Not even in our nore glorious days. There have
al ways been few of us, because the life is so hard. And now ... W
dwi ndl e away by the hundreds every year. Soon there may be no Edori
left--at least, no Edori roving Samaria, living together in tribes.

W' ||l be scattered throughout the towns and villages, forgetting our
tradi tions and our clan nanes."

"You sound |i ke Thonmas."

"Al'l Edori sound |like Thomas. These things worry us. That is why so
many are sailing for Ysral."

"Freedom forever to live the untrammeled life," Caleb said with a
little smile. "And goodbye forever to the angels and the allali."



Noah grinned. "And glad to see the last of them"

"Not all of them" Delilah said unexpectedly.

Both nmen turned to ook at her in surprise. "Wat do you nmean?" Noah
asked.
"Not goodbye to all the angels," she said. "I asked. Thonas said it

woul d be an honor."

"What woul d be an honor?" Caleb said, though the sudden clench of his
stomach gave himthe answer before she did. The |ook on Noah's face
was one of profound horror

"To have me along. They've agreed to let ne sail with themfor
Ysral ."

Chapt er Fourteen

Al l eya headed toward the rendezvous in Senorrah with no clear idea what
she woul d say to the nmerchants and Manadavvi who awaited her there.

She and Jerusha and M cah had agreed that their best course was to
stress the inportance of the Goria, conming up in three short nonths,
and the opportunities for disaster that it offered. If we do not
present a harnonious front to the god, will he not punish us with

t hunderbolt and destruction? Did it not happen in the tine of Gabriel?
Her adversaries did not seemto have | ooked that far ahead; they
appeared to be interested only in the profit potential of the

present.

In her free monents, Alleya had continued reading her purloined history
books, | ooking for nore clues to catastrophes in the past. She had
found very little that was weather-rel ated once she got past the
founding of Samaria, but one odd little story held her interest |ong
enough to keep her up late one night, reading. It was the tale of an
oracl e naned David who clainmed to have cone face to face with the god
havi ng been whi sked by Jovah's hand to a floating tower sonewhere in

t he heavens over Samaria. David was generally considered mad, and his
stories had been rigorously repressed even at the tine. In fact,
Al l eya read the account in the old | anguage because the translator had
omtted it fromhis version, as if to keep the story from spreading
down t hrough the centuries.

But that did not help her solve the nmystery of Jovah's inattentiveness
NOW.

Wth a sigh, Alleya closed her books and went to | ook out her snall
wi ndow at the night panorama before her. It was |ate; she had been
reading far too long for soneone who planned to take off early the next
nmorni ng. She had hoped for a conforting glinpse of the glittering

ni ght sky, but clouds shut out all Iight overhead, even the noon.
I nstead she gazed down at Velora, illum nated even at this hour by a
mul ticolored m x of torchlight, gaslight and the new electrical |ight

that burned with such a cool, unwavering fire. The world was changi ng
even as she watched; no way to avert those changes.

She rested an el bow on the sill and pillowed her cheek in her hand.
What was she going to say to G deon Fairwen and Emmanuel Garone and
Aaron Lesh? She had conme close to begging Delilah for help, but none
of her pleading had noved the dark angel. |In fact, that night in the



Edori tent, as they endlessly shifted and rearranged thenselves in an
attenpt to get confortable, they had cone close to a shouting match
t hat woul d have roused t he whol e canp.

"I understand! You feel hurt and angry and abandoned--1 understand al
that!" Alleya had exclained in what nmust have seened |ike the nopst
unsynpat hetic of voices. "But this is nore inportant than you, and you
nmust understand that! |[If the merchants and the Manadavvi choose to

desert us, what happens to Samari a? Wat happens to the cities and the
trade patterns and the lives of the farmers? How can we keep our
society functioning at all if the nmost powerful menbers wthdraw their
support? It is not nerely a problem of flooding across the eastern
plains, Delilah--we are | ooking at the disintegration of the life we
know. Help nme. Tell me howto deal with them what to say to

them-"

"I don't have any idea!" Delilah had cried. "Even if | were whole,
even if | were Archangel, what could | say to these people that you
cannot? You think | don't see what is happening, what could happen, to
all of us? O course | do! | don't know howto stop it! Only Jovah
can stop it, Alleya, only Jovah can hold us all together--and he can do
that only if he listens to us, if he holds back the storns, if he
proves to the merchants that he trusts the angels so that they should
trust us as well. Does Jovah listen to you, Alleluia? Because he has
not listened to me for a long tine. How can | make the nerchants
believe in me if the god does not? How can you?"

But that had not helped at all, Alleya sighed again, propped her other
el bow on the wi ndowsill and | eaned her other cheek in that hand. What
woul d she say to the nerchants, the Manadavvi, the Jansai, the angel s?
Jovah listens to ne, but only sometines, and you should listen to ne
now. That was sure to hold their attention. That was certain to keep
themfaithful. She closed her eyes once, tightly, then opened them
again, and continued to watch the lights below as if they could flash
her some ki nd of secret nessage

She took off for Senorrah at first light---or what woul d have been
first light if the early norning rains hadn't turned everything gray.
It didn't seemworth the effort to pause and pray for sunshine, so she
just endured the wet, feeling her hair, her clothes, the feathers of
her wings, grow slick and sodden within the first five mnutes of
flight.

She had assuned the rain would clear up within ten or fifteen mles,
but in fact, the farther she flew fromthe Eyrie, the nore tenpestuous
the storm becane. Once or twi ce she was caught by an unexpected gust
of wind that tossed her above her course the way a playing father m ght
toss his infant over his head, and she found this npbst unnerving. She
was used to riding the currents, taking advantage of their dips and
swirls; she was not used to having themtreat her |ike a snowfl ake or
an autumm | eaf to be flung about at random

Still, she had flown in worse, so she kept going. It was hard to gauge
her progress, because the rain made every wi ng beat heavier and sl ower;
she thought it mght take her half again as long to nmake it to Senorrah
as it usually did. Wich neant, if Sanmuel and her other angels

foll owed her at noon as they planned, they m ght not make the river
city till nightfall. She had told Sanuel she w shed to arrive al one
and separately so the nmerchants did not feel threatened by a sudden
eruption of angels into their city; in fact, she had just wanted a few



extra hours of solitude, to think about her strategy and cl ear her
head. As the storm worsened, she was beginning to regret her
deci si on.

This was not the sort of weather she liked to be caught in al one.

Anot her bl ast of wind shoved her sideways, tenporarily causing her to

| ose her rhythm and her altitude. Alleya drove her w ngs hard,
clinmbing higher, trying to peer through the curtain of rain bel ow her
to get a better sense of her bearings. She alnost felt as if she could
take her two hands and push aside the misty veil before her, it was
that thick and substantial. Hard to see anything, really, not the
ground bel ow or the horizon ahead; it would be easy to mi ss her way.
Anot her snarl of wind spun her backwards, nmade her dizzy. She fought
to right herself and amazed at how nmuch strength it took

Perhaps it was time for a weather intervention after all. She began to
sing, tilting her head back to aid the prayer in its ascent to Jovah.
She felt the words | eave her mouth and disintegrate about her head in
the sullen air. Hard to believe Jovah woul d heed that. She nmust go

hi gher .

She increased the sweep of her wi ngs, aimng for higher elevation, but
the air around her was so thick that she felt herself tiring even as
she started to clinmb. So thick that she felt her breath clog in her
chest. She could not see, she alnobst could not nove; for a noment she
was suspended in a great, gluey web of clouds, w ngs extended and nouth
sucking for air.

And then suddenly the wind shifted, roiled over her, shook her I|ike
dice inacup. It lifted her feet over her head, dropped them back
toward the earth as she was wheeled in a sickening circle. Now air
currents pummel ed her fromtwo directions, rushing in on her, then
jetting amay. Her wings alnpst tore fromher body. Instinctively she
fol ded them forward, wapped herself in their cocoon, and i mediately
felt herself plumeting toward the earth. A cry of panic tipped from
her throat; she heard it unravel above her as she fell backward toward
deat h.

Desperately, she unfurled her w ngs, beat them against the treacherous
air. Like a skidding mountain clinber grasping at a protruding root,
she managed to catch herself, safe for the noment. She hovered
briefly, panting for breath, trying to get a sense of the currents
around her. Everything was wild, helter-skelter, nmalevolent; she could
not read the pattern of the air.

Sudden small flurries caught her frombelow, fromthe left, but she was
able to tide themout, coast back to relative calm Wat was happeni ng
here? This was no ordered noverment of wi nds, no conprehensible m x of
cold air and warm air doing a sinuous but predictable dance. She had
tracked wind her whole life; she knew how it was supposed to behave.
This was utterly random mndlessly vicious. This was not w nd under
anyone's control --not hers, not Jovah's.

Even as the thought crossed her m nd, she was ramred from behind by a
solid wall of racing air; she was pushed before it |ike debris brushed
away by a hand. Again, she cried out in terror; again, she lost the
sound as the wi nd swept her back and forth, scrubbing her across the
enpty countertop of air. She tumbled over and back, like a child
rolling down a hill. Again, she clanped her wings to her body to keep



themfromtearing fromher back; and she felt herself plunging
earthward with no way to halt her fall

She slanmed into a rocky soup of nud, and spun three tines before she
fetched up hard against a broad tree trunk. She couldn't breathe, she
couldn't think, she couldn't see. Everything was pain and darkness and
terror. Around her, the rain poured down in a fierce, defiant
onslaught. It took her a long time to realize that the surface bel ow
her was stable ground, and woul d not betray her wi th sudden notion

Shakily, she forced herself to sit up and check her damages. She was
alive, that was one thing; and if she tried, she really could breathe.
She coul d even open her eyes and | ook around her. The first thing she
spotted was bl ood on her feathers, and the sight nade her frantic.

Dear Jovah, she had broken her wings. She was a cripple like Delilah
But a few seconds of experinentation brought a flood of relief. Her
Wi ngs were sore, but functional; she was essentially whole.

But the bl ood had come from sonewhere. Touching her face, her hands
cane away covered with a watery red liquid, so she must have cut her
cheek or her lip or her forehead. Since she could see and could purse
her 1ips, she supposed the injury was not profound. O course, she

m ght have split her head open, or even suffered a concussion; at the
nmonent, she was too woozy to judge. But that could be dealt with

| ater.

Next, she tentatively noved her armnms, her legs. She thought she had
probably sprained her |eft ankle and she mi ght have broken one or two
of her left ribs; that half of her body burned with an excruciating
fire. But every nuscle responded and not hi ng appeared to be fixed at
an awkward angle, so she didn't think she'd snapped a bone.

"Good news," she whispered, trying to cheer herself up. "The god was
wat chi ng out for you after all."

And that was so patently untrue that it did her in. She started
crying, and it seened like hours before she was able to stop

The stormcl eared up about an hour later. Alleya had stayed that whole
ti me under the shelter she had been flung to: a great, overhanging
beech tree whose weepi ng branches created a makeshi ft, somewhat | eaky
chanmber. She had nmanaged to conpose herself enough to adm nister

rudi mentary first aid, binding her ankle and her visible cuts with
strips torn fromthe clothing in her backpack. N ght was falling and
the air was growi ng decidedly cooler. As a rule, angels had no fear of
cold weather--their bodies were built to withstand the icy tenperatures
at flying altitudes--but Alleya felt weak enough to dread the thought
of spending a night outside in the cold and the wet.

So she forced herself to her feet and linped her way clear of the
clinging tree, and cast a long, considering |look at the linpid sky
overhead. She woul d have given anything to not have to take flight
again, now, this evening. She was afraid her w ngs would not hold her
suddenly trenmendous wei ght; she was afraid the perfidi ous wind woul d
rise again and wench her fromthe sky. She knew that this was a fear
that woul d never |eave her, a fear that would grow stronger and bl acker
the longer it was left unattended. So she spread her great, danp

wi ngs, fluffed themtw ce, and took off on a slow flight as low to the
ground as possi bl e.



She had covered maybe fifteen mles when she saw the lights of a house
bel ow her. It had been clear to her fromthe first mle that she did
not have the strength to make Senorrah tonight. Either she had | ost
nore bl ood than she thought or adrenaline had sapped her body of al
its reserves, but she was weak and di zzy and i ncapabl e of sustai ned
effort. When she saw the lIights, she banked i medi ately, and came down
in a somewhat |ess than graceful landing in the center of a small
assortment of buildings. One of the nodern farm ng congl onerates, no
doubt; she'd swear that the exterior lights were electrically powered.
Good. That neant whoever ran the place was probably sophisticated
enough to hold a rational conversation with an angel --mi ght even know
whi ch angel she was.

She staggered to what appeared to be the main entrance, al nbst sobbing
every time her weight came down on her injured ankle, and wondered what
she woul d say to whoever answered her sumons. At the door, she pulled
the chain that activated the interior chines, |eaning her head agai nst
the solid stone of the wall. "I amthe Archangel Alleluia, | amin
need of shelter for the night. The words circled in her head, but she
had no chance to utter them As the door opened and light spilled
festively out, onto her ragged cl othes and her bl oodstained w ngs, she
crunpled silently into a dead faint at the feet of total strangers.

So she was a day | ate maki ng her rendezvous in Sermorrah. But 1 in all,
she had to feel lucky. Her hosts did in fact recogni ze her--they had
been petitioners at the Eyrie not nore than three nonths back--and they
instantly sent servants and children running for the proper nedica
supplies. Once Alleya revived and told her story, they insisted that
she spend the night, maybe the next two nights, watching her wounds and
recovering her strength.

Once she saw herself in a mirror, she had to agree. She had a gash in
the top of her head, half a dozen smaller slices around her cheeks and
chin, and a spectacul ar bruise formng all around her left eye. Her
hands and arnms were a crisscross of scratches, and her left |eg was
purple fromthigh to heel. She |ooked like the angel of death, she
thought, smling a little griny.

She woul d frighten anyone who | aid eyes on her

Al though ... After she had been fed and tended and | eft blessedly al one
to sleep, she lay back on her borrowed bed to think. Well, it was not
the entrance she had planned to nmake, but it would be effective
nonet hel ess. Wo could fail to listen to her, who could doubt her
sincerity, when she showed up with these proofs of Jovah's negligence
on her face? She had to be careful, though, or she would m splay

this.

And it was her last trunmp in a very thin hand.

She sl ept past noon the next day and felt wetched enough that she
agreed to stay the rest of the day, trying to recuperate. She did
insist on taking a practice flight around the outbuildings of the
conpound, and was vastly relieved to find her wings fully functional
though a little weary. She did not care if she broke every bone in her
body as long as her w ngs were whol e.

She went to bed early and rose with the farmers, eating a quick
br eakfast and thanking them profusely for their help. Not at all, not
at all, delighted to be of service to the Archangel. She left as soon



as she politely could, headi ng southeast toward Senorrah. The storm
had t hrown her decidedly off course, knocking her nmuch farther north
than she had thought possible. She had nore than a hundred niles to
go, and a desperately inportant meeting to be at in a few short

hour s.

She flew steadily and carefully through an entirely cal msky. After
the first hour, her nerves steadi ed and she [ ost nost of her fear
Though it was a fear that she was sure woul d never |eave her
conpletely. And she m ght never have the courage to fly through a
stormagain. And this world was turning into nothing but storns.

She nade it to the Galilee River about thirty mnutes before the noon
nmeeting was scheduled to begin. Conming down in a slow spiral from her
flying altitude, she paused a nonment to hover over the wondrous city of
Senorrah. From any angle, but especially fromthe air, it was a
breat ht aki ngly beautiful place. Built of pure white stone on a tiny
island in the mddle of the Galilee River, it boasted a nagica
collection of multistoried buildings ornanmented with delicate arches,
spiral ed obelisks and | acy stone grillwork. The rushing river foaned
around its edges, no nore white or playful than the stones of Senorrah
t hensel ves. To the east, the city reached a thin hand to Jordana with
a slender and fanous bridge that was the only approach to the city by
land. Oher visitors booked passage in ferries fromthe Bethel shore.
And, of course, angels could always cone and go at will.

Al l eya dropped closer, still fascinated by the conplex, interlaced
architecture bel ow her. She alnost wi shed that she had arrived at
night, for then the city was doubly exquisite. The advent of
electricity--driven by the mghty Galilee River rushing by the city on
all sides--had given Senorrah a deci ded advantage. Every nerchant,
every burgher, even the | owiest common-market trader, had wired his
hone and office for power, and at night, Senmorrah was a carnival of
lights. Even Lumi naux could not rival it for visual enchantnent.

Al l eya sighed and tightened the circle of her descent. Al that was
true, and yet there were those who despised Senmorrah, and rightfully.
Here the weal t hi est merchants hel d absol ute sway, and here sonme of the
cruel est abuses of the past few centuries had been wel comed. Senorrah
had been a sanctuary for slavers, back when that disgrace had
flourished in Samaria; and there was no end to the stories you could
hear about the deceptions and trickeries practiced by the rival river
nmerchants. Alleya had often thought that Senorrah | ooked |ike a place
where angels should live. The nmerchants deserved to |live somepl ace
nore |ike Breven

She tilted her wings, dropped her feet, and nade a neat |anding on the
narrow stone entryway before G deon Fairwen's house. Well-trained
servants were at the door; she did not need to identify herself or her
m ssion to be ushered wordlessly to a conference roomin the heart of
t he mansi on. Someone took her backpack from her and soneone el se
silently offered her a tray of refreshnents, but she shook her head.
She wanted to appear in the doorway enpty-handed.

She al so shook her head at the footman who guarded the door to G deon's
neeting hall, when he asked in a murrmur, "Shall | announce the
Archangel ?" But she paused a nonent outside, to catch her breath from
the agonizing clinb up three flights of steps on an injured ankle.

Past the cl osed door she could hear angry voices raised in bitter
argunent. Either they had started early, or the flight had taken | onger



than she cal cul ated. The strident voice was Aaron's; the cal ner but
still angry voice was Jerusha's. Ooviously nothing had been settled
yet.

She nodded to the footman, and he opened the door. She stepped inside,
qui ckly 1 ooki ng about the roomto note the placenment of her allies and
adversaries. Heads snapped her way in irritation at this interruption
and then abruptly all conversation ceased. Mybe fifty pairs of eyes
stared at her in various degrees of concern and consternation. She

pi cked out Sanuel's face (relieved and frightened), Jerusha's
(appal l ed), G deon's (shocked), Aaron's (suspicious). Asher, coning

i npetuously to his feet, was the first to speak

"Angel a, what happened to you? W have been so worried!"

A babbl e of voices rose in a series of sinmilar questions, but Alleya
hel d up her hand for silence. Everyone subsided.

"I ran afoul of the tenper of the god," she said quietly. "And | hope
we have all gathered here today to work together to solve the problens
that beset us. For none of us will survive if we attenpt to deal wth
this on our own."

There was a nonent of silence, then the expected outcry. Sanuel had
cone forward to urge her to the seat at the head of the table, left
enpty for her. Asher appeared on her right hand with a gl ass of water
and an anxi ous expression, and he nmade no nove to | eave her side even
after she had been settled. Everyone else was still firing questions
at her or talking across the table, sharing speculations with others in
the room It was G deon Fairwen who finally called themto order
Fairwen, a stately, intelligent and dangerous nan, sat at the foot of
the long table, directly facing her

"So. Angela. Tell us what happened to you," he said, his voice
nmeasured, alnmost neutral. He had recovered his habitual aplonb. "W
had wondered where you were."

"When you were not here when we arrived," Asher murmured in her ear
"we had the worst fears."

"Somewhere a little north of Sinai, | got caught by a storm and was
thrown to the ground,"” she said calmy. "I don't think it's an
exaggeration to say | might have been killed."

A small gasp circled the table. "Like Delilah!"™ M cah excl ai ned.
Al | eya nodded.

"Exactly like Delilah. And |like Sarmuel, and Asher, and the others who
were with her that night."

"But are you saying you could not control the storn? That you prayed
to Jovah and he did not respond?" Aaron demanded.

"I barely had a chance to begin a prayer to Jovah," Alleya said.

"But if he had heard you, he would have answered. He would have
diverted the storm" the Manadavvi said.

"Perhaps. | have never felt Jovah's tenper before. | don't think, at
that nmoment, he cared whether or not | survived his gale. | don't



thi nk he woul d have |istened."”

Now t he expression on every face was identical: horrified. "But

Al l eya," Jerusha began, only to have her voice drowned out by forty

ot her voices. Finally, Emuanuel made hi nsel f heard.

"I thought you were the only angel the god always |istened to," he said
on a rising note. "I thought you were the one who coul d al ways contro
t he god."

"No one controls the god," Alleya said quietly. "W all petition him
Until now, he has always listened to ny voice. This time, he did
not . "

"But Alleya," Jerusha said, "what does that nean? |f the god cannot
hear you--"

"That is what we have cone here to discuss,”" she said, still in that
|l evel voice. "I understand that the Manadavvi"--she nodded at Aaron
and Emmanuel --"and the nmerchants"--a | ook at G deon Fairwen and his

conpatriots--"and sone of the Jansai"--she glanced at the Breven

contingent, bedecked in their gypsy clothes and their gold chains--"al
accuse the angels of manipulating the weather in order to force their
hands. | would like to hear why they think that. But | would al so
like to ask themwhat they plan to do if their theory is wong. What
they plan to try next to save Samaria fromflood and destruction.”

Emmanuel stabbed an accusatory finger at her. "You cannot deny that
angel s have al ways been able to call forth storns and send them away, "
he said fiercely.

Al l eya nodded. "Until this past year--yes, we have always been able to
do so."

"And so when our crops were drowned and our river ways flooded, who
shoul d we have thought responsible if not the angel s?"

"And why woul d angel s have done such a thing? What reason could we
have for destroying your fields--the crops that feed us all?"

"You are angry with us!" Aaron burst out. "Because you think we do
not honor our treaties or pay the proper taxes--" "Wll, do you?" she
asked mldly.

There was a sizzling pause; then Aaron flung at her: "When they are
fair!™

"And | think they are fair, and a council of angels and nerchants
agreed they were fair, but we can address that later. Wat woul d nake
you think angels would resort to such despicable neans to conpel you?
How could that profit us? |If the croplands turn to swanpl and, we
starve with everyone el se. How can you ascribe such nmalice to us?
What have we done to deserve this?"

"Then if not the angels--" G deon began, and | et the question hang
Everyone in the room had already figured out the answer, though not the
reason.

"It was not the angels," Alleya said. "W have done what we can to
stop the stornms. |If they cannot be stopped, what can we do? What can



we all do, working together? W have no other hope of survival."

She paused, letting that sink in, then spoke in a voice so quiet that

everyone had to lean forward to listen. "And | ask you to consider
this as well," she said. "If Jovah cannot hear the angels--and if you
rai se your voices and he cannot hear you--who will he hear in three

nmont hs as we gather on the Plain of Sharon to sing his praises? WII
all our voices, conbined in the Goria, be |oud enough to catch his
wandering attention? And if they are not, how will he respond?"

She waited, but no one had a reply. Dread sharpened every face turned

in her direction. "It is witten that if we do not all in harnmony sing
the Aoria, the god will send thunderbolts to destroy the world," she
said, her voice even lower. "But what if we sing--and he does not hear

us? What will the god do then?"

Later, Samuel told her that she had conducted a magnificent neeting.
Al l eya was not conscious of feeling much triunmph, however; she was
tired, and her body ached, and the argunents she had put forth had
frightened even her. But the nutiny appeared to be over, and that was
a victory of sorts. She no |longer feared the damage the Manadavvi or
the nmerchants coul d do.

No one had had rmuch in the way of hel pful suggestions except the
Archangel , and hers was a forlorn hope. "I have been reading old

hi story books fromthe Eyrie archives, she said, glancing at Job and
Mary and shading the truth. "They nention weather problens that the
settlers had in the early days of colonization. The Edori also tel
stories of wind and rain in those first hundred years on Samari a.
Perhaps this is a cycle that occurs on this planet, maybe every five
hundred years, and we nmust now sinply endure it until it corrects
itself.

"But I'mnot sure," she added, before the relief around the table could
become too pal pable. "The histories also mention things it is
difficult to understand--devices that nmen put in place around Sanmari a
to enabl e Jovah to hear themnore clearly. | wonder if these are
machines simlar to the interfaces the oracles use. |If so, | wonder if
| can find themand put themto use."

"Put themto use how?" Job demanded.
"I won't know until | see them Maybe | won't know even then."
"But howwill you find then?" one of the Jansai asked.

"The history books say that one of these devices can be found in the
Corinni Muntains. M guess is that it's |ocated at Hagar's Toot h.
That's where | propose to |ook."

"But once you find it," Mary began. She paused, rubbed a hand across
her face. She |ooked very tired. "You won't know how to use it. You
can't even use the interfaces. Maybe | should go with you, or Job."

"Maybe," Alleya said gently. "But | thought | would first get help
fromone of the engineers who live in Lumi naux. They've built dans and
directed electricity and created incredi ble equiprment. One of them was
even able to fix a broken nusic machine at the Eyrie--a machi ne al so

| eft behind by the original colonists.”



"That's the man you shoul d get," Samuel exclaimed. "He would
under st and how t hese- - heari ng devi ces work."

A general endorsenment of this plan rose fromthe assenbl ed council.
Al l eya nodded gravely, but her heart was | aughing. As if she would
consi der any ot her engi neer

"Then it is agreed," she said solemmly. "I will go to Hagar's Tooth to
see what | can discover."

There was a nmurmur of assent, and the neeting was essentially over.

Peopl e rose hesitantly to their feet, paused to discuss things with
t heir neighbors. Asher dropped to his knees at Alleya's side, while
the other angels in the roommade their way to the Archangel's seat.

"Angel a, what can | do to ease you?" Asher asked, so intensely that

Al leya could not help smling. "There are healers in the city--1 can
fetch them | can bring you wine, or food. Tell ne."
"I just need tine and sleep," she said. "But thank you for your

concern, Asher."

Samuel and Jerusha reached her next, denmanding details, exclaimng over
t he ugliness of her bruises. M cah hovered behind them Alleya
answered their questions as best she could, describing the uncontrolled
frenzy of the wind, the suddenness of its attack. "I have never
experienced anything like it before," she said.

Samuel net her eyes. "I have," he said quietly.
She nodded at him "And I'mafraid | may never get over ny fear that
it will happen again," she added.

He shook his head. "No, you never will."

The conference nmenbers spent the rest of the day in Senorrah, enjoying
a lavish dinner at G deon Fairwen's house, and settling for the night
in sone of his dozens of guest chanbers. In the norning, as they al
prepared to depart in various directions, half of themtried to
convince Alleya to stay another day to recuperate nore fully. Even

G deon expressed his concern and offered every amenity of his
househol d. But Alleya was restless.

"The storns grow worse, they do not abate,"” she said. "I amafraid to
linger too long. | must get to Hagar's Tooth as soon as | can."

So they bid her farewell and wi shed her a safe journey. She promn sed
she woul d stop for the night in one of the snaller river cities, not
attenpting to make the whole journey in one day. She was inpatient to
go, and let themthink it was an eagerness to discover what |ay hidden
at Hagar's Toot h.

In fact, she was elated to be going to Lum naux so soon. To be seeing
Cal eb Augustus again in a matter of days.

Chapter Fifteen
Alleya arrived in the Blue City a little after noon the foll ow ng day.

She did not have nmuch hope of finding Caleb in his rented roomat this
hour, but she tried anyway, just in case. No, he was not at hone, said



t he baker's daughter, but she would gladly take a nessage. Alleya

t hought a monent before composing a short note. "I have cone to
Lum naux because | nust see you as soon as possible," she wote, and
i ncl uded the name of her hotel. It seenmed certain to fetch him Then

agai n, perhaps he had been idly flirting with her during that public
farewell at the Edori canp. That was a cheerful thought. She al npst
crunpled up the note to replace it with sonething nore colorless. Then
she shrugged and handed it over as witten. |In any case, she needed
him And he seened unlikely to ignore her summons.

Wl |, she was in Lum naux; mght as well go shopping. The flying

cl ot hes she had worn at the outset of her trip had been conpletely

rui ned when she tunbled to the earth, so they had to be replaced. In
addition, here was a shop that offered |lovely, soft, flow ng tunics
that could be attractively swathed around any figure. The sal eswonan
deftly wrapped one of them around and between Alleya's w ngs, show ng
her how to attach it, how it appeared both belted and | oose. It was

i npossible to resist. Alleya flashed her gold and sapphire wist lets
at the woman, who smilingly nodded. Accounts would be tallied up with
the Eyrie at the end of the nonth.

Back at her hotel, Alleya took a hot bath, then spent sone tine
upgradi ng her appearance. Her yellow hair, naturally, was clipped back
with the gold filigree clasp. She experinmented with cosmetics to cover
up the worst of her cuts and bruises, then to enhance her cheekbones
and her eyes. Not sonething she was adept at.

She surveyed her reflection critically and was not ill-pl eased.

"At any rate, you look better than you did when you woke up in the
farmers' conpound,” she told the mrror, and | aughed al oud. She |iked
the way that nmade her | ook, so she |aughed again.

She gl anced out the wi ndow, nearly sunset. How |long would Cal eb
Augustus work at his present job? Mybe it would take hi m past

m dni ght. Maybe he woul d not go back to his roons tonight. Mybe he
woul d head directly to Seraph; maybe he would go out to the Edori canp
to visit his friends, never seeing her note till the morrow. Maybe he
woul d recei ve her nmessage, and |laugh, and toss the note aside. She was
a fool for buying new dresses and spreadi ng rouge across her cheeks to
entertain a man who woul d never arrive

She had lifted her hand to her head to yank out the barrette when there
was a sudden, excited pounding at her door. "Alleya? Are you in
t here?

Al | eya?"
Cal eb Augustus. She'd known he woul d cone.

She opened the door and he bounded inside, beaming. He carried an
arnful of cut flowers that instantly perfuned the room "I couldn't
believe it when | got your note," he said, talking so rapidly he m ght
be nervous, rushed right out again and only stopped running to buy you
these. | hope you like flowers."

"Yes, of course | do," she said, taking the bouquet from him and
hol di ng the bl ossons to her nose. It was a ploy; she merely wanted to
hi de her flushed face. "They snell wonderful."



But he was tugging on her wist, pulling her hands down. "Angela, what
happened to you?" he denanded in a conpletely altered voice. "Your
face--you' ve been hurt "

She turned away. "Let ne find a glass or sonething to put these
in--some water--"

He forcibly turned her back. "Tell ne.

She sighed, net his eyes. "A few days ago. Flying to the conference
in Senorrah. | ran into a rainstormand | was flung to the ground.”

H s breath caught sharply. "Alleyal Wre you hurt? Ws anyone with
you?"

"My hurts are essentially what you see, except for a tw sted ankle,
which is much nore painful than | expected," she said, attenpting to
speak lightly. "And no, no one was with ne. It was a very frightening
experience."

"What did you do?"

"Took shelter with some farnmers, and continued on to Senorrah a day or
two later. | told everyone that Jovah had turned his back on ne,

but--1 don't know. M appearance at | east convinced everyone to listen
to nme--convinced G deon Fairwen and the others that | was not worKking
with Jovah to flood the land. So this was a good thing. So maybe
Jovah purposefully ~ca, down. As | say, | don't know. "

He shook his head. "How you can trust such a god--"

"I think our god needs sonething fromus, and does not know how to tel
us what that is," she interrupted gently. "I still trust him But I
admit | amworried. And that is why |I'mhere.”

He smiled, though it was clearly a strained attenpt. He still |ooked
shocked beyond neasure at the thought of the danger she had survived.
"What? Not to see ne?"

She smled back. "Yes, as a matter of fact. You see, | think you may
be able to help nme. And you will be delighted to learn that the
council that just nmet in Senorrah specifically named you as the man |
should go to for help."

At that, he smiled nore naturally. "I'd be interested in hearing how
t hat cane about."

"Well, | sang your praises, of course--"

"Of course.”

"And they said | should by all neans enmploy your skill."

"For what daunting but glorious task?"

She noved over to a pair of chairs set before a small table, and they
both sat down. "I believe the original settlers left behind a few

pi eces of equipnent that nmake it easier to conmunicate with the god."

"You nmean the interfaces?"



"No, | think these are different. | think they're |listening devices of
some kind. The old history books call them'ears," which confused ne
at first--but | think they're some kind of electronic sound enhancers
that hel p Jovah hear. Maybe sonethi ng has happened to these 'ears,"
preventing Jovah fromhearing us as clearly. And | thought, since you
have repaired conpl ex, foreign machinery before--"

"Ch, 1'd be happy to try nmy hand!" he exclained. "But |'ve never
heard of such a thing before. The angels--and the Edori--have al ways
clainmed that Jovah could hear them from anywhere. Wy would he need
speci al listening devices?"

"I don't know. |'mnot even sure that's what they are. But it seened
like it might be sonething worth trying."

"I agree absolutely. Wen do we go? Were do we go?"
"The history books name the Plain of Sharon and the Corinni Muntains
as two possible sites. There's a third one, but | haven't figured out

where it is yet. But the Corinnis aren't far."

"Yes, but--that's sone pretty broad ground to cover, |ooking for
somet hing we can't even identify."

She nodded. "I can't help thinking the device nust be near Hagar's
Toot h. "

"Near what ?"

Now she | aughed. "Hagar's Tooth. You aren't famliar with it?"

"Cbvi ously not."

"It's a retreat that Uriel built for Hagar shortly after Samaria was
settled. It was a place she could go and not be bothered by

angel s--because the grounds are entirely covered by tall sharp spikes
that woul d pierce angel wings if they tried to |l and there. She was the
first angelica to use the place, but it was supposed to be available to
any angelica after her who needed a place to get away."

"And why are you so sure that's where this ear is?"

"Legend has it that Jovah coul d al ways hear the angelica if she went to
Hagar's Tooth and prayed. Which nakes nme think--if there is sone
listening device in the nountains--"

"That it's there," Caleb finished up. "I would guess that you're
right. Well, at least that narrows down the mleage a little. What's
this place Iike?"

"I"ve never been there--angels are discouraged from goi ng--but |
believe it consists of a house and sone grounds. Probably in utter

di srepair by now, because | don't think anyone's been there for
twenty-five years or nore. Well, | could be wong. | renmenber Levi
once saying he was going to nmake a pilgrimge there, but | don't know
that he ever actually went."

"Levi ?"



"The | ast angelico. Delilah's husband,"” she said. "He died in the
accident in which Delilah broke her w ng."

"And what was he |ike?"

Alleya was silent for a noment. It had been nonths since she'd thought
of Levi, that reckless, handsonme, nmercurial man. |t had been so
inevitable that Delilah would love him and it had been so obvi ous that
he was the wong man for her. What had Jovah been thinking? "Like
Delilah," she said. "Charming and inpossible. They were like children
t oget her, always chal | engi ng each other to nore outrageous escapades.
There were those who were not sorry when he died, thinking Delilah
woul d becorme nore sedate. But that was before--" Alleya spread her
hands and did not conplete the thought aloud. Before they realized

Del il ah hersel f was danaged beyond repair.

"She's never mentioned himto nme."
"That doesn't surprise ne. Have you seen her lately? Howis she?"

He | aughed shortly. "She's put us all in shock. She clainms she's
going to sail with the Edori to Ysral."

Alleya felt her cheeks pale. She sat bolt upright in her chair. "No!
That's ridicul ous!"”

"Try to tell her that. | thought at first she was just toying with the
i dea, but she seens to be serious. | cannot tell you how frenzied this

announcemnent has made ny friend Noah."

"But she can't--1 don't mean to nmock their enterprise, but Caleb, it is
doonmed to failure. She can't go. She will drown with the rest of them
sonewhere in the middl e of the ocean.”

"I know, | know. And maybe that's what she wants. She hates the life
she is living now, Alleya. It is so bitter to her that she al nost
cannot continue fromday to day. Since she made this decision, she has
been like an excited little girl planning her first trip to the city.

| have never seen her so hopeful and so happy. | for one cannot take
that away from her."

Al'l eya was shaki ng her head, patting her hands agai nst her cheeks. "I
must talk to her--1 nust tell her--"

"Talk to her, by all neans," Caleb said gently. "But | don't think you
have a hope of changing her mind. | don't nean to be cruel, but she
hasn't paid rmuch attention the last fewtines you' ve tried to reason
with her."”

She smled wanly. "Like Jovah," she said. "Deaf to all appeals."

"But we can go see her tonight," he said. "O tonorrow or the next

day."

"I had hoped to |l eave for Hagar's Tooth in the norning." He grimaced.
"I can't leave for another two days. | have to finish this job I'm
working on or it will conpletely fall apart. Can you wait that

| ong?"

She was thinking rapidly. The Corinni Muntains were so close to



anot her place that she should visit. She had not been back in nonths,
a shameful omi ssion. "I can neet you there," she said.



"No nore than four days, | imagine, and maybe only three. 1'll borrow
a horse." He gave her a speculative look. "Though if you waited for
me, we could travel together. You could carry me to Hagar's Tooth. If
you coul d manage it."

H s doubtful tone caught her attention. "Wat?" she demanded. "You
don't think I coul d?"

"Well, look at us," he said. "I'mtaller by four or five inches, and
nmust outwei gh you by sixty pounds."

"I'n case you don't know, " she said, though she was sure he did, "angels
have been blessed with gifts other than their w ngs."

"Body heat," he murmured. "I've heard that."
"And di sproportionate strength," she added. "I could carry a man three
times ny own wei ght--though not far, | nust admit. But you--1 could

carry you three hundred mles. Although it mght take a full day."
He gave a soft, alnost breathless laugh. "I have to admit," he said,
"one of nmy lifelong goals has been to neet an angel | trusted enough to
take me on a flight. | amdying to fly--you know that. And you're the
first angel 1'd want to ask to take nme in her arms.” She felt herself
reddeni ng again; surely he had said that on purpose. "So you can

i magi ne how chagrined | amthat | can't |eave with you tomorrow for the
Corinnis."

"Some ot her day," she said lightly. "Perhaps I'll fly you back to
Lum naux. "

"I"ll have the horse,"” he rem nded her

"Anot her tinme, then," she said.
"I's it a prom se?"

"I promise to do what | can," she said, making no promises at all. "I
woul d l'ike to help you achieve your lifelong anbition. I'd like to
take you on a flight. Maybe we'll have tine while we're at Hagar's
Tooth. Maybe it will be sometinme in the future. Does that satisfy
you?"

Now he was the one to draw a | ong breath, reconsider, and answer in a
lighter tone than he m ght have used. "Yes, thank you, angela. | wll
| ook forward to the day."

"Good. Then that's settled,” Aleya said briskly. "Are you hungry?
Do you want to go for dinner?"

"OfF course | do. Wat would you like? Soneplace sinple or sonepl ace
el egant? Do you want to eat at Seraph--or go there later?"

Al l eya thought about it, then shook her head. "I don't think I can see
Delilah right now," she said. "I don't know what |1'd say to her about
this Ysral trip. Wen you see her again, tell her | asked about her
and wi shed her well. Tell her | persuaded the nerchants to give ne
nmore tinme. Don't tell her--" She touched her finger to the bruises on
her face. "Don't tell her about nmy fall. 1| don't want her to compare

it to hers."



Caleb rose to his feet and held his hand out. Surprised, Alleya gave

hi m her hand and let himpull her out of her chair. "Very well," he
said. "W will have the night just to ourselves. Don't bother telling
me where you want to go. | think I know just the place.”

Chapter Fifteen

Late the next norning (later than she had pl anned), Alleya took off
from Lum naux and headed al nost straight west. The weather was cold
but clear. Her course took her parallel to the coastline, so she flew
| ow enough to enjoy the panorama of the ocean. Along the shore, the
water was multicol ored, |ayered patches of teal, indigo and violet
edged with white where the breakers foaned and split. Farther out, the
sea becane darker, nore nonotonous, nore nysterious. She could not

i magi ne setting sail in that unmapped el enment, striking out for a place
that mght only exist in |egend.

But then, like nost creatures of the air, she was afraid of the

wat er - - al ways had been, despite the fact that the first ten years of
her life had been spent near the sea. Her wings had nade it inpossible
for her to learn to swm and she had not even cared nmuch for wading in
the cold, salty shallows al ong the beach. Sonething about the eterna
rise and fall of the tide, the endless pursuit and retreat of the waves
al ong the sand, made her feel frail and at risk. She did not trust the
shifting, hungry water; she was not seduced by the hiss and nurnur of

t he waves. She never wanted to get cl ose enough to allow the ocean to
spirit her away.

How coul d Delilah have overconme that fear? O was she merely running
to it headlong, arnms outstretched, as she had run to unlikely lovers in
the past? Surely she nust expect this to be the |ast enbrace. Surely
she nmust expect this one to betray her in the end.

Al l eya stopped once to eat lunch and take a brief nap, though it
annoyed her to need rest during what should be a fairly easy flight.
She stretched out in the soft sand twenty yards fromthe waterline,
wr appi ng herself in her wings and pillow ng her head on her backpack
Not the height of luxury, but it would do. She closed her eyes.

And instantly began dream ng of Cal eb Augustus.

He had ki ssed her last night on the cool streets of Lum naux, under one
of those blue lanmplights that gave the night there such a haunting
quality. She had been as shaken as a school girl taken unaware by the
cutest boy in class. Although she had not been surprised. At sone
point during the nmeal (which he had seenmed to relish, though she could
not remenber a bite of what she ate), she had | ooked across the table
at himand felt his nonmentarily unguarded rush of desire.

It had given her a dizzy sense of elation, an al nost tri unphant
sensation; she had felt her |augh grow nore | anguorous and her gestures
nore deliberate. He watched everything she did with a starved

i ntentness, but at the same time, everything she did pleased him She
could sense his utter delight in her smallest nove, her npbst artless
remark. It was as if she were the nost alluring woman in the world,
the nobst intelligent, the nmost insightful. He watched her, and she
felt herself grow beautiful

"Have you ever been in |ove?" he asked her once, abruptly, apropos of



absol utely nothing. They had been talking, if she recalled correctly,
of their regret that neither of themhad ever learned to play a nusica
i nstrunent.

"I'n love?" she repeated, wondering just what to say. In the ange

hol ds, physical gratification was fairly easy to attain. Al though
angel s were forbidden to marry each other (except by speci al

di spensation), there were always plenty of nortals available to satisfy
the hungriest desires. Alleya had had desperate crushes on a few of

t he human boys reared al ongside the angels at the Eyrie; she'd had a
short, unhappy affair with one of her instructors, and one or two brief
and | ess agoni zing relationships with nortals at the Eyrie and

el sewhere. But in love? "Not the kind of |ove that really neans
anyt hi ng, " she answer ed.

"You can't call it love at all if it's insignificant."

She | aughed. "I've had affections, if that pleases you better. How
about you?"

He grinned. ""Affections' covers it well enough. Nothing that changed
my life. Nothing that changed ne."

"I suppose ny handful of romances all changed me to sonme extent," she
said thoughtfully. "If love makes you sad, you acquire a little depth,
alittle conpassion. |If it nmakes you happy--you learn how to be
joyous. Every relationship should color your soul to a certain degree,
don't you think? Every friendship, every love affair-each one should
build up the chanbers of your heart the way a sea creature builds the
chanbers of his shell."

"Until you build the I argest one of all, and there you live the rest of
your life," he said.
She held up a cautionary finger. "Be sure to make it |arge enough to

| ast you that |long."
"Ch," he said, "there's no doubt about that."

And they had turned fromthe subject, and tal ked of other things.
After dinner, they wandered the streets of Lum naux for hours, watching

the jugglers, listening to the storytellers, standing al ongsi de ot her
strollers to judge i npronptu singing contests held on the street
corners. The night was very clear, tinged with enough chill to keep

them novi ng. They were no | onger hungry, but they had to sanple the
vendors' treats--flavored ices, chocol ate-dipped fruits, fizzing w nes.
Total strangers stopped to recomrend taverns and di scuss the nerits of
various perforners. The world seenmed young and happy.

On one corner, under a turquoise street |anp, Caleb took her arm and
pulled her to a halt. When she turned to face him a questioning | ook
in her eyes, he pointed at the sky. "See?" he said softly. "In

Lum naux, even the nmoon is blue."

She was sure it was not true--it rmust have sonething to do with the
sapphire haze generated by the city lights--but indeed the creamy white
cup of the quarter noon seenmed to be spilling over with drops of azure
liquid. "I think it's an illusion,” she said, turning back to himwth
a smle. But before she could say another word, he pulled her into his
arms and ki ssed her.



She felt heat flash fromher scalp to her spine; she felt her bl ood
clamor its amazenment. Hi s hands had slid so easily under the feathered
webs at her back, finding the snmooth expanse of muscle bel ow the tough
ridges of her wing joints. He drew her closer, kissed her harder
covered her nouth and cheeks with kisses. Even in the blue light, her
face rmust have been scarlet. She gave a single nervous |augh and
pul I ed away.

He put a finger across her nouth before she could think of a word to

say. "Don't," he said, an injunction that seemed to cover everything.
Then, taking her hand and | ooping her armthrough his, he led her in
silence back to her hotel. At the entrance, he paused, |ooked down at

her and sm | ed.

"In five days, or maybe six," he said. She had already drawn hima map
so he woul d know exactly where to nmeet her. "I'Il see you at the
Corinni Muntains."

"Al'l right," she had replied, her voice alnpst a whisper. They were
the first words she'd spoken since he kissed her

He rel eased her hand and took a step backward. "Dream of me," he said,
and turned to walk rapidly away. Stunned and a little unsteady on her
feet, she had negotiated the marbl e | obby and the w de stairway, for
the first tinme realizing that her ankle was throbbing painfully. Once
she made it to her room she could think of nothing useful to do, so
she went to bed. It was only when one of the nearby clocks struck the
hour that she realized it was three in the norning.

Al'l eya slept on the beach for an hour and woke feeling much refreshed.
Two nore hours of easy flying took her to her destination: a small
conmunity on the very southwestern corner of Bethel. Maybe a hundred
and fifty people lived there in a haphazard collection of houses and
dormitories. But there were two roads: the fairly well-travel ed
coastal highway, and the smaller track that led to the nearest farns
and villages a fewniles to the northwest. The roads were inportant,
because the place lived on trade. Mst of the residents were naster
crafts people who wove the finest |ace outside of Lum naux. Even the
children learned the art at a very early age.

The community had grown since Alleya had been there last. There were
two new houses and what | ooked like a small store. Life appeared to be
thriving here in Chahiela, an Edori word neaning "silence." Never had
a pl ace been so appropriately naned.

Al leya |l anded a few yards away fromthe farthest outbuil ding and wal ked
slowy toward the center of the tiny town. It was |ate afternoon and
the inhabitants were milling about, this being their liveliest tine of
day, as they left their classroonms and workroonms and returned to their
dormitories or dwellings. Most of themlived in the four comuna
houses, divided by age and sex (girls, boys, nen, wonen). A few of the
instructors had private quarters which they shared with their

famlies.

And of course, Hope Wellin lived in a small house all by herself.
Al l eya had not advanced very far before soneone spotted her, and soon

she was at the center of a small, animated group of nen and wonen al
trying to conmuni cate with her at once. She |aughed and attenpted to



keep track of every question, every exclamation, but it was a hard
group to converse with. Mybe three-quarters of the inhabitants were
deaf; nost of the others were blind; some were both. Al of them had
| earned an intricate hand | anguage of Hope Wellin's devising, although
sone were nore fluent than others. Mst of the blind children could
verbalize as well, although--living here in this isolated, nostly
silent conmmunity-their speech was halting and oddly accented, hard to
understand. The flailing arnms and hi gh-pitched cries of astonishnment
were difficult to follow

"Yes, it is true, I amArchangel ... Oh, no, they treat me just as they
did before ... Acrown? No. Atiara? No, | just wear ny regul ar
clothes and ny bracelets ... Yes, it has been stornmng all over Bethel
In the other provinces, too. WlIl, | amdoing what | can ... The crop
prices? | don't know anything about the crop prices. How about the
price of lace? Are you selling what you make? ... And traffic has

been busy? That's good, I'mglad to hear that

Soneone tapped her boldly on the back, and she turned. These people
had known her since she was a child; they thought nothing of tugging on
her wing feathers or spinning her around to face them when t hey want ed
her attention. Thus she did not have the angel's customary sensitivity
about her wings; it did not enrage or upset her to have her feathers
stroked. Here, she had al ways been public property.

"Yes, Mara? You're |looking well," she said to the ol der woman who had
addressed her. Mara was one of the first inhabitants of Chahiela, a

| ace nmaker without peer, and born stone deaf. She was one of the few
resi dents who had never been able to hear Alleya's voice.

"Your nother?" Mara asked, weaving her fingers quickly into the
guestion. None of her inpatient sentences were conplete; Alleya al ways
had to interpret what she neant to say.

"Does nmy nother know I'm coming? No. | just happened to be flying
this way. 1|s she here?"

"Yes."

"I'n the house? 1'll go to her."

"House. "

"Thank you." She waved generally at the small crowd and began to edge
gently through their ranks. Sone of themfollowed, still bonbarding
her with questions. "W'Ill talk tomorrow. |'Il be here a day or two.

Yes, lovely to see you, too!"

Finally, she made it to the stone wal kway that led to the small gray
house where her nother lived. Were she herself had been born. Even
t hough her nother, neither blind nor deaf, could speak as well as any
worman, this was the quietest house Alleya had ever been in. As quiet
as the oracles' retreats--quieter, when her nother was angry and using
silence as her weapon. Alleya renenbered entire weeks in which they
did not exchange a word.

Bef ore she had gone two steps up the wal kway, the front door opened and
a small bundle of red hair and wi de snile came scranbling down the
path. "Alloo! Alloo!"™ the little girl cried out before flinging
herself into Alleya's arns. "Alloo! Here!"



"Deb-o-rah," Alleya chanted into her ear, hugging the small, squirning
body to her heart. "How s ny silly girl?"

Deborah pull ed back to watch Alleya's face as she spoke, but she kept
her small hands wrapped tightly around the angel's. "Cone to stay?"
she asked wistfully. Like many of the other children, Deborah was only
partially deaf; she could speak clearly enough to be understood, though
her sentences were often inconplete and idiosyncratic. It didn't stop
her from chattering continuously and unsel fconsci ously.

"Ch, sweetie, you know !l can't,"” Alleya replied. "lI'ma big inportant
person now | can only come home for visits."

"Archangel ," Deborah said. "Smartest angel in Samaria."

Al l eya |l aughed. "Well, | wish," she said ruefully. "Angel with the

nost troubles in Samaria."
"Too much rain," Deborah said, noddi ng sagaci ously.

Al l eya | aughed again. "Among other things. So how s your schooling
going? Are you learning your letters? Are you |learning your
nunber s?"

"Can read!" Deborah said proudly. "Hear ne? Read you story?"

"Yes, I'd love to. [I'Il come by the dormtonorrow or the next day, al
right? Wich story are you going to read ne?"

"Pick one. Be good one."
"Il look forward to it."

Deborah answered, but Alleya didn't catch the words. A novenent at the
front of the house had caught her attention, and she | ooked up to find
her mother framed in the doorway. Hope Wellin nodded when she saw she
had her daughter's attention. Alleya kissed Deborah on the top of her
flam ng head, then shooed her away toward the girls' dorm Not
hurrying about it, she made her way up the wal k.

"Hell o, Mother," she said when she got cl ose enough to come to a halt.
"I hope my timng isn't inconvenient. | need to make a trip to the
Corinni Muntains, and since | was so close--"

"It's good to see you, Alleluia," Hope said without rmuch expression
"How | ong are you stayi ng?"

"A day or two. Unless that's a problem"”

"Certainly not. It will be delightful,"” Hope replied coolly. "I see
you' ve already had a chance to visit wth Deborah."

"She | ooks like she is doing well. Howis she doing in her classes?"

"It's hard to make her settle down and concentrate, but she's
intelligent, so she learns quickly. She doesn't have much patience for
| ace nmaking but she doesn't mind nmenial chores, so we can al ways put
her to work. | think she could do quite well outside of Chahiela, if
she decides to | eave us when she's older. | have hopes for her."



Alleya smled. "Maybe she'll go to work in Velora some day. |1'd like
to have her near nme."

"She m sses you. She asks about you."
"I would like to come nore often, but these days--"

Hope abruptly turned and I ed the way into the house. "You have had
your troubles, | know. Cone inside. Tell ne what's happening at the
Eyrie. And all the gossip of Samaria."

So they spent a pl easant enough hour, nother and daughter, discussing
the state of the realm the worries over the weather, the effect of
Breven factories on Chahiela |ace, and the [atest events in the lives
of people they both knew. It was too nmuch to say that Hope was
cordial, but she was a little warmer than civil. |t was the best her
not her was capable of. Alleya let herself fall back into her old
fam liar patterns, answering what was asked, asking what seened
appropriate, and letting everything else slip away from her

During pauses in the conversation, she glanced around the house. It
had not changed nmuch in the twenty years that had passed since she had
lived here. The furniture | ooked new, and the wall tapestries had been
changed, but the colors were very close to the old ones. 1In one corner
of the room propped on a brass easel, was a faded painting of Hope's
parents and brother--all deaf, all dead, The brother had died quite
young, tranpled by a runaway horse he could not hear approaching. As
far as Alleya could tell, he was the only person Hope had ever truly

| oved. She tal ked about himvery little, but she had told All eya once,
"My brother could hear ne, as these children can hear you. He never
heard any voice but mne in his entire life." It was one of the few
times Alleya had been able to identify any enotion in her nother's

voi ce: grief.

"While you're here," Hope was saying, "it would be appreciated if you
were willing to sing."

"OfF course | will,"” Alleya said quickly. "lI'd be glad to." "There are
two new woren here--1 don't believe you' ve met them-and | think you

m ght be able to reach them One of them|ost her hearing when she was
alittle girl. The other has al ways been deaf. But | thought they

m ght hear your voice. So many do. It would nean a lot to them™

"I would be glad to try. Tonight?"

"Ch, no. Tonight I will keep you for nyself, and Mara and Seth and
Evan, who usually take dinner with ne. But tonorrow, if you would care
to attend some of the classes--"

"Certainly. And I'Il sing in the evening."

They talked a little longer, then parted so Alleya could freshen up
before the meal. She would stay in her old room of course, the bare
gray chamber with the narrow bed and the single w ndow whi ch never
seened to adnmit rmuch light. Standing nowin the mddle of that room
Al leya turned slowy, taking in its hard angles and cold features. It
was difficult to renenber if she had been happy or unhappy in this
room she'd had nothing to conpare it to, no outside life, no
privileged or destitute friends. It was just her life. She had not



known that she was strange, or shy, or special, because every other
child here was scarred or gifted or mained. They were all odd. She
had fit right in.

At the age of ten, given her choice, she never would have left.

At the age of thirty, knowi ng what she knew now, woul d she have chosen
to stay?

The next few days were an oasis of cal msunshine in what Alleya was
begi nning to consider her stormy life. She distributed her hours anong
t he various classroons of the deaf students, draw ng the children about
her in a circle. The ol der ones knew her from her past visits; some of
t he younger ones were awed at her presence and her great, gleam ng

wi ngs, but her smile won them over.

"I want all of you to pay close attention," she said in her first
session, saying the words al oud and al so naking the appropriate notions
wi th her hands. She had | earned the | anguage of silence |ong before
she had |l earned the nusic of the angels. "I want all of you to cover
your eyes with your hands."

Everyone did so; she continued talking. "I know all of you have
problems with your ears, but some of you can hear ny voice. Raise your
hands if you can hear ne speaking."

There was an incoherent rmurmur of amazenent fromthe students who were
unused to hearing any voice; nore than half the hands went up. Behind
her, Alleya heard the teacher's gasp of surprise. It gave her

confi dence.

"You can put your hands down now," she said. "Now |l'mgoing to sing a
little song. |If you can hear me, | want you to raise your other
hand. "

She chose a sinple nursery tune, pitched in the high, sweet key that
had al ways reached so many of the children in Chahiela. The ones who
had heard her speaking waved their hands in the air. The other
children, every one of them dropped their palnms fromtheir eyes and
leapt to their feet, staring at her in disbelief. She continued

si ngi ng, beckoning them cl oser

"Can you hear me, can you hear ne?" she crooned as they crowded around
her, reaching out with their small, wondering fingers to touch her

lips, her throat. "Yes, you can. Yes, you can. Hear Alleya singing,
hear Alleya singing. Cap your hands. C ap your hands."

They appl auded crazily, happily, calling out indistinct words of
guestion and excitenment. She hushed themw th her gestures, and sang
the rest of her words, setting themto different, always lilting

t unes.

"Let's count our nunbers fromone to ten," Alleya sang, holding up the
fingers of her left hand. "One ... two ... three ... four ..." They
listened intently, for nmost of them had never heard these syllables
before, and held up their own fingers along with her. Wen she
finished with nunmbers, she went through the al phabet, and then she
random y began naming objects in the room dress, boat, book, flower.
Sone of the children began pointing to thensel ves, which at first
Al l eya did not understand.



"They want you to nane them" the teacher nurnured in her ear

"Tell me their names." And as the woman introduced each child, Alleya
sang the nanes back. The | ooks that crossed the small, engrossed faces
were indescribable. Alleya felt her heart contract with a strange
conbi nati on of sorrow and el ation

It was the same in the other classroons, though she was not successful

i n reaching everyone. Three of the youngest children, who were both
blind and deaf, did not even know that Alleya was singing. Two of the
ol der, teenage boys (who | ooked as if they resented | earni ng anything
and didn't care about hearing their names sung by a stranger) either
did not hear her or refused to acknow edge that they did. Mar& who had
never responded to Alleya's voice, shook her head regretfully when the
angel sang to her again.

But the others heard her--heard her and were noved, deli ghted,

thrilled, thunderstruck. It gave Alleya a fierce pleasure--a
gratification so intense that she knew it nust be vanity, and should be
repressed--to touch so many people with such a sinple skill.

"Not my gift, Jovah, but thine," she whispered once, and she knew it
was true. But it was the gift of Jovah's that she nost cheri shed.

In the evening, she was the centerpiece of a gala entertainnent that
started with a feast, was followed by charades and ended with her
performance. As she stepped up to the makeshift dais, facing the

di sordered chairs clustered in a fewtight rows, she was gripped with a
monent's stage fright. Even in Chahiela, where she had sung her whole
life, it panicked her to be the center of attention. But the sight of
her mother, cool and waiting at the back of the room cal med her down;
and her glinpse of Deborah, wiggling inpatiently in her chair, nade
her laugh. She took a deep breath and began to sing.

In such a mxed group, it was hard to know what woul d pl ease nost, so
she sang a little of everything--the solos fromtwo of the sacred
masses, a handful of lullabies, two of the Edori ballads that had stuck
in her head well enough for her to renenber them now, even a couple of
t he popul ar tunes that she had overheard in Vel ora and Lum naux. Every
sel ection was greeted with extravagant appl ause, but, even nore
telling, no one rustled or whispered or even nmoved whil e she was
actually singing. It was such a rare gift, such an exotic pleasure
that she offered them clearly, they did not want to miss a note.

She sang till the children began to |l ook tired, and then she presented
a final nunber. When she nade a little bowto signify that she was
done, the protest was so clanorous that she offered a quick, upbeat
encore. Even this did not quiet some of the nore vehement protests,
but Hope Wellin had already come to her feet, and now she made her way
to the stage besi de her daughter.

"Tormorrow, " she spelled out with her fingers. "Alleya will sing for us
again in the evening." And with this, everyone was forced to be
content. At any rate, no one had the nerve to dispute her; no one ever
di d.

Al l eya stayed behind with her nother and sone of the staff to
straighten up the roomafter the crowd had enptied out. One of the
worren (Al l eya thought she was a cook) approached her somewhat shyly as



Al l eya arranged chairs against the wall.

"I just wanted you to know-I1've been able to hear every day of ny
life, and |I've never heard anything so beautiful as your voice," the
worman said. "l can't imagine what it nust have been like to these
peopl e, never hearing a single sound and then suddenly--you singing. |
know | saw two wonen crying. "

"Ch, thank you--you're so kind," Alleya said, stamering. She was both
pl eased and enbarrassed by the conplinent. "But sone of them have
heard me sing before, though I haven't been back for nonths. So it
wasn't their first tinme."

"It may as well have been," the wonan said. "I felt like |I had been
deaf all ny life when | first heard you sing. That until | heard your
voice, | had only known silence."

It's because you live in Chahiela, where the world is nostly silent,
Al l eya wanted to say, but it seened undiplomatic, especially with her
not her standing so close. "lI'mglad you enjoyed mny singing," she said
instead. "And I'll sing again tonorrow "

"Il be right here.™

The next two days passed in essentially the sane nanner, with Alleya
nmovi ng from classroomto classroomduring the day, and giving a
cappel l a concerts at night. The teachers had quickly thought of ways
to take advantage of her gift, and devised | esson plans with which she
could serenade the students. It felt alittle silly to be singing of
mul tiplication and plant biology, but then, sone of the prayers she
sang to Jovah were |laced with technical |anguage that was far from
poetic, and those never felt foreign in her mouth. She willingly
obliged the teachers.

It was late in the third day of her visit before she finally nmade good
her promise to conme to Deborah's dormitory roomfor a story. Al the
other little girls canme running up happily when Alleya entered the
room though they were not so eager to hear Deborah reading. So Alleya
prom sed to sing themall a lullaby before she left, and they scattered
back to their toys while she visited with Deborah

"This is a story ... about a tall man," Deborah began sonmewhat
hal ti ngly, painstakingly reading every word, every pronoun, every
article. She had waited for Alleya to get confortable, then perched on
the angel's lap like a cat who knew it had every right to be there.
Al l eya cl osed her wings around both of them sheltering themin a white
cocoon, and bowed her head over Deborah's.

"He was so tall ... his head ... barely fit on the page," the little
girl continued. She pointed at the illustration of a thin man whose
dark hair grazed the top margin of the printed book, then glanced back
to make sure Alleya was smling. "He was ... so very tall ... no one
could see ... the color of his eyes."

It was a childish story, actually a little tedious, but Alleya |istened
with great patience all the way through. "Very good! You're reading
so well!" she exclai med when Deborah was finally done. "You nust be
studying hard and practicing every night."

"Most nights," Deborah amended. She wrinkled her nose. "Hard to be



good. "

"Quite true. Although if you practice being good, it becones
easier."”

"That why Alloo Archangel ? Good?"

Al'l eya winkled her own nose in response, maki ng Deborah | augh. "I

think I'm Archangel because Jovah can hear ny voice," she said. "Just
like you and all the other little girls can hear me when they can't
hear anybody el se. Jovah picked me because he can hear ne." She

si ghed, addi ng under her breath, "Or because he used to be able to hear
ne."

Debor ah, unexpectedly, caught that final coment. "Jovah not hear
Al 00?"
"Sometines he does. | thi--sonetines he doesn't."

"Jovah blind too?"

Al l eya | aughed. "What? | don't know. | don't think so." Deborah put
her fingers up to Alleya's face and began tappi ng out the sl ow,
conpl i cated | anguage Hope Wellin had invented to communicate with
children who could neither hear nor see. Alleya had to concentrate to
renmenber what each separate symbol neant, but Deborah's nessage was
simple: "H, Jovah." Alleya |aughed.

"Silly girl," she said, whuffling her breath into the flyaway red
hai r.

"I's that what you think I should say to the god?"

Debor ah nodded. "Maybe how talk to Jovah," she said. "Can't hear
can't see. Touch face."

Al l eya rested her chin on the bright head, thinking a minute. "I don't
know where Jovah's face is," she said finally, sighing, "O | m ght
give it atry."

Two days later, Alleya left Chahiela. Everyone turned out to see her
of f, which was a little unnerving but spared her the ordeal of a
private farewell with her nother. They had said formal goodbyes over
breakfast, of course, Hope wi shing her well in her future endeavors.

"Do you plan to cone to the oria?" Alleya asked

Hope | ooked surprised. "I don't believe |I've ever been to one. Why?"
Al l eya spread her hands. "Well, as Archangel, 1'Il be leading the

si ngi ng--"

"Ch. O course. | hadn't realized that. Let me think about it. |If
everything is going well here, | just might. Wenis it, now?"

"When it always is," Alleya said gently. "At the spring equinox."

"That's just a few months away. Well, I'11 try.

And that had been the high point of their conversation. So Alleya was



just as glad to have Deborah crying and clinging to her, and Mara
huggi ng her carefully, and the others--children and adults--crowdi ng
cl ose to wave goodbye and hope that she cane back soon

But she still was not sorry to |eave.

And she still was nore excited than she could believe to be heading for
her assignation in the Corinni Mountains.

It took her half a day to fly there, a straight, untroubl ed journey.
The good weat her was still holding; maybe Jovah had a special fondness
for this corner of the world. Maybe he read her own nood and, for
once, was responding to her desires before she had even voiced t hem

O maybe the skies could hold no nore rain, not a drop, not in any

cl ouds over the whole of Samaria. |In any case, she flew in sunshine
and felt joyous.

And late in the afternoon, when the sun was its nost gol den and nost
supi ne, she landed at the foot of the Corinni Muntains. at the base
of the peak that sheltered Hagar's Tooth. And there, canped like a
gypsy before a small fire, sat Caleb Augustus. waiting. He had his
hands to his forehead as if to shield his eyes fromglare, and she

t hought he had been protecting hinself fromthe sun, but he did not
drop his hands as she came closer; and she realized that she was the
bri ght source, the shining Iight he was afraid to | ook at too I ong. And
then he dropped his hands and sniled at her, generating his own

i ncandescence, and she knew a craven inmpulse to hide her eyes as well,
for he was too |um nous to gaze upon, and she was afraid of what she
m ght see.

Chapt er Sixteen

Cal eb had passed a singul arly unpl easant two weeks and had al npst
forgotten what it was |like to have sonmething to | ook forward to or
something to fondly renenber. First, the trip back from Breven had
consi sted of hours of wetched tediumrelieved only by nonents of
enotional stress. And the first few days back in Lum naux had been
spent struggling to untangl e a mess anot her engi neer had created in the
hone of one of the wealthiest bankers of the city. Normally the
chal | enge of the project would have conpensated for its high irritation
factor, but for whatever reason, even his work held little appeal for
Cal eb these days. He was hard put to say why; or rather, he knew well
enough why his mnd wandered and his soul was discontented, but he
chose not to think about it any nore often than he had to.

Daily, hourly, mnute by mnute.

In fact, he had spent nost of his time on the unconfortable drive back

from Breven daydrean ng about the Archangel. Well, she had prom sed to
see him again; she had seemed to nean it; they would go to sone snall
cabaret and talk late into the night, till the other patrons

di sappeared and the nusicians laid aside their scores and the waiters
refused to serve themnmore wine. Then they would wal k through the
deserted city streets (sometinmes he pictured blue Lum naux, sonetines
sparkling Velora), talking endlessly. It was astonishing the nunber of
things he had to tell her. He practiced themall

He wondered if he would dare to kiss her. He wondered if she would
allowit. He wondered if he would survive the experience.



Enj oyabl e as these nusings were, they could not conpletely counteract

t he physical wetchedness of the trip itself. First, it rained every
day, all day, on the cold journey back. Half-a-dozen times, he or Noah
accidentally steered the Beast off the hidden road, and then there was
much cursing and exasperation as they strained to find their way again.
The first time, there was no budgi ng the hul ki ng vehicle out of the nud
until they created a nakeshift ranp out of split |ogs and forced the
rear wheels to back along these until they were once nore in contact
with the road. After that, they made sure to carry the logs with them
and employ themin every energency. Still, each halt was

ti me-consumi ng and frustrating, and no one's tenper was easy.

Conditions did not inprove nmuch once they left the Jansai road behind,
al t hough, after they'd cleared the sodden desert, the terrain was
rockier and a little easier for the spiked wheels to grip. But they
made horrible time. Mre often than not, if late afternoon brought

t hem anywhere near a snmall town, Delilah would insist that they stop
for the night, and neither of the men could think of a reasonable
objection. They were no |onger on a schedule, and they were no | onger
being followed by a rescue teamof Edori. It could take themthe rest
of the year to get honme, and it would matter to no one. But the stops
caused themto | ose nore tine.

The physical disconfort of the trip was conpounded by the enotiona

m sery of the passengers--or at |east of Noah. It was not hard to tel
that the Edori and the angel had had a di sagreenent shortly after they
left Breven, and that Delilah was determined not to all ow Noah to patch
things up. During Caleb's stints at the wheel, though he tried not to
listen, he could hear the | ow sounds of urgent argunent going on in the
conpartnent behind him Noah's voice ranged fromangry to pleading;
Delilah's was sonetinmes sharp, sonetines derisive, but npost often

i npl acable. Not w shing to get involved in these quarrels, Caleb drove
as long as he could stand it, till his arms ached and his | egs were too
heavy to nove fromthrottle to brake.

When they stopped, Noah would silently take his place on the front

seat, sometines |ooking so grimand haggard that it was all Caleb could
do to keep fromasking himif he were ill. Once, when Noah's face
appeared particularly pale, Caleb felt his own anger rising as he
clinmbed in beside the angel.

"What are you doing to hin?" he demanded wi thout preanble. "Torturing
him" was the instant response. She |ooked at himw th her dark

fat hom ess eyes, and appeared | azy and unrenorseful. "Wuld you like a
little pain, too? |'msure | could make you suffer.™

"You coul d make anybody suffer,"”
poi nt ?"

he said nmore quietly. "Wat's the

"Everybody suffers,"” she replied. "It's a way of equalizing."
"What are you fighting about?" Cal eb asked.

She | aughed incredul ously, as if she could not believe he woul d expect
an answer. "Wy do any lovers fight?" she nocked him

Her use of the word enbarrassed him canceled the sentence on his
tongue. "You could be kinder to him" Caleb said at last. "He is a
good man and he deserves gentl eness."



"I ambeing kind to him" she said dryly. "If you only knew" More
than that she would not say, and he gave up the effort. It was too
exhausting to shout over the roar of the notor, trading barbed coments
and elliptical replies. He waited for Noah to draw him aside at sone
canpsite, pour out his heart and beg for advice, but the Edori kept his
own counsel. And Caleb could not bring hinself to ask

He had his own guesses, of course; and one night, rmuch against his
will, he learned that he was right. It was the first day on which the
rain had seemed | ess onerous, perhaps even internmittent, and they had
pushed on as late as possible while travel conditions were passable.
They camped that night close to the Hel doras, close enough to find
rocky cave formations to serve as shelter for the night. They were
able to build a fire and spread their blankets on a dry surface; and
this passed for high luxury on this part of the trip. Despite the
silence of his conpanions, Caleb felt his spirits rise during dinner
He was al nrost warm he was al nost dry, and he was al nost asleep. Life
seenmed al nost good.

He unrolled his blanket close to the fire and fell asleep within

m nutes of stretching out. It was an hour or two later that he was
awakened by the sound of |ow voices |locked in intense battle. By the
time he realized he was wi tnessing another argunent, he had heard
enough to convince himhe should pretend to still be sleeping. A though
he thought both of themwere too angry to care if he heard every word

t hey sai d.

"It's crazy, and you know it's crazy," Noah was saying as Caleb swamto
consciousness. "It's a death wish, pure and sinple."

"Dear Noah, surely you can't have so little faith in your friends
abilities to sail the seas," she said in a |light, alnost teasing
Voi ce.

"Why have you hel ped themif you doubt them so much?"

"Because | love them and this is what they want to do," he said. "But

even they know their chances of survival are very slim"
"They seenmed quite confident when | was there."

"Not confident! Fatalistic! They don't care if they die! |Is that the
death you want, crashing apart in sone stormy ocean, all that cold

wat er cl osing over your head? |s that what you want? O worse,
starving to death, when your food runs out, or dying of thirst? How
can you choose that death? How can you choose deat h?"

"It's romantic and strange, and | have had not hi ng but weariness and

monotony for too long," she said, still lightly, still as if she cared
about nothing she said, nothing he felt. "And there's always the
possibility of finding the mracle at the end of the voyage. | would

hazard a lot for the chance to see Ysral."

"You don't give a damm about Ysral. Al you care about--the god al one
knows what you care about. You don't care about yourself, that's for
certain. You don't care about ne."

"How do we come to be tal king about you agai n?" she nocked him "Is
that what this conversation has been about all al ong?"



"You know | |ove you," Noah said desperately. "You know | would give
my life for you. Wiy isn't that enough for you? To know that someone
| oves you? Why can't that make you happy? Tell me what you want and
will giveit to you."

"Gve me ny wings back," she said instantly. "Mke nme fly."

"I can try that," he said steadily. "Caleb and I--"

She | aughed al oud, making no attenpt to muffle the sound.

"You and Cal eb! You're boys playing with tools you don't even
understand. The god al one could restore nme, and he has chosen not to.
Don't offer me any pronises to make nme happy. It can't be done."

"But why this trip?" Noah demanded, his voice angui shed. "Wy Ysral?
Why should | let you die that way?"

"Because you love ne and this is what | want to do," she said, her
tones slightly nore gentle. "You have nothing to say about it, you
know. You cannot stop ne."

"I'f I cannot stop you," he said, "then | will cone with you."
"No," she said sharply. "I won't have you on that ship."
"Why not?" he asked with renewed energy. "Wy should you be all owed

to die if | cannot choose to die by your side?"

"Because | don't want you with ne," she said flippantly. "Not on the
ship to Ysral--not when we return to Lum naux."

There was a long, crackling silence. "You can prevent ne from seeing
you again in Lum naux," Noah said calmy. "But you cannot keep nme from
boar di ng one of those ships."

"You can't go," she said inperiously. "I won't have it."

"Why? Why shouldn't | nake the journey? | too would like to see
Ysral. | will nake this pilgrimage with ny friends."

"You," she said scornfully. "You have too nmuch to live for. Too nany

unreal i zed dreams. There is no reason for you to tenpt death Iike
that. You won't go."

“IowillL"

"You won't," she repeated, but now her voice was edged with panic.
Noah must have shrugged. "I don't see how you can stop nme." She took
a deep breath, seenming to draw up any reserves of honesty she had. It
was as if she played the only winning card in her hand, as if she
stopped, for a nmonent, toying with his heart. "l can tell you--that
the only thing of beauty I |eave behind in this world is you. | can
tell you that you are all that has kept me alive this long. | can tel
you that it's the only thing that matters to me at all, know ng that
you are still alive, and well, and happy. And surely, for ny sake, you
will not risk yourself on this terrible journey."

"I'f you die, I will die," he said sinply. "If you board that ship, |



wi Il stand beside you."
"I'f you board that ship,"” she said, "I will not go."

"Fair enough," he said, and his voice was rel axed, al nost amiable. "I

will go in your stead, if that means you will stay behind and live."
"No!" she cried. "I will not accept that!"

"Your choice," he said. "I sail with you, or without you if it keeps
you safe. You will not |leave for Ysral w thout ne."

"And I will not leave for Ysral with you," she said grimy. "If you
sail without nme, knowthat | will find sone other way to destroy
nmyself. | can do it, you know -1 can travel out to the Heldoras or the

Corinnis and fling nyself off some mountain peak. But | needn't go
that far! There are nedicines, you can find themin Lum naux, that
turn a long sleep into the | ongest sleep, that ease you painlessly
across the threshold of death--"

There was a sudden sharp report; Caleb realized with a shock that Noah
had sl apped the angel. "Not another word," he said om nously. "Don't
say that again, do you hear ne? Don't think it. Don't say it. Death
is your enerny, you ridiculous child. Don't try to nmake hi myour
friend."

"He is ny best friend," she whispered, her voice muffled. Caleb
i magi ned that she held her hand to her mouth while her w de eyes stared
at the Edori. "And you cannot change that by w shing."

After that, there was total silence, but Caleb was fairly sure that no
one in the cave slept that night. Certainly he was unable to fall back
asl eep, and his conpanions stirred restlessly for the hours of darkness
that remained. |In the norning, they rose to a renewed onsl aught of
rain and skies colored an unrelenting gray. No one spoke as they broke
canp and wearily clanbered back into the Beast. There was nothing |eft
to say.

So that had been the trip; and in the follow ng week, Caleb had seen
very little of either Noah or Delilah. Whether they saw each ot her at
all, he did not ask. He did not know how to counsel either one, so he
did not lay hinself open to requests for advice.

The few times he went to Seraph, Noah was not present. Delilah's
repertoire had changed radically; the songs she perforned now were
upbeat, optimstic, adventurous, ballads about great deeds acconplished
and victories won. She seened, for the first tine since he had known
her, to be genuinely happy. It was hard to believe that this was the
worman who had so forthrightly enbraced the pronise of death. But

per haps she was happy because she felt finally free--free of pain, of
sel f-1oathing, of despair. He could not quarrel with her neans of

achi eving that freedom

To find Noah, Caleb had to stroll out to the Edori camp and induce
Thomas or Sheba or one of his other friends to invite himto dinner
Noah was usually there, invariably glad to see him always interested

i n hearing about his engineering projects; but it was not the outgoing,
cheerful Noah he had al ways known. This man was reserved, thoughtful
det er mi ned.



"You're really going to go, aren't you?" Caleb finally asked hi mone
ni ght when the two of themwere the only ones left around the dying

canpfire. "You're going to make the journey to sea."
"To Ysral. Yes. |I'mfinishing up ny jobs here and taking on no new
conmissions. |'ll be ready within three weeks."

Cal eb shrugged. "You know all ny arguments."”
Noah | ooked at himand smiled. "And you know ny reasons,"”
"And if she won't let you go--7?"

"Nothing will keep her from boarding that ship. You know that, So |I'm
goi ng, too. Wo knows? Perhaps we'll find the pronised |and."

"I'f I could only know for sure if you were alive or dead ..

"Who knows anything for sure? Sooner or later, Yovah brings all of us
hone. You, nme, all of us. [1'Il watch for you fromthe circle of
Yovah's arns."

It was an Edori farewell; Caleb knew the proper response. "And till |
arrive, whisper kindly of ne in his ear.”

So he had had nothing to brighten his days until he came back to his
apartment one evening to find a brief note fromthe Archangel. His
heart made a clunmsy pirouette under his ribs, knocking awkwardly into
his bones; he truly forgot the sinple requirenents for breathing.
Surely she nmust have cone for some reason other than to see him Not
that it mattered. She was here.

And, as he learned later that night, she needed him She could hardly
have franmed a request he woul d have refused, but this one intrigued
him and he was glad to agree to help her. However, the intervening
six days were intermnable, two in Lum naux and four on the road; he
had not thought the hours could creak by at such an excruciating

pace.

O course, he had one brilliant menory to sustain him and he relived
it on a pretty nuch continuous basis for each of those six days. In
fact, sometimes he thought he m ght have dreaned the kiss, hallucinated
about it, invented it in his disordered brain.

But when he saw her next, would she allow a second kiss? He and his
borrowed horse arrived at the rendezvous a few hours before Alleluia.
Cal eb unl oaded his nount and prepared a nmeal. The horse was an Edori
mare and should not stray far fromthis point if Caleb wasn't gone nore
than two days. So he had been told, anyway. He didn't trust animals;
they had minds of their own. A machine would be nuch nore likely to
stay where he left it.

Then again, a nal functioning machi ne was what had brought himto this
neeting place, so perhaps he should be a little less blithe.

He had just finished his neal when he caught a glinpse of novenent on
the western horizon. Hi s traitorous heart started up again, performng
its breathless gyrations. Yes, it was an angel; it was Alleya. She
seened to carry the sun on her back. Her blond head was hal oed with
light, and her wi ngs seened to brush color and glitter into the sky



with every one of their downward strokes. It hurt to | ook at her, but
t here was nowhere el se he could possibly turn his eyes. He practiced
smling, he reviewed all the dial ogue he had | aboriously constructed
over the past few days. In the end, he just stood there stupidly as
she touched her feet gracefully to the ground and wal ked toward him
"You must have traveled fast," she said, an ordinary greeting, snmling
at himbut not as if it was causing her any great effort. "I thought I
woul d certainly be here before you."

He smiled back, and nost of his dizziness left him "Edori horse," he
said, and his voice sounded calm quite reasonable. "Bred for
travel ."

"Can we just leave it here while we go up in the nountains?"

"That's the theory. 1've been told she'll be here when | get back
Are you hungry? 1've got food left over,"
"Ch--not now. But once we've nmade the clinb, | mght be."

It was easier and easier to talk to her; then again, it was what he had
been born to do. "How high do we have to go, anyway?" "Up the
nmountain. | think it takes several hours."

"We'd better get started then. Can | carry anything for you?"
"Ch, no. | can manage. But thanks."

So they turned their attention to the rocky slopes that formed the base
of the nountain and, after a little study, determ ned where the trai
must lie. Alleya led the way at a brisk but reasonabl e pace, and the
exerci se hel ped counteract the winter chill. The higher they clinbed,
the nore defined the trail becane, and within a fewniles, it narrowed
to a track no nore than a couple of yards wide. Both sides were |ined
with rusting iron stakes, higher than a man's head and ground to a
point at the top.

"What are these?" Caleb finally asked, pointing.

She gl anced behind her with a grin. "Didn't | tell you about those?
When Hagar had this place built, she nmade it as inaccessible to angels
as possible. You can see that no angels could | and anywhere al ong the
pat h, because their wi ngspan is too great--their feathers would be

pi erced. Look," she added, and cane to a halt. She shook out her

wi ngs, which she had fol ded behind her for the hike, and let themlie
on the path behind her. Sure enough, the trailing edge of each | anded
a few inches behind the base of the slimrods.

"As | understand it, all the grounds around the house are ~ded with
stakes just like these. It would be folly for an angel try to I and
there. VWhich was the point. Hagar didn't want her husband or anyone
el se dropping in on her without an invitation. She liked the idea that
Uiel had to conme clinbing up the nountain Iike any lowy petitioner if
he wanted to see her here."

"And did he ever make the effort?"

Al l eya | aughed and resumed wal king. "According to the stories, he did.
They were al ways argui ng, and she was always | eaving him so he



continually had to cone here to fetch her."

"I"'msurprised he went to the trouble,"” Caleb observed. "She sounds
like a difficult woman."

"Ch, by all accounts she was, but fromeverything i've read, ny
synpathies are with Hagar. Uriel cones across as hot headed and sel fish
and domi neering. Not an easy man to live with."

"Why was he made Archangel, then, if he was so hateful ?"

"Uncommon | eadership skills. The ability to inspire men. You have to
renenber, they were the first people on Samaria. Trying to
establish--everything. Do everything. Build cities. Build ange

hol ds. Learn howto farmthe land. It nust have been very rough
You' d need sonmeone a little autocratic to hold everything together."

They didn't talk nuch after that exchange; they needed their breath and
their strength for the clinb. The pathway narrowed still nore as they
ascended, causing Alleya to fold her wings back so tightly they trailed
on the ground behind her. Walking a few paces behind, Cal eb watched
the gl eam ng white edge feathers as they played through the dirt,

ski pped over exposed roots and disl odged tiny rocks. No nud and no
debris clung to them nothing dinmed their radi ance.

They halted twi ce for short breaks, to take sips of water and catch
their breath. The sun was quite low in the sky when they trudged up
the final rise and broke through to a sort of clearing. Well, there
was a house still standing and what | ooked |ike the rains of two or

t hree gardens, but the general undergrowth of the surrounding hillside
had certainly encroached on what once was civilized ground. Scattered
around the edges of the clearing, and dotting the gardens and the

pat hways, were nore of the netal spikes. Angels not wel cone here

i ndeed.

"Hagar's Tooth," Alleya said, stepping forward again after a long
pause. "lLet's take a look."

In the imredi ate grounds, there was not nuch to see, except cultivated
flowers run wild, a cheerful little streamthat wound its way tightly
around t he house and then bubbl ed away down the nountain, and one or
two small outbuildings that nmay have served for storage. The door to
t he house was unl ocked, and they entered cautiously.

"Spiders inside, | would guess,"”
Snakes. "

Al'leya said. "Mce. Mybe rats.

"Mountain cats. Bears."
"Too wel |l -built. But I'll bet there's little creatures.”

There were no i medi ate signs of aninmals or rodents, though there were
pl enty of cobwebs clinging to the walls in the first roomthey entered.
They nmoved fromroomto roomto find each one covered with dust but
seem ng somehow pristine and uncluttered, each room was sparsely
furnished with a few tables or chairs, or a bed and an arnoire; but
everyt hing | ooked | ovingly chosen and precisely placed.

Al leya stood in the mddle of one of the bedroonms and did a slow turn
to take in the plain mirror, the single decorative hanging on the wall.



"It's strange," she said softly, as if thinking aloud. "Qbviously,
this place has been neglected for years but it still seems--clean, and
serene, and cared for. There's sonething soothing about it. It's

al nrost |ike Mount Sinai--a place of calmand quiet, away fromthe rest
of the world."

"I wouldn't have put it that way,"
what you nean. | like it here.”

Cal eb answered, "but | know exactly

"So do I."

Exploring farther, they stunbled across a cedar closet which seened to
have been effectively closed against insects and small marauders.

I nside were bl ankets and pillows and wonen's clothes, all apparently
unnol est ed.

"Someone was a good housekeeper," Alleya observed. "Sonething to sleep
on tonight," Cal eb said.

They squandered their daylight hours investigating; it was full dark
before they had fini shed | ooking over the house. "Wich was stupid of
us, since now we can't start |ooking around for the thing we canme here
to find," Alleya remarked

"There's always tonorrow norning," Caleb said. "Anyway, it mght take
us days to find. W don't even know what we're |ooking for."

"No," she sighed. "O what to do with it if we find it."

The I ong day and the physical exercise had made both of them hungry, so
they went to the kitchen and took stock of their rations. Each of them
had brought enough food to last a couple of days and they instantly
agreed to share itens so that there was nore variety for both.

They wor ked together to clean enough of the kitchen to nake it usabl e,
building a fire in the large fireplace to heat their food. Alleya
found candles in a range of sizes and, lighting them placed them al
around the small room Their flickering opal |ight gave the rooma
festive air.

"You forget how nice candlelight can be," she said. "At the Eyrie, of
course, everything is gaslight."

"And in the cities, it's all becoming electricity," Caleb said. "But I
like alittle candlelight now and then. More ronantic."

It had been a cal culated remark. She threw hima warning | ook, but
then her face softened to a snmile

"Now i f we only had wi ne and soft nusic," she said.

"I"ve got the wine," he said. "And you could sing."

"I"mnot singing," she said automatically. "You brought wine? Al the
way from Lumi naux?"

"I thought we mght need it."

Anot her one of those |ooks, followed by a laugh. "Well, we night enjoy

it," she said primy. "But we won't need it."



It was, all in all, one of the pleasantest evenings Cal eb had ever
spent. They sat at the snmall table in the gaily lit kitchen, eating
of f di shes supplied by some | ong-ago angelica, sipping their w ne

wi thout noticing it, eating their food without tasting it. They

tal ked. Caleb recounted in nore detail the tale of his trip to Breven
and back. Alleya told himabout her visit with her nother and then
natural ly segueing to the topic, about growing up in Chahiela. That
prompted Caleb to rem ni sce about his own chil dhood, | earning
scientific theory at his father's side, |earning sinple human
courtesies fromhis frail but determ ned nother. Their conversation
was thoughtful, unhurried, built half of nenories and hal f of
observations, and Cal eb had never felt so conpletely in tune with

hi nsel f or anot her human bei ng.

It was obvious that Alleya felt it, too, that she gave herself up to

t he pl easure of that conversation, but only for a couple of hours. He
could tell when she realized that she nmust halt this intimcy or |ose
herself in it conpletely, for she gave hima bright smle and seened to
draw a polite veil across her face.

"Well! This has been delightful, | know, but after all we didn't cone
here just to tal k about our parents,"” she said, rising to her feet and
begi nning to gather up the dishes. "I don't know about you, but |'m

exhausted. Wiy don't | clean up in here, and you see if you can pick
out some clean bl ankets to make up the beds?"

He wanted to protest, but he didn't want to alarmher. They would be
here nmuch of tonorrow, nost likely; he m ght even have anot her evening
like this in store for him A plea now would only put her nore on
guard for the duration of the visit.

"Very well," he said instead. "Wich bedroomdo you want ?"

"Ch, the one with the blue wall hanging, | think."

"I"ll take the one with the big wooden bedstead. 1'll see what | can
find for us to sleep on."

In another thirty mnutes or so, they were settling thenmselves in for
the night and promising to wake early in the nmorning. Caleb waited for
t he sound of her door closing, then stretched hinmself out on his bed,
wonderi ng what odd sequence of events had led himto this place, this
evening, this conmpany. Not that he was conplaining. At the nonent he
could not think of a place he'd rather be, a person he'd rather be
with. He turned on his side, prepared to spend a wakeful night wi shing
he was closer to that sane person, and fell instantly asleep

Al l eya was awake before he was in the norning, and he scranbled to
catch up, eating and dressing as quickly as he could. Wen he joined
her outside a few mnutes later, he found her prowing through the

rui ned gardens. She straightened as he approached her and wrinkl ed her
nose in a fatalistic smle.

"No |listening device here," she said. "I didn't think there would
be. "

"Where do you think we should begin | ooki ng?" Caleb asked. She
hesitated, and did one slow pivot, inspecting the grounds. It was a
rare, glorious day; the sun, |ooking big and | azy, nade just enough



effort to spin a silken cocoon of warnth around them Every rocky
outcrop, every nossy log, looked rich with possibility.

"Well, we didn't find anything in the house," she said. "I'd say we
start in the near gardens and work our way outward. See how far we
get."

"Has it occurred to you," he asked, "that this |listening device m ght
be hidden or buried? O soneplace conpletely inaccessible?"

"Ch, it's occurred to ne," she said wyly. "But all we can do is
| ook."

Look they did for the rest of the norning, noving in ever-w dening
circles around the perineter of the grounds. Caleb had given sone

t hought to what they were seeking, and he considered it unlikely that

it had, in fact, been buried (because why stop up your artificial ears
with rock and dirt?), though he assumed it nust be in sone protected
place. And if it had been here since the founding of Samaria, some 650
years ago, it was unlikely to have been snugged under the protruding
roots of even the nost ancient tree (where Alleya persisted in
looking). No, it was hidden in a small cave or installed in sonme stone
housing, if it was here at all, and so Caleb turned his attention to
rocky outcrops and tunbl es of boul ders.

They stopped once for a quick lunch, then resumed their search. They
were now about a mle fromthe house and coul d choose either to go up
toward the stony peak or down the overgrown nountain.

"What do you think?" Alleya asked.

"Up," Caleb replied without hesitation

She seened willing to trust him but asked, "Wy?"
He smiled. "Coser to Jovah," he said.

She sm | ed back. "As good a reason as any."

So they made their way slowy up the nountain, where the greenery grew
nore and nore sparse and the little stone caverns grew nore and nore
nunerous. Twenty nen diligently searching for a week could not have

| ooked inside all the possible hiding sites, Caleb thought in sone

di sgruntlenent. |If they were to find anything, it would be through
sheer | uck.

He heard Alleya, a few yards away fromhim give a tired laugh. "She
even thought angels mght try to land here," Alleya said.

Cal eb gl anced over at her with a frown. "Wat? Wo?" Alleya pointed
to a slimmetal spike protruding froma cluster of rocks about twenty
yards above them "See? Another one of the pointed rods. Al the way
out here."

Cal eb gl anced behind them trying to renenber where he had | ast seen
one of Hagar's lethal angel deterrents. Yards away, maybe half a nile
"I don't think she's the one who placed that," he said slowy. "It
doesn't look like the others."

Al l eya shaded her eyes. "You're right. 1t's thinner. Shorter. Not



so sharp-looking." She |ooked back at Caleb. "Wat do you think it
is, then?"

He noved toward it cautiously, since the rocky slope did not offer easy
footing. "Flag, nmaybe. Tell people where sonething was buried. O
maybe- - "

n \Mat ?u

He sought a better handhol d and shook his head. "W don't know much
about noise and how it travels," he said. "Mybe it's something that
facilitates the transm ssion of sound."

She caught her breath. "The |istening device."
"Vell, let's see.”

Once they arrived at their destination, they had nore work ahead of
them for the root of the thin nmetal rod was buried deep under a pile
of heavy stone. Wbrking together, the man and the angel lifted and

| aid aside twelve or fifteen boul ders which had obviously been
carefully selected and arranged to create a small, well-protected
cairn. Caleb considered hinmself a fit man, but the angel's strength
was greater than his own; she could carry heavy rocks that his own
muscl es coul d not have supported. She worked beside himtirelessly for
the full hour it took to open the crypt.

"I see sonething," she said once, breathlessly, when about half the
rocks had been renoved.

"You have been gifted with special vision as well?" he panted.

"What? No, look, can't you see it? It looks |like sonething silver.
And it's--1 can see a blue light glowing on top of it--"

So could Cal eb, now that he peered nore deternminedly into the little
cave. They redoubled their efforts to nove the rocks and free the
obj ect inside.

At last, it was clear of all rubble and they both came to their knees
to examne it as closely as they could. As Alleya had said, they had
di scovered a silver netal box encrusted with black knobs and a single
gl owi ng sapphire light. It was no bigger than the basket a worman woul d
carry to market, but nore square, and the thin rod they had spotted was
enbedded firmy into its back

Cautiously, in case it gave off a violent heat, Caleb reached a hand
out and placed his fingertips along the unmarked surface. Cool as
water, and just as smooth. He touched each knob wi thout adjusting it,
ran his fingers down the back of the rod to see how it connected with
the box. Then, frowning, he flattened his palmalong the top pl ane of
t he devi ce.

"What ?" Al l eya asked quickly.

"It feels like--there's the slightest trenor inside."

"Like it's alive?" she demanded.

"No--like it has a notor running. A nore finely tuned one than |'ve



ever encountered, but--there's that electric vibration."

"Let ne feel."

She |l aid her own hand along the top of the box, then noved it
experimentally to the sides and the front. She nodded. "I can fee

it, but barely. Wat does that nean?"

Caleb took a deep breath. "Well. That, and the blue light, would seem
to indicate that it's switched on. That it's working."

At first, she seenmed excited. "It's working? You nean, it's listening
to our words and sending themto Jovah?"

He nodded. "If that's what it's intended for."
"OfF course it is! And that neans--" Suddenly the excitement faded from
her face; now she appeared anxious. "But if it's been working al

along--if it's been relaying our prayers to Jovah--"

"Well, | don't know how great its range is, but | would assune pretty
far--"

"Then he has been hearing our prayers and choosing to ignore them" she
finished quietly.

Caleb turned a hand palmup in a gesture enpty of confort. "It's only
a guess,"” he said. "Perhaps this thing isn't working after all. O
per haps--sonething el se is bl ocking the songs of the angels."

She shook her head. "Perhaps," she said, but she did not sound
convinced. "But | think he just has chosen not to listen.”

Caleb was fingering the foreign silver box again. He was dying to take

it apart and exanmine every nminute detail, but he knew there was no
justification for such an action if it really was still functioning.
"Sing for me," he said suddenly. "Let's see if that has any effect on
the box. Maybe we'll be able to tell if it's really transmtting."

She sat back on her heels, too discouraged to make her usual protest
agai nst performing. "What should | sing?" she asked hel pl essly.

"Anything. A prayer for sunshine."
She did smle at that. "W already have sunshine.”
"Well, you nmust know nore prayers than | do."

She nodded abstractedly and thought for a nonent. Then she fol ded her
hands together and began a soft, nusical incantation--so soft that
neither Cal eb nor the machi ne regi stered the begi nning of her song.
But her voice grew stronger, sweeter, rich with its own peculiar
cadences, and for a noment Cal eb suspended his breath to listen

Al most on the instant, a ripple of green lights played down the |eft
edge of the silver box, and a blinking light, also green, set up a
fluttering pattern next to the steady blue one. Alleya faltered
briefly, then recovered, her voice soaring in a high, pure |oop that
seened to brighten each individual bulb to a point of ecstatic

radi ance.



Cal eb understood their frenzy. As soon as Alleya hit her first
gorgeous trill, he felt a pulse of fever in the black Kiss on his arm
As the intensity of her song built, so did the heat in his Kiss, till
he felt as if a brand were being pressed against his skin. He made no
protest, though he glanced down once to see the scarlet light filtering
t hrough the charred nodule on his arm He nerely clenched one fist and
listened intently to the heavenly sweep and circle of the angel's

song.

He had kept his eyes nostly on the antics of the machine; he did not
feel capable of |ooking at Al eya while she sang so cl ose beside him
So when she abruptly fell silent, he swung his eyes over in surprise,
to find her staring at himwi th something |like panic. Her eyes flicked
fromhis burning Kiss to his face and back to his Kiss, and she put a
hand across her nouth as if to hold back unspeakabl e words.

"What is it? What's wong?' he demanded, relieved to feel the heat
begi nning to fade fromhis arm

She shook her head. "I think the machine is working," she said in a
whi sper.
"No question,"” he answered. "At least on this end. So what do we do

now, angel a?"

She was still shaken by sone unexpected anxiety, but she was recovering
fast, and she clearly was not going to offer himan explanation. "W
bury the device again, and we |l eave it alone," she said. "And we find

some other way to reach Jovah."

A few hours later, they were back at the cottage, maki ng unenthusiastic
plans for leaving in the norning. They had said very little on the way
back down the mountain, [eaving Caleb to wonder what exactly had caused
Al leya's perturbation. Soon enough, he thought it m ght be physica
pain, for he caught her favoring her injured ankle nore and nore.

"Wuld it be easier if |I carried you?" he asked once, Stopping her

with a hand on her shoul der. She shook her head. "Hard to carry an
angel ," she said with an attenpt at hunor. "The wings get in the
way. "

"Then fly back down," he said.

"Nowhere to | and safely,” she answered briefly. "I1'll be fine." But
she | ooked haggard and worn when they finally made it to the door of
Hagar's cabin, and Caleb ordered her to rest while he prepared a neal.
She sl ept longer than he expected, for it was well past nightfall by
the tine she reappeared. The food had been ready for an hour; he had
kept it warming by the fire

"How do you feel ?" he asked.

"Better. | don't think I'll enjoy the clinb down the nmountain
tomorrow, but after that | shouldn't have to walk much till ny foot is
heal ed. "

"Coul dn't you take off fromhere? Isn't that easier than |andi ng?"

"I'f I clinbed to the roof, maybe." She was joking.



He took her seriously. "W should try that. Figure out a way to get
you up there.”

"Caleb, 1'lIl be fine."
"Well, we'll think about it in the morning."

D nner this night was nuch nore subdued than the neal the night before,
t hough Al |l eya nade no dermur about finishing up the wine Caleb had
brought. Neither did she protest when he suggested noving to a nore
confortable place in the main room where he had also built a fire. He
settled her on a pile of clean blankets before the hearth, placing a

| arge cushion at her back and a small pillow under her foot. He sat
cross-legged a few feet away from her, turned toward her, watching her
face. She looked into the fire.

"Tell me something," he said softly, after neither of them had spoken
for a couple of mnutes. "What alarned you so nuch up there on the
mount ai n? You stared at me as if | were a ghost."

The wine had nellowed her a little; she gave a faint smle. "Did1? |
was surprised. | thought you had said the Kiss in your arm was
dead. "

"I thought it was. But it hurt [ike fire today."

"Do you know what caused it to burn like that?" she asked. The
guestion sounded idle, but he had seen her tense; this, then, was the
cause of her uneasiness. "No," he said. "But it burned like that once
before, too."

"Did it? Wen?"

"When you sang before the Edori-fire outside of Breven." She nodded
once and did not reply. When he was sure she woul d vol unteer no nore,
Cal eb asked, "Do you know why? 1've never heard of such a thing
before. "

She nade an indeci sive gesture. "There are legends ... | suppose you
don't know thenf? | suppose your nother never told you about how each

Kiss is supposed to |light when true |l overs neet for the first tine?"

"Stories," he said, and now his own voice was a whisper. "But | never
believed them... And | had met you several times before that."

She nodded again. She still had all her attention on the balletic
antics of the leaping flames. "They say," she nurnured, "that the

Archangel Gabriel and his angelica, Rachel, felt their Kisses |ight
with fire when they heard the other sing. Al through their lives,
when one sang, the other burned. So go the legends. | don't knowif
there's any truth to them"

"The Kiss on nmy armwas dead," Caleb said, "until | heard you sing.
And what do you think that nmeans?"

She was silent a long time, then sighed and shifted position. "I don't
know, " she said. "Perhaps that, when you hear ne sing, you believe
again in the god."

Cal eb shook his head. "That's not true," he said. "Wen | hear you



sing, you are all | can think about. | can't even clear ny head | ong
enough to renenber to breathe. No god could nake ne feel like that."

"But it is Jovah who controls each Kiss, Jovah who chooses | overs," she
rem nded him "It is Jovah who nakes you react as you do."

"I could dig this Kiss fromny arm-1 could crush it underfoot," he

said deliberately. "I could destroy it conpletely, and still | would
turn into a fool every tine | heard your voice. Don't you understand,
All eya? You have struck nme to the soul. M heart lights with its own
bright fire when | hear your name. |If | could show you that, then you
m ght believe how much | |ove you."

Now, finally, she turned her eyes his way. Her own were w de and
wondering, alnost childlike in their directness. "How can you |ove
someone you know so little?" she asked. "How can you think of him by
day and dream of him by night--and yet have only a few dozen words to
renenber that he has ever spoken to you? | have schened to find ways
to see you again. | have imagined so many things you mght say to ne.
And yet | have met you--what?--three or four times in ny life. Love
cannot grow that quickly. Nothing can, that is to last."



"Love grows as it will," Caleb said. Taking her hand, he noved cl oser
to her, settling by her side. He reached out his free hand to feel the
snoot h contours of her face. "And | do not believe it can be either
altered or turned aside.”

He leaned in to kiss her, but she drew back, her eyes wide. "You can't
be afraid of ne," he protested.

"I am afraid of everything," she whispered. "The world grows peril ous
around us and the god turns his back on the angels. If | allow nmyself
to love you, | will forget the other things |I am supposed to do.

cannot concentrate when you are near. | cannot think."

"Don't think," he said, and kissed her. He felt the world shake | oose
of its noorings; he felt the air around himdance. No, it was the
intimate wind created by the flutter of her wings, lifting, folding
around them both. The world spun into a whorl of whiteness; she was
the only solid thing to cling to. He felt her hands grip his

shoul ders, he felt her feathers wapping around his back. Every inch
of his body blazed with fever.

"Are you still afraid.?" he asked her once, lifting his head just so
he coul d | ook down at her. Her face was flushed, her eyes tilted
| anguorously. She | aughed up at him

"No," she whispered. "But | cannot think."

"You don't need to think," he whispered back, and ki ssed her once
nor e.

They did not speak again for a long tine; they had no need for any

| anguage as clunsy as words. But their fingers and nouths conmuni cated
everything they needed to know. They undressed each other slowy,
lingering over buttons, |aughing over knots, nurnuring delight at each
new beauty of the flesh revealed. Alleya cupped her pal ns over Caleb's
cheeks then brought her fingertips to his lips, then placed her hands
flat on the nuscles of his chest. A second time, the sane notions,
repeated with a | uxurious slowness.

"What was that?." he asked in her ear. "Wth your hands? "The
| anguage of the deaf and blind, who cannot hear or see," she replied in
a voice so low he could barely catch her words.

"We touch their faces and their bodies to speak to them™
"What did you just say to ne.?"

For a reply, she lifted his hand and placed it first along her
cheekbone, then across her nmouth, then against her breast. "See? You
have just replied."”

"And what have we said.?"

"I told you I loved you. And you replied in kind."

"That was not a secret," he said.

"But it is always good to be told."

"I love you," he whispered. "And | will tell you often.”



She pl aced her hands agai nst his face again, spelling out sone
conplicated reply, but this time he did not bother to ask for a
translation. What she wanted was cl ear enough, and it was what he
wanted; and it was a long time before they spoke al oud agai n.

But in the norning, everything was changed. Sonetine in the night,

t hey had noved together to the bedroom All eya had taken as hers, and
there they had | ain together under the cedar-scented bl anket and the
angel's palely glowing wings. Caleb had run the flat of his hand
slow y, sensuously, over the plaited mesh of feathers, feeling them
flex and give and spring back under his fingers, until Alleya had
turned to himwith a nmuffled protest.

"What? |'msorry. Does that bother you?" he asked, instantly
contrite.

Her |augh was breathless. "No, | like it. But it nakes it very hard
to fall asleep.” He smiled in the dark. "Ah. It is not soothing, in
other words." By reply, she lifted her hands and drew themin a light,
tickling notion up the side of his ribcage. "Is that soothing?" she
asked. "Not exactly. But | likeit." And that |led to another

wor dl ess di scussion of what cal med their bodi es and what roused them
and that, finally, led to exhaustion and sleep. Caleb woke late, a
snmle already on his |lips and his hands reaching for the worman besi de
him but she was gone, and only the norning sunshine laid its gol den
head on the pillow next to his.

So that was a bad sign, but there was worse to come. Dressing quickly,

he hurried through the small house till he cane across the angel in the
ki tchen, sorting through their provisions and maki ng herself a snall
packet. Her hair was still damp from washing, and everythi ng about her

| ooked clean, newly nmade; she was as fresh as the nmorning itself. But
the set of her shoul ders bespoke strain, and her novements were rushed
and purposeful .

"I have farther to go, but it will take you longer to get where you're
goi ng," she said, glancing up briefly, then returning her attention to
her task. "So I'mleaving you nost of the food."

"Not the greeting | had hoped for," he said, noving forward very
slowy. "Sonething nore romantic, perhaps. Even "I hope you sl ept
well, ny love' would have pl eased ne."

Her hands stilled and she was notionless for a nmonent, before | ooking
over at himwith a rueful smle. "l enjoyed sleeping beside you,
Cal eb," she said, "but |I have to | eave within the hour."

"Can you tell me why?"
"It's conplicated."
"Can you at |east kiss me farewel | ?"

She nade a hel pl ess gesture with her hands, but now he was besi de her
and it was sinmpler to say silently. He took her into a gentle enbrace,
and she wrapped her arns around his back, resting her head on his

shoul der. For a nonent, he bore her full weight as she pressed herself
agai nst him hugging himlike a child fearful of the word goodbye, and
then she freed herself and stepped back



"I can't stay," she said. "You confuse ne."

He took her shoulders in a light grip and held her so that she faced
him She let himhold her but |ooked unhappy about it.

"I don't nean to confuse you," he said. "Wat | want is sinple enough
| love you. | want to be with you. How does that distress you or
conplicate your life?"

"I"'mthe Archangel," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "It

is my duty to find--and marry--the man Jovah has chosen for nme. So far
I have not had the tinme or inclination to |l ook for ny angelico too
hard. But | nust seek himout--soon, now, because he must sing beside
me at the Goria. And that is scarcely nore than two nmonths away. |
have been terribly lax in ny duty. But |I cannot disregard it any

| onger. "

It was a blow, he knew very little of the conventions governing
Archangel s and their mates, but the word "marry" gave hima fair
estimate. "How do you identify this angelico? Wat does he do? 1Is he
a nortal man?"

She shook her head to signify she was not entirely sure of the answers.

"Jovah selects him | don't know the god's criteria. What the
angel i co does is--sing, and hear petitions that are not brought to the
Archangel directly, and--and be spouse to the Archangel. Yes, he is a

nortal man. Angels do not narry angels."
"I ama nortal nman," Caleb said. "Wy could | not be angelico

At that she wenched hersel f away, and began pacing the roomin sone
di stress. "Jovah nanes hinm Jovah chooses him | cannot just
petition the god for the man | would select on nmy own!"

"Why not ?"

"Because- - because Jovah has his reasons. Because that is not the way
it is done. Because Jovah has already made his selection."

Anot her bl ow; he was beginning to feel physically bruised. But he kept
up his dogged questions. "Wo is he, then? Wy have you not gone to
hi nP"

She tossed hima | ook over her shoulder and continued her fretfu

paci ng. "Because Jovah is sonetimes obscure. He told me to seek out
the son of Jereniah, which | have | earned neans one of the descendants
of the Archangel Gabriel. That's who | was |ooking for when | cane to
the Edori canp in Breven, because 1 thought the man night be an Edori
But it turned out to be a false lead. | need to keep looking." She
si ghed, stopped in her tracks, threw her hands into the air. "I need
to do so many things."

Caleb came closer. "Wat if | told you nmy father's nane was
Jerem ah?"

She actually | aughed. "You would be lying. And anyway, | amfairly
certain that the Jerem ah referred to is a man dead these hundred and
fifty years."



"And if you cannot find this man?"

She sighed. "I don't know. | don't know. | don't know if Jovah woul d
allow an inposter to sing at ny side. According to the |egends, an
Archangel may only replace the angelico--or the angelica-if the one
chosen by Jovah is dead. And Jovah seens certain this man is alive,

t hough he is, for whatever reason, unable to nane him"

"And if you find him then what?" Caleb finally asked, the only
guestion with an answer he cared about. "You will Iove hin? You wll
cleave to hin? You will not willingly see me agai n?"

Al l eya spoke to the floor. "He will be ny husband," she said.

"There are angels who care little about the inplications of such a
bond, but they would be difficult for me to cast aside lightly. It is
hard to imagine that | will love him" She | ooked up at hi mnow, her
face both defiant and oddly pure. "It is hard to imagine that | will

| ove anyone but you. But they say the god is w se and chooses well. |
nmust believe him"

"The god," Caleb said deliberately, "cannot even hear you when you pray
to him How can you think he has your best interests at the core of
hi s heart?"

She nodded. "Perhaps he does not. But as far as | amable, | nust do
his will. That is why | am Archangel, to carry out the | aws and
conmandnents of my god. | cannot choose which of those laws | amto

obey and which I can with inmpunity break. It is everything or
not hi ng. "

"Then not hing," he said.

She shook her head. "And | am al so Archangel because, of all the
voices raised to him nine is the only one Jovah heeds." she said
gently. "If | cannot reach Jovah, we are all lost. | cannot wal k away
now fromthe task I have been given. If we were all safe, if the
stornms had all abated, if soneone else could make the go. d listen,
would go with you this norning. But you cannot ask ne to abandon a
whol e world. There must be sonething I can do to save us."

"Then abandon no one," he said. "Do not abandon ne."

"I must," she said, and turned away. "No other course is open.”

And she woul d not say another word to him though he followed her from
roomto room cajoling, pleading, trying to interfere with the knots
she made on her packet of food, on her backpack of clothing. It was as
if he were invisible, bodiless, a man she had dreanmed, perhaps, not a
nortal man with whom she nmust actually contend. Feeling | ess and |ess
corporeal as the hour wore on, he trailed hel pl essly behind her as she
finally left the house, carrying a kitchen chair in her hands.

"I'"ve thought about what you said," she remarked, as if they had been
engaged all this while in easy conversation. "I think perhaps | can
take off fromthe roof. |If | can get up there. Could you hold the
chair steady for me?"

So they found the point at which the roof nade its | owest slope. and
he grasped the chair firmy, giving her a hand while she cl anbered up



the slanted grade. The green tile made a slippery clinb, but there was
a flat section in the mddle near the back. Alleya picked her way
there surefootedly, spreading her wigs to hel p her balance. As soon as
she found her footing, Caleb scranbled up after her, catching up with
her just as she made it to the level place. A touch of his hands
turned her to face him

"This cannot be the last tine we see each other," he said.

"Maybe so, maybe not,’
what will happen."

she said, kindly enough. "It is hard to guess

"Pronmise," he said
She gave a soft laugh. "I can't.”
"Prom se," he repeated. "Please."

She lifted her fingers to his face, stroked the rough stubble of his
nmorni ng beard as if it pleased her. "So often we don't get any of the
things we want," she said. "Be content with what you've been given."

"My desire is too great to feed on so little."

"It is not alittle thing," she whispered. "M heart--and it is yours,
al t hough you cannot keep it."

"Don't |eave," he said. "Stay another day."

Now she |lifted her other hand, so that one of her palnms |ay against
each side of his face. "Stay well, be happy,"” she whispered. "I shal
thi nk of you every day of ny life."

"Alleya," he said desperately, and she stopped his nmouth with a brief,
i npassi oned kiss. Wen she drew back, he saw tears standing in her
eyes, but she smled up at hi m nonethel ess.

"Till we can see each other again," she said. "If we can.”
"I love you," he said.
She did not repeat it. Instead she noved her fingers from his cheeks,

to his mouth, to his chest. He raised his hands to cover hers but she
slipped away fromhim took a step backward. Her w ngs spread,
catching the white norning light, filling his sight, blocking the whole
worl d. She was encased in brilliance; he could not go near enough to
touch her. Then the great w ngs swept downward and up, and the air
around himwhirled with a speckled light. He fell backward a pace as
she continued to ascend, and within three w ngbeats, three heartbeats,
she was a small, bird-sized shape above himin the cloudl ess sky. He
wat ched until she disappeared, and then he stood there another ten

m nutes, another thirty, |ooking toward the horizon where she had

di sappear ed.

Finally, he shook hinmself free of his stupor and descended cauti ously
to the ground. Mbving nethodically around Hagar's cabin, he went from
roomto room erasing traces of their presence and maki ng sure every

wi ndow was tightly secured.

It was a little before noon when he began the | ong, wearisone hi ke down



to the base of the nountain. The descent was easier than the clinb had
been, though on the way up he had had conpany; now his only conpani on
was his brooding nmenory. But it kept himconpletely engrossed until he
reached the foot of the nountain, and | ooked around for his horse.

She was there, quietly grazing, and she made no denur when he came over
and instantly threw on the bridle. Caleb glanced once at the westering
sun, gaugi ng how many hours of daylight travel he had left; not many.
But he was not in a nmood to wait for the nmorrow He had a long ride
ahead and wanted to reach his destination as soon as possible.

In mnutes the mare was saddl ed and his gear was stowed on her back
Cal eb swung hinself up and lightly pulled on the reigns and the nare
obligingly turned her head toward the road.

He expected to take three or four days to reach Velora. even that
woul d be too | ong.

Chapt er Sevent een

Havi ng decl ared her primary mssion to be finding the son of Jereniah
Alleya returned to the Eyrie with no clear idea of howto acconplish
the task. And feeling so weighted down with depression that she wasn't
sure she had the strength to undertake it. It didn't help nmuch that
she had spoken nothing but the absolute truth to Cal eb Augustus; she
couldn't imagine spending the rest of her Iife without him Know ng he
was alive, eager, in love with her, and failing to go to him-this was
a dreadful prospect to face for the rest of her days. Surely even
stern Jovah could not ask so much of her

Al t hough he was asking a great deal in other ways. Alleya had not
flown an hour fromthe Corinnis when she plunged headlong into a storm
that coul d have passed for a standing pool of water, so thickly did the
raindrops fall. She felt her w ngbeats slow as her heartbeat speeded
up; the first strong buffet of wind nmade her want to cry out in fear

But she could not give in, she could not succunb to terror. She gul ped
down deep breaths and forced her wings to gather power.

Once above the worst of the clouds, she made her ritual prayer for

cl ear weather. She was surprised and nore than a little pleased when
less than thirty mnutes later, the clouds began to part and the rain
thinned away to nothing. So he still loved her alittle bit, Jovah
did; she could take confort fromthat.

Though | ove, she was beginning to think, was nore often a heartache
than a confort.

But she woul d not think about | ove.

When she nade it to the Eyrie later that day--danp, bedraggled and
tired--she found she had al nost certainly been away too | ong. Everyone
in the confines of the hold had sonme personal reason to see her in
private; every single citizen of Velora had apparently wal ked up the
grand stairway with his own petition; and half the angels of the other
two provinces had dropped by to inquire about her health and

wel | -being. She did not know where to begin or who to see.

She managed to avoid themall for that first evening and take a
solitary dinner, but the next norning, all of her visitors and all of
her problens still remained. She closeted herself with Samuel for the



first hour of the day, reviewing the priorities as he saw t hem and
del egating to himany tasks he was willing to take on

"I don't know where |I'd be without you," she said with a sigh as he
rose to his feet and prepared to tackle his own assignhments. "You're
so much nore efficient than I am™

"You' d be back in the archives, reading till mdnight, |ike you used to
be before you were chosen,” he said with a sad smle. "And I'd |ay
nmoney that there's not a day you wouldn't still rather be back there

than out here."

"And you'd win your bet," she said with a little laugh. "But Jovah's
cause, and not our laws. W do as the god directs us."

"How s your foot?" he asked abruptly. "I notice you've been favoring
it."

"Ch, it's nmuch better! And ny face hardly shows any bruises at all
I"'mquite healed, | think."

"Do you know what you plan to do next?" he asked, lingering at the
door. She had already given himthe outlines of her search at Hagar's
Toot h--the discovery of the |istening device, the proof that it was
working. He had interpreted it just as she had.

"No," she said, which was a lie. "Do you have any suggestions?"

"No, but Mary might."

She felt an instant tickle of alarm "Mary! |Is she here, too?"

He nodded. "Arrived last night after you'd gone to your bed." His

face lit with a grimsnmile of satisfaction. "Asher would not let her
cone to your room though she insisted she just wanted to nake a short
visit. I've never liked the boy so well."

"I wonder if she's |learned anything," Alleya said, half to herself.
"Well! Certainly she should be the person | neet with next."

But Mary, when she was ushered into Alleya's formal receiving room had
not hi ng but questions. "I cannot believe | forgot to ask you this when
we net in Senorrah! Did you find the Edori man you were | ooking for?
I's he the one we want ed?"

That seemed so | ong ago; so nuch el se had happened since then. Alleya
repressed a sigh. "He died when he was still a child."

The oracle | ooked stern. "Then you nust turn your attention back to
the search for your angelico. Alleluia, the Qoriais only two nonths
away. How can you expect to find and groomthis man with such a
l[imted anmount of time? Wat if he is an untrained singer? What if he
does not know a single nass? He nust lead the Aoria, you know. There
is so nmuch he has to learn.”

"I know-1 know. I'msorry," Alleya nurnured.
"I blame nyself. | should have paid nore attention, nmade sure you were

devoting your time to the search. But there have been so nany probl ens
needi ng our attention--"



"And we still do not know," Alleya interrupted, "if--whether or not the
angelico is at ny side--the god will hear any of us sing the Goria."

Anxiety briefly etched deep lines in Mary's face; she | ooked al npost
hunted. "I know," the oracle said. "I think of that night and day.
What if the god does not hear us, no matter who sings?"

"What, indeed?" Alleya responded. "I too think of it, day and night,
ni ght and day. Wen I am not worrying about the storns, and the

fl oods, and the Jansai, and the Manadavvi, and ny angelico--"

"Whom you nust find."

"I will leave in a few days to seek him"

"Seek himwhere?" the oracle asked sharply.

"I have an idea where | might find him | prefer to |ook first and
tell you about it afterward. |In case | amwong."
"But Alleya--"

"And you," the Archangel added, al npbst playfully, "bend your nind to
the answer of this riddle: What happens if we do not find hin? Wo
sings beside me on the Plain of Sharon?"

"I don't know ..." Mary said very slowy, staring at her w th painful
intensity. "It has never happened before, that the Archangel has
failed to find the one selected for him-or her--by Jovah."

"One nore question, and then you can go," Alleya said, pleased with
herself for that felicitous way of asking the oracle to | eave. "Wen
Delilah came to you asking Jovah to identify her angelico, did the god
speak plainly? O did he speak in cryptic words, as he did when we
asked for ny sake?"

"Delilah did not come to nme for that information," Mary answered. "Job
was the one who questioned the god on her behal f."

Al l eya nodded wisely. "Ah. Well, then, I'll ask himnext tinme | see
him"

"Why? Is that inportant?"

"I"'mnot sure," Alleya said nysteriously. "Perhaps not." Mary left

the roomreluctantly enough, and Alleya waited a nonment before she
sumoned the next petitioner through the door. She would have to
confirmit, of course, but she renmenbered Job once telling her that he
t hought Mary had misread the god; surely Jovah was too wi se to choose
Levi to be Delilah's angelico. |In any case, Al leya had al ways thought
Del il ah had asked Mary to petition the god for her husband' s name, and
Mary had just denied it.

Certainly it would not be beyond Delilah's ability to pretend to each
oracl e that she had consulted the other on this nmpost delicate, nopst
nmonent ous of matters. Delilah had been in love with Levi all her life;
she had been determined to have him No one had been surprised when
the god granted her this dearest wi sh. because the god had al ways

| oved Del il ah.



But All eya suspected that Delilah had not even asked the god. And that
was a precedent that, once set, could be foll owed.

Unl ess the god had al ready naned the angelico. And could he then be
i gnored or countermanded?

And if he was?

The day was filled with simlar conferences: Samuel and the other
angel s coul d generally handl e the problenms of nost of the petitioners,
but Alleya tried to make it a point to personally neet with the river
nmer chants, the wealthy | andowners--and the ordinary farmers and
shopkeepers who absolutely insisted on seeing the Archangel and no one
el se. Tinothy, who had been monitoring for her the trade routes al ong
the upper Galilee River, reported harnmony for the nonent between the
Edori and the burghers who wanted to use that road.

"But there could be trouble,” he added as he finished his story. "There
were a couple of dry weeks, and then the rains started again. Jerusha
sai d the Manadavvi canme to her hunbly enough, asking that she invite
you to pray the showers away. She said you would, of course, and there
was no hint--this time--that they blamed you for the rain. But we did
not know when you woul d be avail able."

Al l eya sighed. And how could she search for her angelico if she was
constantly flying off to control urgent problens? "I can |eave
tomorrow-or, nore likely, the day after,"” she said. "If you would
like to send that nmessage?"

"One of Jerusha's angels is here, to carry the news back."
"Very well. Tell them!| will conme as quickly as | can."

At the end of a |long day of meetings, she was touched when a gentle
knock at the conference door was followed by Asher, entering with a
tray of food in his hands.

"I don't believe you' ve paused all day to take a bite of food, angela,"”
he said sonewhat reproachfully. "Now would be a good tine for you to
eat something."

She could not help smling at him his sweet fierceness appealed to her
irresistibly. "How many people are still waiting to see ne?"

"Three, but they have a great deal of patience," he assured her. "You
have time for a quick neal."

"And will you share it with nme?"

"I have dined, thank you. But | will sit with you, if you like." So
he sat across fromher and entertained her with recent gossip about the
Eyrie residents. He did not consider it gossip, of course. H s eyes
woul d darken with scorn as he recounted one nortal's actions, and his
voice would lighten to adnmiration as he described a new song that D nah
had witten.

"And that new nortal girl that | saw this norning in the kitchen--what
was her name?" Alleya asked. "Attarah? How |ong has she been here
and where did she cone fron®"



Unexpect edl y, Asher blushed, but he answered readily enough

"She is fromone of the conglonmerate farms in the heart of Bethel," he
said. "Her father is Omar Avinnass."

"Ch, | know him And she cane here because--?"

"Ti not hy says she is here for the sane reason any nortal girl comes to
an angel hold, but |I'msure she has a deeper conmitment," Asher said in
a rush. "Her father brought her here three weeks ago so she could
apprentice and learn the way of the holds--it is not |ike she is sone
angel - seeker fromthe streets of Velora."

No, but many an anbitious father before Orar Avi nmass had introduced
conely daughters to the angels and then waited hopefully for the likely
result. Alleya hid a smle. "WIIl, and it would not be such an awf ul
thing if Tinmothy or you or one of the other angels came to enjoy her
conpany,"” Alleya said. "After all, there are very few of us, and we
must nmate with nortals to bear angel children. 1In sone respects, it is
your duty, you know, to find an attractive woman--"

Now she had of fended him He replied stiffly. "I realize that angels

mate where they will and call it duty, but | think there should be nore
i nvol ved than lust and--and procreation. That w thout |ove is shall ow

and--barbaric. It makes angels no better than animals."

"I did not suggest you should proceed without |ove," she said gently.
"All I neant to say is that you should not be suspicious of her
nmotives, or her father's notives. She |looked like a pretty and

t houghtful girl to me. She nmight be saving herself for |ove as
well."

"Yes, that's what | thought, but Tinothy said--" Asher began and then

| aunched into a conprehensive catal og of Tinmpthy's jocular conments.
The last thing Alleya had expected at this tinme, on this day, was to be
counsel ing | ovesi ck young angel s navigating the tricky seas of romance,
but it wasn't in her to be abrupt with him She knew well enough the
torments love could inflict.

"My advice?' she said at last. "Take Attarah to one of the nice nusic
bars in Velora. Buy a couple of bottles of wine. Get to know her
You'll be able to resolve all of this rmuch nore easily than you

t hought . "

"Yes, that's what Sanuel said," Asher replied. "But | wasn't sure--but

if you think it's all right
"It's perfect. Do it tomorrow. Tell me howit goes.”

At last she was rid of himand could speak to her last three
petitioners, and finally they, too, were gone. Wary past telling, she
returned to her room fell instantly into bed, and dreanmed the short

ni ght away. Wen she woke, her thoughts went instantly to Cal eb
Augustus (Where is he right now? What is he doing. is he thinking?
Are his eyes turned in the direction of her as they always did. She
assuned that thoughts of himwould acconpany her the rest of her

life.

She'd had worse conpany. She pulled herself alnost painfully to her



feet, and forced herself to face the norning.

This day was identical to the one before, but the next day she varied
her routine: In the norning, she prepared to set out fir northeastern
Gaza. Manadavvi country.

"And fromthere you'll he returning here. Sanuel asked her

Al l eya hesitated and then, unaccountably, told the truth. "No," she

said slowy, "I"'mgoing to Sinai for a day or two."-He | ooked at her

~shaly sonething in her manner nust have given away her reluctance to
name her destination

"And why?" he asked

"When | was at Chahiela, | was talking with one of the little girls
there. Deborah. She treats me like her big sister, and | always try
to spend tine with her when | visit. Anyway, she said sonething about
Jovah no | onger being able to hear us. She told ne | should touch his
face instead."

"Touch his face?"

"At Chahiela, they have devel oped a nethod of communicating with those
who are both blind and deaf. Touching your hand to a person's face,
you can spell out letters and words with your fingers. And that was
how Deborah suggested | talk to the god."

"But--1 don't understand."

"There is an interface at Sinai. Mybe | can use it to conmmunicate
with the god."

Sanmuel | ooked thunderstruck. "Those are for the use of the oracles

[
"Perhaps the oracles have not used themcorrectly."

"And you think you can?"

"Maybe not. But | want to try."

"You don't even know t he | anguage the oracles use to speak to Jovah."
"I know enough of it."

Now he gave her another quick, worried | ook, but she chose to ignore

it. "This is not something | would want to be generally known," she
said. "But if there is an energency, | want you to be able to find
ne."

"I will have no trouble keeping this secret,” he said somewhat grinly.

"If anyone asks after you, I'Il tell themyou're still in Gaza."

"Good enough. And | should be back in three or four days." She turned
to go, but he stopped her with a word. "Alleya."

She | ooked back at him "Yes?"

"What do you plan to ask the god, when you touch his face?"



Who | should marry, and ~ill can select the nan that | love. "Wy he
has abandoned us," she said al oud, "and how we can make him |l ove us
again."

"I hope he hears you."
"I hope he answers."

It was half a day's flight to Monteverde, and then another hour or two
to the Manadavvi hol dings that so richly bordered the northeastern
seacoast of Gaza. Jerusha acconpanied Alleya to the hone of Aaron
Lesh, a courtesy that Alleya appreciated. Mch as she hated to admt
it, she was intinidated by the vast hol dings and pal ati al mansi ons of

t he Manadavvi gentry. Theirs was a |uxury beyond anything she could
conprehend. She was never so aware of her roots in tiny Chahiela as
she was when she touched down on one of those sloping enerald Manadavvi
| awns.

They flew through a Iight but ceaseless rain the whole way from
Monteverde to the Lesh estate. Well, "estate" was not a grand enough
word. Aaron Lesh owned nmiles and nmiles of the finest cropland in Gaza;
a man could not walk fromend to end of his property in a single day.
H s honme was twice the size of the Eyrie and far nore |uxurious. He
enpl oyed nore servants than there were angels in Mnteverde. And he
was not the weal thiest of the Manadavvi.

"Wet and bedraggl ed--just the way | wish to present nyself to Aaron
Lesh,” Alleya comented to Jerusha as they waited in a plush draw ng
roomwhile a servant informed his master of their arrival. Jensha

| ooked surpri sed.

"W are not here to advise himabout beauty or fashion," the other
angel replied in apparent seriousness. Alleya sighed, and conbed her
danp hair with her fingertips.

But Jerusha was right. Aaron, who had theminstantly shown into a
smal |, pretty dining room did not seemto notice their splashed
clothes or dripping wings. "lI'mglad you could cone so quickly," he
said, directing themto a round table already set with fine china and
silver. "l know how busy you both are. | assune you are hungry from
your long flight? W wll be serving a formal dinner |ater, of course,
but | thought you would want to refresh yoursel ves now. "

"Yes, thank you," Alleya murnured, seating herself beside Jerusha. The
chairs, expressly designed with cutaway backs to acconmodate ange

wi ngs, were extrenely confortable; and nouth-watering aronmas rose from
the platters brought in. This was a different Aaron Lesh than Ail eya
was used to dealing with. Then again, Mnadavvi considered thensel ves
the nost civilized of hosts. It was a point of honor with themto
treat their visitors well.

Jerusha, of course, was not the woman for any circum ocution. She
| eaned forward across the table and said, "W flew in through rain.
How | ong has it been storm ng?"

Aaron waited till the servants spooned food onto each of their plates
before replying. "It has been raining for nine days now w t hout
cessation. Nothing worse than what you saw coming in. But so nuch
rain--with no sun--it is not good for us."



"No, I"'msure it's not," Alleya said, The food was deli cious.

She took a small bite so she could swall ow quickly and keep tal ki ng.
"I will gladly do a weather intercession, but |I must warn you--"

"I know. The god does not always listen to you, either."

"True. And even when he listens, sonetinmes the weather only lifts for

a day or two. If you like, I will return as often as | can, but I
cannot stay here long. I'msorry."
"l understand,” he said, and he sounded al nost hunble. "W will be

grateful for whatever help you can offer."

In the end, they agreed that the angels would sing that afternoon, stay
the night, and sing again in the norning, hoping that way to reinforce
what ever effect their prayers might have. And to allow the Manadavvi
to show of f his hospitality.

So, shortly after their light meal, Jerusha and Alleya returned to the
snarling skies to raise their voices to Jovah. Although she was used
to singing in harnony (all angels were; harnmony was the foundation of
their existence), Alleya found it strange to offer these particular
prayers as a duet. Jerusha signaled that Alleya should sing the
primary part, and added her low, dark alto only after the Archangel had
sung the opening verse. Alleya had always marvel ed at Jerusha's voice,
snoky and textured, not at all the voice she woul d have expected from
soneone so cool and rational

But their voices blended well enough, Alleya's light and restless,
Jerusha's burred and throaty. Strange images came to Alleya's head, of
opal s laid across black velvet, of sparks shooting froma burning
branch of ebony; those were the conplenments their voices evoked. And
the god heard both of them Alleya could sense it. It was as if
Jerusha's rough voi ce hooked into the silken fabric of her own and rode
it all the way to Jovah's ear

The rain had not ended by the tinme they stopped, but they knew it
woul d. The air changed around themin inperceptible shifts of weight
and tenperature. Even the color of the skies seenmed | ess | eaden
Al l eya gl anced at Jerusha as they finished their last song and the

ot her angel nodded, and soon enough they were back on the ground in
front of Aaron Lesh's compound.

"I wonder how you do that," were Jerusha's first words.

"Do what ?"

"Make the god hear you. Because he did. | could tell. 1It's the first
time | could feel my prayers reach him since--since | don't know when
Since before Delilah fell."

"I don't know what |'mdoing that's any different fromwhat everyone
el se is doing."

"I know. | listened to you. It was a prayer we have all recited. Yet
somet hing in your voice reaches him"

"I"'mglad it does."



"So are we all."

The rain had completely stopped by dinner tinme, which was a predictably
lavish affair. The angels had anticipated that, of course, and brought
with themformal attire, though Alleya found hers sonmewhat crushed from
transport. She had packed a thin silver gown cut high in front, but
daringly backless to accombdate her wings. It usually draped well

over the curves of her body, but it usually hadn't been carded five
hundred niles folded in a backpack

"I hope I'll do," she said to Jerusha when the other angel stopped by
her door on the way to dinner. "This gown is a little winkled. And
have no jewels besides ny bracelets.”

Jemsha wore an enbroidered silk shirt over matching pants, and a collar
of gold and eneral ds, but she was no cl ot heshorse either. Although
clearly she didn't care. "I wouldn't worry about it," she said, giving
Al leya a cursory inspection. "M/ nother always said neither a man nor
a wonan could wear any greater adornment than a set of well-grooned

W ngs. "

Al l eya repressed a sigh

There were maybe fifty people awaiting themin the dining hall, all of
t hem Manadavvi, all of them dressed as for sonme gala occasion. This
was pretty nuch Alleya's definition of torture, but she endured the
eveni ng as best she could. Conversation ranged fromtrivia
observations to barbed political comments to gossip covering every
famly of any financial status in the three realnms. Alleya sniled and
joined in where she coul d.

It was during dinner that she had her only real trial. She sat at the
head tabl e, the place of honor between Aaron and his brother; a few
seats down from her was Emmanuel Garone. He was the one who broke
conventional etiquette to | ean over his dinner partners and confound
her with a npbst unexpected question

"I hear odd runors from Breven," he said into what seemed to becone an
instant silence. "The Edori are engaging in shipbuilding for a nost
unbel i evabl e enterprise.”

Al leya carefully laid down her fork. "So |I understand," she said.

"Ah. vyou'd heard of this mad plan? Ronantic and desperate, woul dn't
you agree?"

"They seemset on carrying it out," she said neutrally.

"What plan? Wsat are the Edori doing now?" Various voices chined in
wi th questions. Emmanuel gl anced quickly around the table.

"They're building ships to take themto Ysral," he said. "And all of

them are going."
"No! That's crazy!"
"Ysral! But there's absolutely no proof--"

"Al'l of then?" Aaron's voice cut in decisively.



"Well, hundreds," Emmanuel anmended. "I don't know the exact head
count . "

"That's good news, isn't it?" someone else asked. "I nean, if all the
Edori | eave Sanaria--"

Al l eya stiffened. Aaron and Enmanuel shot quick glances in her
direction. So it had been nore than idle chatter after all. "If al
the Edori |eave," Emmanuel said slowy, "we mght not have rmuch need
for the Edori sanctuaries after all."

"No need for them" Aaron agreed instantly. "No one living there."

"OfF course, we'd have to put it up to a vote by the council--"
"That's all fairly premature," Alleya said in as |level a voice as she
could manage. "In the first place, the Edori haven't sailed
yet--anything could occur to change their plans. |In the second pl ace,
as Emmanuel said, we have no idea how many Edori are actually planning
to leave. In the third place, who's to say that they won't come back?
The sea is tricky, and these are not born sailors. | don't think you
can assume there will be no need of the sanctuaries any tine soon."

"But maybe not all of them" soneone said in an urgent voice.

"We' || keep a few, of course, for those who don't sail, but sonme of the
bi gger ones--"

Alleya lifted her index finger in an abrupt nmotion to demand sil ence.
She kept a pleasant snile on her face, but she was seething; and she
wanted themto know it. "Not another word," she said, enunciating
clearly. "l cane here to ask the god for sunshine, not to debate
political ethics. And | will not taint a heartfelt prayer with a

sel fish, opportunistic discussion on how the Manadavvi can increase
their holdings at the expense of a few hapless Edori. |If they sail, if
their nunmbers drop, if everything changes, we can talk about it later
But for now'--she picked up her fork again--"let's just enjoy the
neal . "

And she took another bite of food. There was a nonment of conplete
silence and then Aaron's wife pointedly asked the man besi de her how
his son was faring, and a | ow murmur of conversation slowy rose around
the table. Alleya saw Emmanuel give Aaron a |ong, steady |ook; the
younger man shrugged and sipped fromhis wine. But she sensed they
were not entirely disappointed. The topic had been broached, and even
t hough it had not gone over well, they had | odged the thought in her

m nd. They could not have expected a nuch better reception.

The evening was intermnable. The nmeal itself was a dozen courses (or
so it seened), and it was followed by a nusical program For a nonent
as they were all shepherded into the recital hall, Alleya had a fear
that she woul d be asked to perform but the Manadavvi were too
wel | -bred for that. Instead. the guests were entertained with flute
pl ayers and a harpsichordi st as well as a procession of exquisitely
trained singers. Alleya enjoyed nusic, as a rule, but it had been a

| ong day and she was tired of socializing. When the final notes had
been pl ayed and the guests were invited into an adjoining roomto play
card ganes, she excused herself and went to bed.



The next norning, she woke to sunshine, and could not help a small
surge of triunph fromquirking her mouth into a grin. Nonethel ess, she
and Jerusha nmade good on their pronise and returned to the skies above
the ush Manadavvi |and. They repeated their prayers, adding a few
songs of thanksgiving to show their appreciation for Jovah's quick
response.

"Good enough, | think!" Jerusha called to Alleya over the fluttering
sound of their mngled w ngbeats.

"Send a messenger if you need me to return,” Alleya called back
"You'll be at the Eyrie? No nore jaunting around?"

Al l eya could not help laughing. "I may nmake one qui ck detour before
go back but--yes, | should be at the Eyrie."

Jerusha nodded and waved. "Jovah guard you," she said.

"And you," Alleya replied. She dropped downward to catch a

sout heasterly breeze while Jerusha drove her wings against the thin air
to achieve greater altitude. In a few nminutes, they were far apart;
and soon enough, Alleya had |eft the Manadavvi | ands behi nd.

Back toward Bethel; on to Sinai

As before, Alleya felt a certain peace descend upon her the instant she
| anded on the gray rock of Sinai. She noved with a sort of calm
delight through the enpty, echoing hallways, sparing a noment to wonder
if she would like the place quite so well once it was ten anted again
with petitioners and priests and acol ytes. But she thought she woul d;
the serenity of Sinai was inmprinted on the very rocks and corridors.
Voices were lost in that determined stillness; the soul's turbul ence
was soot hed away.

But when woul d there be an oracle and his or her attendants here again?
Al l eya sighed. One nore problemto worry over, once she had the
tine.

She nade her way finally to the main chanber, where the interface was
situated, pausing at the threshold of the roomto kneel and enpty her
backpack. There, in with the silver gown, was an itemthat mi ght have
rai sed Jensha's eyebrows: the book of translated phrases that the

novi ce was to learn when he first began to use the interface to
comuni cate with Jovah

Wl |, she was a novice, and she was here to communicate. It still nade
her a little nervous to usurp the oracles' function, but she felt as if
she had no choice. She needed, as Deborah had suggested, to touch the
face of the god.

Still, it was with a certain awe tinged with apprehension that she
approached the gl owi ng blue screen at the far end of the chanber. The
last tinme she had been here, the nmessages on the interface night as
wel | have been printed in gibberish for all she could nmake of them
Now, havi ng studi ed the ancient tongue for so nmany weeks, would she
actually be able to understand what the god was trying to say?

As before, there were hieroglyphics crowding together, dark blue
agai nst the sky-col ored background. Alleya pulled up the chair and



seated herself before the screen, reading even before she sat down.

Yes, these were words and phrases she recogni zed, though the syntax was
difficult and there were technical references that did not nmake sense
to her. She throttled her |eapin excitenment and forced herself to
remain cool. so much depended on this she nust think calnmy

"Wl come, user. Station One of the J/S ship Iand Internet stands open

and ready for commands. Press the Enter key to initiate program |f
you are asked for your password, type it in; if you have no password,
type in 'new user' followed by the password you wish to use. |If in the

future you need to change your password, you may do so, but you nust
activate the 'change directory' programto do so."

She opened her book to the first few pages and skinmed them yes, this
was a standard screen, sonething the novice nmust read and respond to
before going on. According to the instruction book, she must first
press the square green key on the |left side of the keyboard and then
when the screen enptied, type in her nanme. Not until then could she
conmuni cate with the god.

Cautiously, fearfully, she put her fingers against the square button
and gasped al oud when everything di sappeared fromthe screen except a
single blinking line. That's what's supposed to happen, she assured
hersel f, but nonethel ess, a nomentary feeling of sickness threatened to
overwhel m her. Wat if she did sonething awful ? What if she

unt hi nki ngly destroyed this frail link to Jovah's heart?

She woul d not. She would be careful. She had no choice. She was now
supposed to identify herself to the god. Painstakingly, because not
all the synmbols on the keyboard corresponded to the ones she knew, she
pi cked out her nessage ("new user") and then the letters of her nane:
A-L-L-E-L-U-I-A Then she sat back in the chair and waited

Not hi ng happened.

She gl anced back at her textbook, worried again, but the nystery was
soon solved. "Every time you wish to clear the screen or transnit a
guestion, you rmust touch the Enter key," the instructions said.
Ah--the square button nust be pressed again. Alleya conplied.

Instantly, the screen dissolved into blackness and just as rapidly
re-formed with a new nessage across the top of the glass. Alleya
| eaned forward and puzzl ed out the words.

"Wl come, Archangel Alleluia, daughter of the woman Hope and t he ange
Jude," the god said. Alleya bounced in her chair, clapping her hands
together like a child. He recognized her nane! He knew her! She was
right to have sought himout like thisl!

There was nore, as the primer had told her there would be.

"What do you wish to ask me?" was the brief question follow ng the
formal greeting.

She had nmore to ask than she could begin to fornul ate, and she wasn't
sure how many questions the god's patience would endure. But she
started with one of personal inportance--it did, after all, have sone
bearing on the fate of the world.

"I must find my angelico," she typed in slowy, hunting for each



i ndividual letter on the keyboard. "Can you nane hin?"
The answer was the one she expected. "Seek the son of Jerem ah."
"I's the Archangel Gabriel the son of Jerem ah?" she asked.

"Yes," the god replied.

"So | nmust seek one of his descendants?"

"No," the answer appeared on the screen

She had never been so taken aback. She stared for a nonent at the
si ngl e unconprom sing syllable, then cleared the screen and restated
her questi on.

"I amnot to seek one of Gabriel's descendants to be ny angelico?"
"No," the god said again

"Then who am | to seek?"

"The son of Jerem ah."

It canme to her slowy, stupidly, the solution filtering into her brain
i ke water sieving through sand: Jerem ah had had nore than one son

To herself, Alleya said, Gabriel had a brother ... and that would be..
She knew this; every scholar knew this, but just for a noment her brain
woul d not yield the information. "Nathaniel," she whispered at |ast.

"Gabriel's half-brother. Wo founded the angel hold at Cedar Hills,
and, by divine dispensation, married the angel Magdalena ..."

Her fingers curled into fists on either side of the keyboard, her eyes
squeezed shut in an effort to slow the whirling thoughts in her head.
"And they had six daughters, all but one of them angelic, and that
nortal daughter was naned Tamar "

Her eyes flew open. And Tamar had a great-great-grandson naned Cal eb
Augustus. Could it possibly be--?

Al l eya unfurled her fingers above the keyboard, ready to ask this nost
nmonent ous of questions, but before she could begin typing, the colors
on the screen swirled and went bl ank. She sat notionless, her hands
frozen in position, afraid of what she m ght see next. And indeed, the
i mage that formed on the gl owi ng glass sent a chill from her shoul ders
to her heels. Two words, each three or four inches high, stacked on
top of each other. She remenbered the last tinme she had been here,
wat chi ng i n apprehensi on as the screen changed to flash her just this
nmessage, before she knew how to read it. Even then, the words had
filled her with an indefinable dread. Now she was washed with a
hel pl ess sense of terror

"SEND HELP, " the god was sayi ng.

Chapt er Ei ght een

Three days of hard travel had brought Caleb to Vel ora, exhausted but
determned. He arrived in the bustling little city in the norning and

consi dered tying his mount up at the bottom of the grand staircase and
i medi ately charging up the steps to |look for Alleya. But he was



fam shed, and dirty fromthree days of riding, and his |ong-suffering
mare deserved a little better treatnent than that. So he found an inn
stabl ed the horse, had a | ate breakfast and cl eaned hinself

t hor oughl y.

Then he was ready to seek a conference with the Archangel.

It was not such an easy thing as it had been the first tine, for there
were throngs of people gathered in the open plateau of the Eyrie,
havi ng come for exactly the same purpose. Caleb overheard a group of
farmers grunbling, and edged closer to listen.

"Wasn't this way when Delilah was Archangel,” one of themsaid. "You
could count on her to be here on public days. Not flying off to the
river cities and Breven and such. She serves in Bethel, she should
stay in Bethel."

"Well, | heard they've got rain in northern Gaza," one of his
conpani ons was saying. "She's got to take care of things everywhere.
That's why she's Archangel . "

"Well, all | can say is, she should be here when she's needed."

Caleb drifted away, now frowni ng deeply. Was Alleya gone, then? Had

he traveled all this way for nothing? Wen would she return? He was

suffused with a violent inpatience, totally foreign to his nature. He
did not think he could wait another week or nore to speak with her

Hal f - - a- dozen angels forned a crescent on the far end of the plateau
apparently taking conplaints and offering what assistance they could in
t he Archangel's absence. Caleb pushed through the crowd till he
arrived at the side of a young, handsonme angel with a sul ky expression
on his face.

"I"'m 1l ooking for the Archangel," Caleb said without preanmble. "It's
important that | talk to her, but | understand she is not here?"

The angel gave hima haughty, considering | ook and shook his head.
"She left an hour ago for other duties."

An hour ago! Caleb knew his face registered dismy. "And where did
she go? Can | find her sonewhere el se?"

"I amnot free to repeat such details,"” the angel said.

"One of those nmen over there--1 heard them say sonething about Gaza.
I s that where she's gone?"

"The Archangel travels nmany places. Gaza may be one of the sites she
plans to visit."

Caleb wanted to strangle him "Do you know -can you tell ne--when
she' Il be back at the Eyrie?"

"It is inmpossible to tell when the Archangel will return. |If you are
havi ng probl ens w th weat her or plague, one of the other angels will be
happy to hear your conplaint."

"No, | nust talk to Alleya."



The angel gave hima sharp | ook when Cal eb used the nane. "If you wi sh
to | eave a nessage for the Archangel--" he began stiffly, but he was
suddenly interrupted by one of the angels standing' nearby

"You're Cal eb Augustus, aren't you?" the second angel asked. Caleb
turned to himeagerly. "Yes. I'msorry, do | know..." The older nan
waved his hand. "I'm Sanuel. | was the angel who directed you to
Alleya last tine you came. To fix the machines."

"l need to talk to her."

Samuel nodded. The younger angel stood listening, protest witten in
every line of his body, but Sarmuel took Caleb by the arm and drew him
aside. "Asher's a little protective of the Archangel, but he neans
wel | ," Samuel said with a slight smle. "She can do with a few
protectors."

"Yes," Caleb agreed instantly. "Can you tell nme where she is? | want
to go to her."

Sanmuel gave him a quick, appraising glance, but it was clear he had

al ready made up his mnd, or he would not have circunvented Asher
"She's in Gaza at the nmonment, or on her way there," he said. "But she
plans to go to Sinai when she's through with the Manadavvi."

"Sinai! Did she say why?"

"She can be nost evasive," was Samuel's dry response. "l believe she's
| ooking for information."

Cal eb was frowning. "So--how |long do you think she'll be gone?"

"A day there, a day to Sinai--" The angel paused. "Do you have
transportati on?"

"A horse."

"I'f you |l eave now, you could get to Sinai at about the sanme time she

will."

Cal eb nodded. "Yes, | think 1'lIl do that. Stop for sonme nore
provi sions before | leave Velora, and ride straight for the
nount ai ns. "

"Do you know how to get there? Do you need a map?"

"Thank you, | know the route. | can't tell you how nuch | appreciate
your help."

Samuel smiled. "A guess only," he replied.

"A guess?"

"I think she'll be glad to see you."

Cal eb held out his hand and was pl eased when Sanuel shook it firnmy
"Thank you again. |f she's happy to see ne, 1'll tell her you sent
ne.

If not"--he | aughed--"1 won't nention your nane."



"Jovah guard you," Sanuel said. "Travel safely.”
A few short hours later, having taken a brief nap and restocked his
supplies, Caleb and his sturdy mare were back on the road.

He was chasing across the entire province after this particular woman.
Not that he minded. He would cross the world for her

The journey took himthat whol e day and nost of the next one; and then
there was the problemof the nmountain. WlIl, the oracl es expected
conpany, so there was a path, but it was steeper than the one to
Hagar's Tooth and even rockier. Caleb stood at the base of the
mount ai n and | ooked up as far as he could see, sighing a little. Ch,
to be an angel and nmerely glide to the top of the peak on the nost
convenient spiral of wind. And this was clearly not a road he could
expect his horse to clinb, so he was back to his own two feet again.

"You did so well last time, let's hope you can take care of yourself
again," he murrmured to his mare as he unpacked his bags and set her
free. Gound cover was sparse in this part of the world, but adequate
he thought; she should stay content for a day or two. |f she was gone
when he returned, well. he would walk back to Velora, or wherever
Al l eya had flown to.

He settled his saddl ebags over his shoul ders, took one nore neasuring
glance at the trail in front of him then resolutely took his first
step forward and started the wearisone clinb.

For a long nonent, Alleya stared at the screen, incapable of
respondi ng, unable to believe she was correctly interpreting the words
that the god had spelled out. That was it, of course: She had

m sunder st ood. Her book woul d expl ain what Jovah was really trying to
say.

But she paged through the entire slimtextbook, and nowhere did it
offer an alternative definition of the words "SEND HELP. "

She pursed her lips, took a deep breath, and spread her fingers once
nore over the keyboard. "You need assistance?" she asked the god.

The reply cane back with unnerving swiftness. "Yes. Send technician
i medi ately."

Techni ci an? "How can a technician help you?" she queried. The reply
made no sense to her at all, though she could pick out certain words:
"repair," "circuit board," "malfunction." None of these words appeared
i n her gui debook, either

"How can | help you?" she asked when Jovah's words came to a halt.

A one-word reply. "Teleport."

As before, inconprehensible. She continued to ask questions as if they
were reasonable, as if she were carrying on a | ogical conversation that
she understood. "How can | teleport?"

This reply, at |east, sounded sane. "Type in the word 'teleport' at

the prompt, hit Enter, and within twenty seconds nove to the inscribed
pentagramon the floor in the center of the room™



She gl anced over to the middle of the chanmber, but fromthis angle she
could make out no signs on the stone floor. She pushed the chair back
crossed the room and, bending low, inspected the floor. At first she
could detect nothing through centuries of wear, but then, faintly, she
was able to trace a star-shaped pattern that had been cut into the rock
itself. She took a few nonents to mark its five points with books
snatched at random fromthe nearby archives. Twenty seconds was not

[ ong; she did not want to waste them seeki ng the pentagram agai n.

Al t hough what woul d happen at the end of the twenty seconds, she could
not even begin to guess.

Returning to the interface, she stood over the keyboard and typed in a
nmessage to Jovah. "l amready," she said, "lIs there anything el se
nmust do?"

"Only what | told you," he replied. "Cone quickly."

She nodded, as if he could see her, and carefully keyed in the letters
one at a time. "Teleport," she wote, then hesitated a nonent, and
touched the Enter key.

She ran to the pentagram being careful not to disturb her books, and
then stood there for the |ongest time, waiting for something

i ndescri babl e to happen. Wuld a door open, would a voice speak, would
the worl d around her magically change? But nothi ng noved or reacted.
How | ong had she stood here--five seconds, fifteen seconds, forty-five?
She shoul d have begun a countdown when she first touched the keyboard.
Per haps not hi ng woul d happen. Perhaps the interface was broken,

per haps even that nethod of communicating with Jovah had failed. She
woul d stand here a nonment |onger, she would begin counting now. Once
she reached one hundred and twenty, she would know somet hi ng had gone
wrong, and she would return to the interface.

She had reached the number five when two things happened at once. The
air around her began to haze over with a glittering gol den aura, and
she heard sonmeone shout her nane. "The god is calling nmel" she

t hought, a certain happiness cutting through the apprehension that had
wr apped around her heart, and then the netallic, iridescent curtain
drew taut around her.

She felt her body explode into a million tiny fragnents, felt her hair
and her fingertips and her toenails separately and distinctly detach
fromher body. She wanted to scream but her throat had been ripped
out; her heart clanped down and vani shed. Sonething col der than ice,
hotter than flame, washed over every inch of her body, and then her
skin dissolved. In that instant, she once again heard a voice call out
her nane.

She could not tell how nuch time passed before she attenpted to open
her eyes again. She spent a good long tinme marveling over the fact

t hat she was not dead, though she could not with certainty say she was
alive. She seened to be lying on sone kind of cool, |evel surface,

per haps marbl e, perhaps not. She felt--odd--disenbodied, as if she did
not wei gh as nuch as she should, as if she had been holl owed out and
laid aside. As if her thoughts were no longer in her head. As if she
had been di sconnected from her body.

But she could flex her fingers and curl her toes; and her hands, when



she put themto her face, found only the snmooth contours of her spare
cheeks and her cl osed eyelids. And she was breathing, and she could
feel the galloping pace of her heart And odd little hissing and

gurgling noises were skirting past her ears, so she could still hear.
So if she could still see, then presumably she was nmore or |ess
whol e.

But when she opened her eyes, she had no idea what she was | ooking at.
The worl d seenmed a m shmash of white and chrome and blinking Iights.
She shut her eyes again quickly.

She |l ay there another nmoment or two, but she would I earn nothing this
way- - not where she was, not what Jovah wanted from her. He was her
god; surely he had not brought her here to harmher. She opened her
eyes again and pushed herself to a sitting position

She seened to be in some kind of round roomwalled in white, though it
was not constructed of stone or wood or even any netal that she could
recogni ze. She was indeed on the floor, which seenmed to be nmade of the
same material used for the wall. 1In a near-perfect circle lining the
interior of the roomwas a bank of screens nmuch like the interface at

Si nai, though the keyboards beneath the screens varied radically. Sone
were not keyboard at all, but consisted of a series of flashing lights
arranged in colorful rows. Indeed, now that she exam ned the screens,
nost of them | ooked very little like the interface she knew They

di spl ayed i mages of lines and dots in nysterious configurations, and as
she wat ched, they altered.

She did not know where she was or how she had arrived here, but surely
Jovah had sent her here for a purpose. Surely there would be a way for
himto tell her what that purpose was. She made herself stand up and
exam ne the screens nore closely And there was, as she had been sure
there nust be, an interface |ike the one she knew

She approached it cautiously and exam ned the keyboard. Yes, laid out
just like the one at Sinai. She breathed a soundl ess sigh of relief.
Then Jovah was still available to her sonmehow. She positioned her
fingers over the keyboard and typed, "Jovah, are you here?"

But the reply was not what she had expected. Sonorous, mghty, echoing
fromthe round walls around her, a man's deep voice replied, "Yes,
Alleluia, I am"

She shrieked and fell to her knees, weak with a prinmeval terror. She
had wanted to touch the face of the god but she had not thought she
could do it; and she had not thought his face would | ook like this.

"Jovah!" she cried out, her hands cradling her head as if to shield
herself fromhis sight. "Jovah, | amafraid!"
But the voice did not i mediately speak again. Instead, even nore

terrifying, the texture of the air changed. A golden gl ow began to
build up beside her in the chanmber, a whirling |um nescent cloud of
~ensorcel l ed dust. Crying out Jovah's name again, Alleya flattened
herself on the floor in supplication, and waited for the god to
strike.

Cal eb had never been to Sinai, or, indeed, any of the retreats of the
oracles, so it had taken hima little time to navigate the echoing gray
halls. "Aleya?" he had called out once or twice, but he could not
bring hinself to raise his voice to the level of a shout; there was



somet hi ng about this place that discouraged viol ence, even viol ent
sound.

So he made a few fruitless investigations of small waiting roonms and
obvi ously di sused passageways before the hallway abruptly w dened and
he sensed that he was approaching the main living quarters. He

qui ckened his pace and forbore to call out the Archangel's nane

agai n.

When he noved into the great chanber that was clearly the heart of the
maze, it took himonly a few seconds to glance around and realize he
had found his quarry. She was standing unnaturally still in the mddle
of the room her head tilted as if she was listening to sone voice

i naudible to him He took a deep breath and anot her step forward--and
then stood frozen to the spot in horror. Alleya was enveloped in a

m st of gold and topaz, and the | ook on her face was one of stark
terror. "Alleya!" he screaned, bounding forward, but he did not reach
her intime. "Aleyal"

She was gone. \here she had stood was not hing but gray, uninmaginative
stone, and not even a sparkle of the traitorous haze renai ned.

Frantic, he ran back and forth across the confines of the room
touching each wall, as if she could be lurking behind those solid
stones, as if only the effect of mirrors or illusion had caused her to
di sappear. He hurriedly inspected a book roomoff to one side, peering
around each shelf, as if she had taken shelter behind one, as if she
was merely hiding. But she was gone. He had seen her vanish.

Wll, this was the god's waiting room after all. Although Caleb could
not even guess how she had been renoved, surely Jovah's had been the
hand that had taken her. And he knew of only one instrunent on Sanaria
t hat anyone could use to directly question the god.

Slowy, battling a mnd-nunbing fear, Caleb approached the gl owi ng bl ue
screen set into the far wall. The interface, that was what Alleya had
called it. He forced hinself to concentrate, to renmenber what little
Ail eya had told himabout the nmachine. The oracle wote a question on
the screen and the god replied through the same medium Fabul ous
technol ogy, if indeed it worked, if indeed the god replied and the
oracle did not just fabricate his own replies to awe and delight

credul ous visitors.

But now Cal eb was alnmost willing to concede the exi stence of the god,
if the god could help himretrieve Al eya

He stood for a long tine before the alien equipnment, studying it,
trying to analyze it. It did not much resenble either the nusic
machi ne at the Eyrie or the listening device at Hagar's Tooth, except
it could easily have been constructed of the same materials and
featured sone kind of lighted display. The buttons on the panel bel ow
the screen were lettered with an unfamliar al phabet; apparently, these
were used to formthe words and sentences that were then sonehow

rel ayed to the god.

Cal eb surveyed the screen itself, even now of fering himan unreadabl e
message. It was clearly a question, however; the sentence ended wth
the sane interrogative synbol Samarians still used in their witten

| anguage. So the god was asking him-sonething. Asking himwhat had
happened to Alleya. No, the god knew that. Asking hi mwhat he wanted



to do next.

Asking himif he wanted to go where Alleya had gone. How did he tel
Jovah yes?

He dropped his eyes again to the arrangenent of buttons on the | ower
panel . All but one were marked with a letter or a synbol that would
seemto pass for a part of speech. On the left hand side of the pane
was a large, square green key with an entire word printed onit. Not a
word that Caleb recognized.

But green--that was the color that neant "proceed" or "in use" in the
ot her pieces of early technol ogy that Cal eb had encountered. G een
meant "go forward." G een neant "yes."

He gl anced back over his shoulder to try to identify exactly where
Al l eya had been standi ng when he saw her nelt away. Ah--she had narked
the very location with a collection of textbooks. Certainly he nust
stand in the same place if he hoped to follow her. |If indeed he could
follow her. |If he had guessed correctly.

He took a deep breath and pressed the green key. Then he sprinted for
the marked spot in the center of the room He fought down his di smay
when not hi ng i nmedi at el y happened; there nust be a delay of sone sort,
because he had clearly seen Alleya's face for a few noments before she
was envel oped in the coruscating fire. But not a long delay. There
woul d be no point.

He was afraid, but when the glittering veil fell around himand tickled
his skin with needl es, his predom nant enotion was one of fierce
elation. He would follow the Archangel to the lair of the god

hi nmsel f.

Not hi ng, not even her arrival in this fantastic place, had shocked

Al'l eya as much as the sudden appearance of Cal eb Augustus by her side.
For a nonent, while he overcane his dizzy disorientation, she could not
even speak. She nmerely stared at him marveling.

He recovered nore quickly than she. "Thank the god | found you," he
excl ai med, scranbling to his feet and pulling her up into a fervent
enbrace. "Wen | saw you--disintegrate |like that-before ny very
eyes--"

"What are you doi ng here?" she whispered. "How did you come to be

her e?"

"I followed you," he said. "At the Eyrie, they told ne you were com ng

here. And | arrived at Sinai just in tine to see you--do whatever it
is we have just done."

She pull ed back fromhimto stare at his face. She was stil
frightened, but less so; just his presence, no matter how hel pl ess he

m ght be, conforted her to an amazi ng degree. "W have achieved
teleport," she said. "But | don't know what that neans."
"Tel eport,"” he repeated, and, still holding her in the circle of his

arnms, |ooked slowy around him Alleya watched him wondering what his
scientific mnd mght make of the screens and equi prent arrayed before
them The son of Jeremiah. Well, the god had asked for him The god
nmust have expected himto feel an affinity for this foreign



machi nery.

"Where are we?" Caleb asked at last, his face a study in puzzl enment
tenmpered by eager ness.

"I can't even guess."

He rel eased her and wal ked idly fromstation to station, exani ning each
with a minute, fascinated attention. Evidently the synbols neant nore
to himthan to her, for now and then he rel eased a snmall, surprised
grunt of recognition, and then noved on. Alleya pivoted slowy to

wat ch hi m

"So where are we?" she asked at | ast.

He was still gazing down at one of the keyboards. He had lifted his
hand as if he wanted to stroke the keys, but his fingers were suspended
i nches above the panel, as if he didn't quite dare. "At a guess,

woul d say we were in sonme technol ogical nerve center directing the
operations of a million engineering tasks at once," he said. "This is
nmoni tori ng equi pnent--this i s navigational equipnent--this |ooks |ike
it's sinply a conmuni cations console ..."

"Navi gati onal equi prent?" she queri ed.

He nodded. "Star charts, but nore conplicated than any |'ve ever seen
and not--" He hesitated. "They're the Samarian constell ations, but not
taken fromthe horizons we know. "

She felt herself gasp. "From-fromYsral? The other continent?"

He | ooked over at her. H s face was sober, but his eyes blazed with
excitement. "I don't think so. |[|'d alnbst say--taken from a vantage

poi nt far above the ground.”

She shook her head. "The stars | ook the sane to ne even when |'m
flying."

He nodded. "Higher than that. Hundreds of miles higher or farther
away. Maybe as far away as the next star. You could never fly so
far."

She was bew | dered. "But nothing could."

"A nmachi ne could."”

"Don't be ridicul ous!"

"OfF course it could. | showed you Noah's traveling vehicle when we
were in Breven. 1've told you how I've tried to build w ngs for
nmyself. There's a way to do it--1 haven't figured it out yet--but

there's a way to build machines that fly. Fly fromone city on Samaria
to the next. And if they can fly across |and, why can't they fly
t hrough the atnosphere and to the stars?"

"Because they can't! Because no one can build machines like that!
Because- - because it doesn't make sensel™

"It nmakes sense," he said. "I think we're on just such a nachine."



Al leya stared at himand felt all the blood drain away from her face,
squeeze from her heart, and puddle in tingling pools at her knees and
el bows. "You're saying we're in some nmachine nmiles above Samari a?"
she whi sper ed.

He nodded. "That would be ny guess. W could confirmit, | think, if
we could find an outside window. Although there may be no such thing
as a wi ndow on a vessel like this. Probably has to have an outside
surface that can wi thstand--well, anything--pressure, storns,
neteorites--"

"Wait--don't--1 don't understand what you're tal king about,"” she
i nterrupted, shaking her head. Now she was beginning to feel nauseous
and ill, and fearful all over again. "And none of that matters,

really. We're here to find out how Jovah wants us to help him"

Now Cal eb was the one to stare. "Jovah wants us to help hin?P Wy do
you- - "

"The message on the screen at Sinai. It said, "Send help." And when |

asked how, it said, "Teleport." And that's how we got here. And now
we need to find out how we can render assistance to Jovah."

He gl anced around again. "Is there anything here that |ooks famliar
to you--1ooks |like one of the interfaces?"

She nodded and pointed. "Yes, but when | used it before--" Hi s head
whi pped back. "Yes?" "He spoke to ne," she whi spered.

"Spoke? Al oud?" She nodded.
"What did he say?"

"I had witten, "Jovah, are you here? and the voice said, "Yes,
Alleluia, I am™""

"Has the god ever spoken to you before? Has he ever spoken to any of
the oracl es?"

She shook her head. "Not that | have ever heard.”
"Then--"

"I don't know. "

"Are you sure it was Jovah?"

Now she felt a surge of inpatience. "Wo else would it be?"
"Who else, indeed ..." He frowned down at the keyboard under the
interface and then, without warning, lifted his head and addressed the
enpty air. "Jovah, can you hear ne?"

Al leya did not even have tine to catch her breath before the resonant
voice replied, "Yes, | can."

She was stricken, paralyzed in place, but Caleb seenmed un-fazed. "Do
you know ne?" he asked next.

"Your name is hidden fromne," the reply came. "Because the Kiss in



your arm has been destroyed. |If you told me your name, | could
identify you."

"I amcalled Cal eb Augustus. My father was Jacob Augustus." "Ah,"
said the rich, deep voice. "Caleb, son of Jacob, son of Zakary, son of
Rut h, daughter of Tamar, daughter of Nathaniel, who was son of

Jerem ah. "

The son of Jerem ah. Hearing the words al oud, Alleya could not repress
a slight shiver. Al the weeks of searching, and all this tine, he was
as close as her own hand.

"Can you tell us where we are?" Caleb asked next.
"You are aboard the spaceshi p Jehovah."
"Spaceshi p?" Cal eb asked sharply. "Wat is that?"

"It is a vehicle designed for transport across interplanetary

di stances. It is self-sustaining, self-renewi ng, powered by crystals
whi ch rel ease their radi oactive energy over a period of centuries,
giving the ship an effective |ifespan of several thousand years."

"And how old is this ship?"
"It is entering its nine hundredth year of service."
"And how did it cone to be flying above Samari a?"

"When the nmenbers of the Harnonic Christers sect elected to | eave their
hone pl anet, they chose this spaceship to carry themfromEl eison to
what ever world they might find and deemto be suitable. This planet,
whi ch they named Sanaria, was the one selected.”

Cal eb, whom Al'l eya was watching with an al nost painful intensity,
seened to be half listening--and hal f remenbering other stories.
"Carried in Jovah's hands to their new hone," he nurnured.

"Carried in Jovah's hands--in Jehovah's hands--in the spaceship
Jehovah. "

Al leya stirred and put a hand on his arm "No," she said. "That is
not how it happened. The god took us in his palm"

"The settlers were carried in the spaceship,"”
"As Cal eb Augustus says."

t he voice interrupted.
Cal eb covered Alleya's hand with his to reassure her, but his mnd was
clearly locked into this particular investigative groove.

"So they came here in the ship--and then what happened to the ship? It
just stayed floating above Samaria for the next six and a half
centuries? Wat a waste! What we could have learned fromit!"
"Orbiting," the voice said.

n \Mat ?u

"The ship was not floating, it was orbiting around the planet on a
regul ar and cal cul ated basis."



"On some kind of schedule that had been programmed into its machinery
before the settlers | anded?"

"That is correct."”

"But why didn't they--" Caleb gave a laugh of sheer frustration. "I
nmean, to have this incredible piece of technology so close, and then to
cut thenselves off fromit conpletely-1t makes no sense to ne."

"They did not cut thenselves off conpletely. They installed conmputer
interfaces at three stations on the planet which allowed themto
conmuni cate directly with the ship.”

"Interfaces,” Aleya whispered. "No--"

"To communi cat e--what?" Cal eb asked.

"Information, nostly. Geneal ogical information about the popul ation
shifts on Samaria. Information about weather patterns and crop
rotations. |Information about technol ogi cal advances and where they
were centered.”

"Tracking us," Caleb said below his breath. "Learning how quickly we
were evolving." He slapped his hand across the black Kiss in his arm
"Quessing--and pretty damn accurately, too--what bloodlines could be
profitably m xed with others--" He refocused his attention on the point
above his head, to the right, which seened to be the source of the

voi ce. "But how were the settlers benefiting fromthe ship's continued
orbit over the planet?"

"I'n many ways," the voice replied. "For exanple, the weather on
Samaria was a concern fromthe very begi nning."

Alleya felt her fingers bite into Caleb's arm "This is not true," she
said fiercely. Caleb hushed her, but the voice seemed not to notice.

"The ship is able, through a conbination of chem cals and heat rays and
solar mrror panels, to cause sudden and dramatic shifts in the w nd
and tenperature patterns--"

"This is not true," Alleya repeated, nore loudly. "Jovah causes the
weat her to change, when the angels request it of him"

"My dear child, who do you think is speaking to us?" Cal eb whispered
in her ear.

She snat ched her hand back, took a pace away from Cal eb when he reached

for her again. "I don't--it is a voice Jovah is using to speak to
us."
Still watching her synmpathetically, Caleb Iifted his own voice. "Wo

is addressing us in this conversation?"
"I amthe voice of the computer that operates the starship Jehovah."

"No," Alleya said instantly just as Cal eb asked his next question.
"Conputer? What is that?"

"A computer is an artificial, electronic brain. It is capable of



perform ng myriads of conplicated |ogical, logistical, mathenatical and
t heoretical calculations that simulate the thought processes of hunman
brains. Athough it is nore sophisticated than a human brain, boasts
nore nenory than a human brain and can handl e functions a human brain
cannot . "

"It can--think--and make deci sions--and | earn?"

"No. It nust be given instructions and directions in a manner that
conformto its programmng. Sone rote, unchanging tasks it can perform
on its own, according to existing programm ng, but it cannot, on its
own, decide to interfere in weather patterns or release antibiotic
doses or dispense grain seed.”

"Or send down thunderbolts to smte nountains--unless it is directed to
do so," Cal eb suggest ed.

"Precisely."

Al l eya took hold of Caleb by his forearnms and shook hiny but her grip
was weak and her hands were trenmbling. "Wat you are saying--what you
are suggesting--is that this, this spaceship is performng all the
functions of the god ..."

H s expression was conpassionate. He pulled his arns free and took her
in a gentle enbrace. "That's what |'msaying. That's what | believe
to be true. The settlers traveled to Samaria on this very ship, and
left it in orbit above us, and gave angels and oracles the ability to
conmuni cate with it, and gave it the ability to respond. And over the
years, we, forgetting our technol ogical roots--"

She jerked back from himand stanmped her foot. "No! That cannot be
true! The god is not some--sone nachine |eft behind by Hagar and Uri el
and the others. Not sone nindless, soulless piece of equipnment that
floats in space and waits for some kind of--signal--to begin working.
The god is--the god is the god. He is all-powerful. He knows
everything. He |loves everyone. He is real."

"This spaceship is real, Alleya," Caleb said soberly. "You will never
find anything nore real. Look around you! This is science beyond
anyt hi ng we coul d have dreanmed of, but you will admit it rem nds you of
technol ogy you have seen before. It is technology our race had once,
and deliberately lost, and now stands in need of again. This ship is
skilled enough to travel nore mles than we can count--powerful enough
to scatter storms and strike down mountains. You want a god? The
machi ne is the god, and nore believable and | ess capricious than any
deity | could inmagine. You have always wanted to be close to your god.
Well, you are | ooking straight into his lighted, unwavering eyes."

"No," she said, and her voice was alnost too soft to be heard. "No. |
cannot believe in a god who was created by nmen--built by nmen to serve
them not to oversee them \ere is the challenge to the spirit in
that? Wwo is to ensure that we live wisely, that we treat others
fairly, that we performour obligations and avoid tenptations? |If
there is no one to punish us for wongdoing, what is to prevent us from
doing evil? What is to keep us honest and good? Wo is to guard our
soul s, and gather us into his arnms when we die? A machine? A nachine
built by men? How can this be the thing we have called a god for so
many centuries?"



"It does not matter what we have believed," Caleb said. "Wat nmatters
is the truth. And the truth is, we have been watched and defended and
puni shed by a machine called Jehovah. And the further truth is that

t hi s machi ne has sonehow broken. And the final truth is that we were
brought to this machine to fix it. And may Jehovah correct ne if | am
wr ong. "

"No," said Jehovah. "You are not wong. | amin need of repair to ny
ancill ary audi o-coordinator. It is what enables nme to pick up

transm ssions fromthe external satellites, but the circuitry becane
over burdened and has al nost conpletely shut down."

"You haven't been able to hear us," Caleb clarified.
"That is correct."”

"I amnot proficient in settler technology," Caleb added. "Is this
something I will be able to repair?"

"Easily enough, if you follow ny instructions. But the operation
requires fingers, hands and a new circuit board, which | cannot insert
on ny own."

"But there is a new circuit board?"
"There are dozens."

"Then direct me there." He stepped forward, and turned back to the
Archangel. "Alleya? Wuld you like to come with me and watch?"

She shook her head. She had never felt so miserable and abandoned in
her life, not when the stormflung her carelessly to the ground, not
when her mother left her at Mount Sinai to |learn the ways of the
angel s. She could not stand by and watch the guts of the god undergo
prof ane surgery.

"No," she said. "I will wait for you here."

Cal eb was gone for nore than two hours. Alleya spent that whole tine
sitting nmotionlessly in one of the cushioned chairs set up in front of
each of the lighted panels. Although the roomwas heady and silent,
she could sonetinmes faintly catch the echoes of conversation with the
ship's conputer, two or three roons away. And the occasional beep and
gurgle of machinery in this roomnow and then caught her random
attention. But nostly she sat there, still and patient, deafened by
the tunul tuous storminside her head.

Jovah was a machine. Jovah was an el ectronic brain, Jovah was a
starshi p named Jehovah that had travel ed incal cul abl e di stances
carrying the original settlers in its chambers. She had not noved from
this small space, but she realized the ship nust be unbelievably vast,
the size of the Eyrie, perhaps, or one of the manadavvi mansions, to
shelter so many people for what nust have been a journey of dozens of
years. The existence of the spaceship, the mechanics of the trip--that
she coul d understand, that she could accept. Jovah had carried them
from anot her planet to this one, and he nust have had some vessel with
which to do so, and she was willing to accept this spaceship for the
nmet aphor of his hands.

But she was not willing to accept a conputer for her god. Wo had



listened to her all those years, as she sang prayers of supplication
and thanksgi ving? Wo had heard her voice above all other voices,
given her faith in herself, faith in her god? There had

been- - sonet hi ng--sone sentient presence receiving her words and
responding to them She believed that. She had felt that presence at
the core of her heart as she had felt Caleb's pul se beating against her
own when he held her in his arns.

She m ght have touched the face of Jovah, but she had not yet touched
the face of her god.

When Cal eb returned, he was as excited as a boy.

"You should see this place!" he exclained. "It's huge! Like a snall
city, but laid out with such efficiency--the air ducts, the power
outlets, the plunmbing-And it all recycles. Nothing is wasted. You'd
never run out of water or air or food--"

She nmanaged to smile up at him though it took an effort. "You' ve been
on a tour of the ship, then, |I take it?"

"Yes, the whole thing, or at least the living quarters. And, Alleya,
you woul dn't believe it! There are these entire farms of grain--wheat
and soy and corn and a few |l didn't recognize--and there are these
automatic harvesting arns, and bins for drying the grain, and silos for
storing them and hatches for ejecting themonto Samaria when we ask

for them | didn't get a chance to inspect the--he called them heat
guns, | wasn't quite sure how they operated--anyway, they' re on the
outside of the ship, so | couldn't get to them |I|I'msure they're
awesone. "

"And what else did you | earn?"

"Well, he offered nme a--text of sone sort, a printout, he called it--of
some of his engineering specifications, but then he said it was in the
ol d | anguage, which I don't know, so | didn't think it would benefit ne
much. And then | asked himhow he was able to talk to us in our

| anguage if he was only programred with the settlers' origina

| anguage, and he tried to explain it--sonething about predictable
phonetic shift and the universal evolution of |anguage, but | didn't
understand it."

"Well, he has been communicating with the oracles for all these years.
Maybe he's foll owed the | anguage shifts through them"

"Maybe. And then | asked hi m about sonme of the old technol ogy that
|'ve seen on Samaria, and | told himabout your failed music machi nes,
and he directed nme to sone kind of storeroomwhere | found--these."
Caleb held out a small box hol ding maybe seventy little nmetal cylinders
whi ch he was regarding as if they were made of stamped gold. Alleya

gl anced fromhis hand to his face. She was so tired; it was an effort
to think, an effort to group her thoughts into coherent speech

"And what are those?" she asked at |ast.
"He called thembatteries. Well, he called them sonething el se first,
then said | may as well just refer to themas batteries, although they

were far nore conplex."

"And what's a battery?"



"As far as | can tell, stored energy which can be used to power
somet hing that doesn't have an outside electrical or steamdriven
source. "

llAh. "
"Something like this is what ran your nusic equiprment, till the energy
was all drained. | got enough to replace the batteries in all of the

machi nes, at the Eyrie and Monteverde. And | picked up a few
extras."

"Why? \hat el se can they be used for?"

He was again studying his booty as if he'd discovered the last key to
the nysteries of the universe. "I can think of lots of things," he
said to hinmself. "Lots of potential things. W'Il|l have to go back and
try themout."

Al leya cane to her feet. "I'mready."

"Don't you want to | ook around a little?"

She shook her head. "I have had enough of miracles for one day. |
don't think I can absorb any nore."

He | aughed ruefully. "I don't think | could ever be here | ong enough
But maybe if | cone back--"

"No!" she said fiercely. He narrowed his eyes at her, for the first
time since his return seenming to focus on her conpletely. "You don't
want ne to return here?"

"Take what you need now," she said. "If you need nore tinme. then
we'll wait. But we are not com ng back here."
"Why not ?"

"Because we are not neant to be here. Because the settlers
deliberately hid fromtheir children and their children's children the
know edge of this ship's existence. Because we were placed on Samari a
to found a society untainted by the corruption of technology, to see if
men could live in harnony with men. You know the stories as well as |
do, Caleb. The Christers cane here froma planet that exploded from
internal war shortly after they were able to escape it. They believed
that science |leads to self-destruction and they wanted Sanaria free of
that fear. They wanted us to evolve differently than their ancestors
had. "

"But that's ridiculous! Technology in and of itself is not evil!
Technol ogy | eads to nusic machines and el ectrical |ight and vehicles
that can travel faster than a horse--"

"And to factories which rearrange the whol e manufacturing structure of
the country and affect the entire popul ation alignnent--"

"Al'l right, progress breeds change, but change is so often for the
better. Are you telling nme that, right now, you would go to Breven and
tear down the factories--you would go to Senorrah and Lum naux, and

di sconnect the power cords that give the cities their lights? You



woul d halt technol ogi cal advances--you would refuse to grow?"

"No. | amsaying that if we must have technol ogy, we will discover our
own. Perhaps the discoveries we make will be different than the

di scoveri es nade on El eison. Perhaps we will not invent the sane
weapons of destruction, and so we will not be at risk. Perhaps
everything we create will be like electricity and your friend Noah's
machi ne. But to ensure that, we cannot go back to the technol ogy of
our ancestors. W cannot, you and |, conme to this ship for secrets.

W nust discover our own way. Wite our own future, not steal from an
unsavory past. Don't you agree with ne? Don't you understand?"

"I understand," he said slowy. "But |I don't know that | agree. There
is so much we don't know-so nuch that this ship could tell us. W
could circunvent decades of experinentation and failure with five

m nut es of exam ning the spaceship's circuitry--"

"You' ve had your five mnutes," she said calmy. "You are decades
ahead of Noah and the other engineers on Samaria. You know what is
possible. It is up to you to discover howto nake it work."

"You're serious,"” he said. "You will never let ne return to this
ship."

"Not only that," she said, "I want you to pronise ne--swear to ne--that
you will never nmention to another living soul what you have seen here

and what you have done."
"Why? |If others know what | know-"

"You may not believe in Jovah, in the existence of a god, but how nany
ot hers do you know on Samaria who are doubters? Can you nanme ne five?
Can you nanme ne one?"

He appeared to think about it. She inmagined he must be reviewing his
Edori friends, his famly menbers, nmaybe his fellow engineers. "l can
nane you one besides nyself," he said finally, "and even he believes
there is a god. He is just not sure how nuch power the god can
wield."

Al l eya stepped toward him as if she could, froma closer range, nake
her words nore surely penetrate his brain. "Wat would happen to them
do you think, if you told themthat their god was really a machi ne?
Wul d they believe you? Wuld they stone you for a heretic? Wuld
they curse thenselves and their ignorance and the priests and the
oracles who had lied to then? Wuld they still trust the angels to
pray for rain and seed and nedicine? |If they turned against the
angel s, who would intercede for themw th Jovah--for, god or machi ne,

Jehovah the spaceship still hears the songs of the angels, does he not,
or will now that you have repaired hin? |If people are told their god
is a machine, howw !l they go on with their lives? The myth of Jovah

is too strong in our society. He binds us all together

"If we do not come together for the annual G oria, all peoples singing
in harmony, will harnmony cease to exist on Samaria? WII| Jansai turn
agai nst Manadavvi, wll farmers turn against the merchantmen? If we do
not have a god, no matter how false, to keep us all in order, will we
then fall into chaos? Caleb Augustus, think very hard about what it
would nean to tell this world that there is no god. Are you willing to
be the man who destroys Jovah?"



He had bowed his head as she spoke and appeared to be |i stening
intently, half in protest, half in agreenent. Wen she finished, he
rai sed his eyes to her, and his face was very sober. "The tine wll
cone," he said, "when others will discover what Jovah really is. Even
now, | know men who are experimenting with disks of glass that enable
themto see farther distances than the human eye can manage. It is
inevitable that they will train these instrunments on the sky--that they
will begin to see the stars nmore closely, or catch a glinpse of Jovah
as he circles overhead.

"And there are those besi des Noah who are building traveling
vehi cl es--and those besides me who are attenpting to discover how to
fly. Sooner or later, centuries fromnow, maybe, they will |earn how
to build spaceships and they will encounter Jovah, or extrapolate from
what they've learned that a thing such as this ship nmust exist. Sooner
or later, this great secret will be a secret no nmore. And then how
will your society recover?"

"By then, it will be a different society, and people will be used to
marvels. By then, they will not be afraid of flying machines, and they
wi Il know how to make their own--batteries. By then, the world will
run nmore on electricity than faith. Science will replace nysticism

but gradually. W would be fools to force it. And we would be

wr ong. "

He was not entirely convinced; she could tell that by the set, stubborn
| ook on his face. On the other hand, he was still listening. "Perhaps
you are right," he said slowy. "Perhaps the world is not ready for

t he bright know edge we have uncovered. But what woul d have happened
to us, to all of Samaria, if you and | had not stunbled upon the truth
of this ship--if we had not tele ported here, and repaired the
circuits, and made it possible for Jovah to hear the angels again? W
woul d have been lost to flood and di sease--we woul d have been destroyed
when the doria canme round, for even ten thousand voices raised in

har mony woul d not have reached the god's ear. He would have thought we
did not sing to him and he woul d have rel eased the thunderbolts that
woul d have denolished the world."

"Jovah, is that true?" Alleya asked, for she had feared it |ong
enough.

"It is true," the voice confirned

"So you see," Caleb said, his voice gathering energy, "the risks are
just as great if no one knows the truth. As |long as Jovah guards us,
someone must know who Jovah is, and guard himas well."

Al l eya nodded. "You're right. And | believe that, until now, one of

t he oracl es has al ways known who Jovah is and how to reach him M
guess is that the oracle Rebekah was the one with the know edge in this
generation, but she died before it could be passed on."

"So you will now tell one of the other oracles? You will share this
incredible information with Job, or Mary, sonmeone who will be shocked
to his soul, but you won't allow ne to tell Noah or anot her

engi neer ?"

"One of the oracles nust know," Alleya said. "I will decide who."



"That's a grave decision for one person to nake."

"That is why Jovah chose nme as Archangel,’
make such deci sions."

she replied calmy. "To

Cal eb spread his hands and turned away, defeated. "I cannot spread
this news w thout your consent," he said at last. "At the very |east,
| need your corroboration, because no one would believe ne. Once |

| eave this ship, | may start to doubt it myself."

"Then are we ready to go?"

Cal eb | ooked around one last tine, as if nmenorizing the placenent of
equi prent and the pattern of lights. He sighed. "No," he said. "I
will never be ready to |leave. But let us go now. anyway."

"Jovah, how do we return to Sinai ?" Alleya asked.

"Stand where you are, in the center of the room \Wen you are ready,
nerely say, "Teleport now ""

Al l eya rai sed her eyebrows at Cal eb; a question. He sighed again,
nodded, and took her hand. "Teleport now, " she said.

It was less frightening the second tinme but no | ess strange. She felt
agai n that instantaneous, conplete dissolution of her nuscles and
bones, the disconnection of skin to tissue, the unhooking of cell from
cell. She felt her skull nelt and her bones disintegrate and every
part of her body vaporize, but still her fingers were caught fast in
Cal eb's hand. And when, seconds later, her body re-forned in the

pent agram carved in the stone floor of Munt Sinai, her hand was stil

| ocked in Caleb's, and she believed he had never once rel axed his

grinp.

He was bendi ng over her solicitously, naking sure she had survived the
transportation intact, both body and spirit reviving. She managed a
shaky snmile at him

"What exactly is it that we have just done?" she asked.

"I have no idea. | feel like | have been conpletely pulled apart and
reassenbl ed. Inconmpletely. Are you all right?"

"Ch, yes. It's less terrifying when you know what to expect."
He gl anced around the inner chanmber as if seeking points of reference.
"I wonder what time it is. Do you have any idea?" "Wen did you

arrive here?"

"Days ago. Years ago."

"I think it nust be late at night. |In any case, |I'mstarving."

"Me, too," he said. "I have sone food--"

"Me, too. And I'mtired. | have to sleep, and soon."

He smiled. "M, too. Shall we throw together a neal, then spend the

ni ght here together?"



She nodded. "And then think about what we nust do next."

It was a quiet, alnost |luxurious neal, despite the fact that their
dried provisions were neither plentiful nor exotic. They had found the
oracle's living quarters and nmade t hensel ves confortable on nore
opulent furniture than they woul d have expected from a supposed
ascetic. Wen they had finished their neal, they sat quietly together
on the sofa, |oosely enbraced, talking in a relaxed and idle way. It
was as if--between terror, betrayal, wonder and argument--all their
passi on had been spent earlier in the day, and now t here was not hi ng
left but to rest in each other's arns.

"There was a great deal else to think about,"” Caleb said at |ast,

speaking the words into her hair. "But while we were aboard the
spaceshi p, Jovah called nme by name. You nust have noticed." She gave
a small laugh. "The son of Jeremiah. | noticed.”" He kissed the back

of her head. "And, as | recall, when you left ne at Hagar's Tooth, it
was to go off in search of just such a man. The son of Jereniah. When
it appears | amthe man you have been seeking all along.”

"Strange but true," Alleya said. "l have not had tinme yet to
assimlate the glad news."

"And does this nean you must marry me? And nanme me as your angelico?
In fact, | believe it neans you have no choice. Your god has spoken
and you nust obey."

"My god is not who | believed he was,"
| onger be subject to his dictates."

Alleya retorted. "I may no

"Well, then, what does your heart require?" he asked. "That is where
you should | ook for your true answer."

"My heart is willing, but ny head is suspicious,"” she said. "If a man
is to be angelico, he must, first of all, be prepared to carry on his
religious and civic duties. In short, he nmust be ready to | ead the

masses at the Goria and sing before a crowd of thousands."

"Ah," Caleb said. "Mybe | amnot so eager for the role after all."
"And he must be a patient nman, willing to give his tine to the
petitioners who will come to him seeking to curry favor with his wife,

the Archangel, but afraid to approach her directly--"
"Well, | am sociabl e enough, though I do not gladly endure fools."
"And he must, of course, put aside his own pursuits so that he can

devote his time fully and conpletely to the life of the Archangel and
t he business of the hold."

Wth a pal mon her cheek, Caleb turned her face toward his. "Mist he
real ly?" he asked seriously. "I admt, that would be difficult."
"Actually, | wouldn't think you' d have to give up anything," she said.
"I'f Hagar coul d di sappear for nonths at a tine to the Corinni
Mount ai ns, | don't see why you couldn't be down in Lum naux, inventing
t hi ngs."

"Or Velora," he said. "l could set up a workshop there."



"Well, then. One problemsolved. How s your voice?"

"My voice is--adequate. Not sonething people would pay to listen
to."

"Do you know any of the sacred masses?"

"I"'mnot sure what a sacred nmass is."

"How qui ckly do you | earn?"

"How hard is it?"

"Hard enough. But if you only have to | earn one mass--"
"Can soneone teach nme?"

"There are the nusic roons at the hold," she rem nded him

"You can go there and listen for hours. |If you left tonorrow
nor ni ng--"

"I can't go directly to the Eyrie," he interrupted. "In two or three
weeks, | could be there."

She shifted her body so she could face himnore confortably. "Were do
you have to go first?"

"To Lumi naux. To see Delilah."

"Delilah?"

He nodded. "I think--1 may be wong--1 think one of those little
batteries m ght be able to nend her. | have to try. And soon. Before

she | eaves with the Edori ships for Ysral."

"I agree. o to Luminaux first, and cone to the Eyrie as soon as you
can."

"And you'll be there?"

She was silent a monment, thinking, then she settled back into his
ar ns.

"I"ll be there by the time you arrive," she said.

In the norning, they prepared to go their separate ways. It was the
first time that they had parted without the fear that they would never
see each other again, and so their farewells were al nost |ighthearted.
Still, as they stood on the | anding | edge at the opening to the cavern
they were each touched by a vagrant sadness.

"It is always hard to | eave you," Caleb said, "or to watch you
| eave. "

"Travel carefully, and think of ne."
"Jovah guard you," he said.

She gave hima quizzical |ook. "You comend ne to a nachi ne?"



"l trust himnow nore than | ever did."

She ki ssed himquickly. "You' re a strange man, son of Jerem ah."
"Strangg but faithful," he said, kissing her inreturn. "Till | see
you again."

"In Velora."

"Till then."

And they kissed again and parted. Alleya watched for a nmonment as Cal eb
began his sl ow descent down the nountain; then she | aunched herself
into the turquoi se skies. She flew southwest for half an hour before
maki ng a quick landing at a snmall town situated on one of the main
east - west roads.

"I have a nessage to be taken to the Eyrie," she said after she had
i ntroduced herself to the burgher who resided in the |argest house.
"Can you performthat office for nme?"

"Wth pleasure, angela," he said. So she wote Sanuel a brief note ("I
have conferred with the god, and he can once again hear all angels.
Spread the news. | will be at the Eyrie in fifteen or twenty days")
and sealed it with the proffered wax.

"It is urgent," she said. "I will appreciate your hurrying." Wthin
m nutes, she was on her way again. There was no reason she could not
have carried her own nessage to the holds, of course, for she was on no
desperate nission and no one was expecting her in Chahiela. But the
truth was, she could not face Samuel's sharp eyes and Asher's eager
guestions; she needed time to think, tine to reorder her nunb brain.
Time to reassess her role. Tinme to come to terns with her god.

She stopped only twice nore, briefly, and nade it to Chahiela by
nightfall.

Chapt er Ni neteen
Delilah was no | onger singing at Seraph.

Cal eb had arrived in Lum naux early enough in the afternoon to run a
few errands before nmaking his way to the club. The crowd was thin, and
t he reason was soon evident. Two singers, a mandolin player and a
flautist all played adequate, even exquisite music, but never once did
t he angel appear.

Cal eb spotted Joseph | oungi ng agai nst the back wall, glumy surveying
his clientele, and he made his way over to the Jansai. "You | ook
bereft,"” he observed. "I take it your star attraction has finally
set ?"

Joseph nodded. "Canme in a week ago and said she was packing to | eave.

| offered her twi ce the noney and she | aughed at ne. | couldn't go any
hi gher than three times--a man's got to nake a profit, or it nakes no
sense--but she woul dn't change her mind. She hasn't told nme who she's
going to, but I'Il find out. 1It's a small city, and she's not the kind
of singer you can keep secret."



"I don't think she's planning to continue her career," Caleb said. "So
what are you going to do?"

Joseph shrugged. "Sonething better than them" he said, gesturing
toward the stage. "I'll find someone. Don't worry about ne."

Caleb turned away. "I wasn't worried."

In the norning, knowing it was pointless to seek Delilah out before
noon, he headed to the Edori canp to return the horse he had borrowed
so |l ong ago. Thonas was pl eased to see him and waved of f his apol ogies
for tardiness.

"I knew you would return with the mare, this nonth or next year, or the
year after that," said the old Edori. "You' re an honest nan."

"I'f I'd kept her |ong enough, you'd be on board ship, and I'd never
have to return her," Caleb said with a snile

Thomas | aughed. "Well, then, |I'd be happy knowi ng you were caring for
her and still neeting your obligation to ne."

"But | didn't come just to return the horse,” Caleb added. "If you're
in anod to sell her, I'Il buy. And | can't imagine you'll have nmuch

room for horses on your boats."

Thomas beamed at him "No, indeed. | was thinking to just set her
free, but this pleases nme much better. Name your price--1 won't
haggl e. "

They came to a quick agreement and Cal eb handed over his cash. Then he
gl anced around the canpsite, which was in a frenzy of packing and
dismantling. "You look like you're all getting ready to nove."

"Yes, the Gathering's in about two weeks now, and the whol e clan nust
be in Breven by then. And npst of us won't be com ng back, though sone

will. Had you cone even a day |later, you would have mi ssed us
entirely."”
"I's Noah traveling with you? 1| don't see him"

"No, he's in Breven already. Wrking on the ships."

Caleb felt a sudden sharp sense of |oss, brutal and unexpected. "So he
won't be comi ng back? And is he--is he still set on leaving with you
on the voyage to Ysral ?"

Thomas nodded happily. "Yes, and we're glad to have him Skills Iike
his will be sorely needed, both on the journey and after."

There was no way for Caleb to finish his task here, nake it quickly to
Breven to say farewell, and still get to the Eyrie in three weeks or
less. Well, perhaps he could be late. Alleya would no doubt be
synmpathetic. And yet, he had so nuch to learn and so little tine.

"If I give you a nessage, will you take it to hinf | can't believe--I
didn't realize--1 hadn't thought he would set sail before I had a
chance to see himagain."

Thomas | aid a hand on Cal eb's shoulder. "Yes, any farewell is



difficult, and this one is hard on us all. | wish all the Edori would
board those boats, and live or die together. As it is, to |eave so
many behind-It's tearing many apart. Edori have a close bond, and this
trip will sever it. Yet still | aminpatient to set sail."

"And if you find Ysral?" Caleb demanded. "WII| some of you cone back
and tell the rest?"

"I'f we can," Thomas said. "If the boats are still seaworthy, if our
navi gati on has been good enough to allow us to retrace our route. | am
not thinking of the return journey as nmuch as the voyage out. Turn
your face forward, and don't be afraid of the next horizon."

Scant confort in that. Caleb stayed only a few nore nonents before
headi ng back to town. A |eaden depression wei ghed hi m down as he

t hought of never seeing Noah again, he with his quick mnd and his easy
soul. He felt a flare of hatred for Delilah, who had driven Noah to
this desperate venture; but he could not |long curse the follies caused
by I ove. He was about to pray to a manufactured god before an audi ence
of thousands, and nothing but |love could drive himto that.

He was in Lum naux agai n before noon, making his first stop at the

house of a man nanmed Nathan Lowell. Caleb had come by this house the
ni ght before to make arrangenments, and he found Nathan awaiting him
with a small blue suitcase at his feet. "Ready?" Caleb asked.
"Eager," the man replied.

The housekeeper at Delilah's place informed themthat the angel had
just risen and mght not be interested in conpany, but Cal eb | aughed at
her and said, "She nust see me. Tell her Caleb is here and that |
won't | eave."

In a few m nutes, the housekeeper ushered theminto a room Cal eb hadn't
seen before, pink and plush with fatly padded furniture. "It is ny
curiosity and not your impudence that brings you to this room" the
angel told him She was |ounging in a narrow backed chai se, her w ngs
spread carel essly around her on the floor like so nuch drifted

m | kweed. They had apparently interrupted her at breakfast, for she
was si pping on some bubbling juice, and a plate of fruit was set on a
table to her right.

"Were you expecting ne to feed you?" she inquired next. "I don't know
that there's nmuch in the kitchen, but | could ask--"

"We've had breakfast and |lunch, thank you very nmuch," Caleb replied.

"Delilah, | want you to nmeet a friend of mine, Nathan Lowell."

"Yes, | noticed you brought conmpany. Do excuse my atroci ous manners,
Nat han Lowel |, but Cal eb Augustus brings out the worst in me. You | am
truly delighted to nmeet." She extended her hand but made no effort to

get up. Nathan canme forward and ki ssed her fingers, which pleased her
and surprised Caleb. Nathan was a staid mddle-aged nan with a
near-fanatical intensity when his professional skills were called upon
Cal eb had not expected himto fall so instantly to the angel's charm

"You | have heard nmuch of, all to your credit," Nathan replied.

"The honor of the neeting is mne."



Del il ah waved | azy hands toward various chairs. "So, sit down!

Tell me what has brought you here so early that you al nost found ne
still sleeping in ny bed."

Cal eb perched on the edge of a footstool, thinking he mght be | eaping
to his feet any moment. "l've cone to ask a favor."

"Don't you al ways?"

"Which you are going to refuse. But you can't refuse it. It's too
i mportant."

Delilah turned toward Nathan Lowell and said conversationally, "I
di strust this man nost when he sounds so sincere. He is quite
mani pul ative. "

"The favor is to me, really,” Nathan said seriously. "I've been the
one studying the effect of artificial stimulation on damaged nerve
ti ssue--"

Del il ah's head whi pped back toward Caleb. "No," she said flatly.
"Once before | agreed--"

"And | didn't have the tools to help you," he interrupted. "Now I
mght. Nowl think | do. Wth Dr. Lowell"'s help"

"Doctor Lowell!" she cried, sitting up so swiftly that her w ngs nade
a slurring, sibilant sound. "How could you bring a surgeon into ny
house w t hout aski ng ne--know ng how | hate the very thought of
doctors--"

"I knew you woul d be angry," he said. "I knew | had only one chance.
Delilah, | have discovered a device that supplies directed i ndependent
energy--it can stinulate the nmuscles in your wings that have been

di sconnected from-"

"I will not listen," she broke in, clapping her hands over her ears and
shutting her eyes. "I will not listen to you--"

He cane to his feet, crossed to her side, and knelt before her

"You must do it," he said quietly, putting his fingers around her
wrists and seeking to pull her hands away. She resisted. "You nust.

Before you fling your Iife away on a dooned voyage across the sea."
"I will not listen to you. GCo away."

"It is your |ast chance, do you understand nme? |If you |eave for Ysral
no one el se, not Noah, not any of the Edori, not Jovah, not you--no one

can ever give you anot her hope of regaining your wings. It is all

have, Delilah, a hope--but it's a good hope. It mght make you whol e.
How can you throw that away? How can you say no? No one will ever ask
you again. This is the last time | will inmportune you. Delilah, you

have to try."

Slowy, she allowed the insistence of his fingers to ease her hands
fromher head. She |ooked pale, defeated and sad. "You hurt me nore
t han anyone el se by maki ng me hope again," she whispered. "Wy do you
do that? Wy can't you |l eave nme in peace?"



"Because | can't give up on you," he said, standing. He held out his
hand i nmperiously, and she laid hers in his, allowed himto pull her to
her feet. Nathan Lowell had also risen, clutching his blue bag.
"Doctor? Where would you like to performthe operation?"

"Some place that's very clean.”
Delilah | aughed mrthlessly. "Not here, then."

"I have roomat nmy clinic. Wuld you like to meet nme there in an hour
or so?"

"No," Caleb said instantly. "W will come with you now. "

The room was white and sterile, though soneone had painted a border of
violets along the baseboard. Delilah, |ying facedown on a narrow cot,
seened absorbed in the repetitive pattern of purple and green. Since
they had | eft her house, she had spoken only to answer direct
guestions; she seened di sengaged fromthe whol e operation, as if they
were not about to touch her body, change her life. On Nathan's

i nstructions, she had unfol ded her damaged wi ng as best she coul d.

Cal eb and the doctor spread the chiaroscuro feathers over a | ong netal
tabl e.

There followed a series of exercises sinmlar to the ones Noah and Cal eb
had perforned so many weeks ago, as the doctor determ ned exactly where
the break lay and how the wing was affected. The two nen laid the
battery over the severed tissue and debated where to insert it, howto
connect the working nuscles to the alien cylinder, and how to conduct
its power through the failed synapses. They had di scussed this the

ni ght before--and weeks before when Cal eb had brought the doctor the
exi stence of the battery as a hypothesis--and they had theoretically
determ ned that such a patch would be effective

"Well, then. I'mready if the angela is,” Nathan finally said.

"Ch, I'mready," she said.

"You must take a sleeping drug,"” Caleb told her

"l don't want one."

"Well, this would be very painful without one," the doctor told her
briskly, measuring out a draught in a silver cup. "So no quarreling
now, drink up."

She had propped herself up on one elbow to protest, but the doctor's

chi ding tone caught her off-guard. She gave Caleb a snoldering | ook
but accepted the drink nmeekly enough from Nathan's hands. "Wat w |l

feel like when | wake up?" she asked.
"The area of your wing where you still have feeling will hurt,” Nathan
sai d.

"And the part beyond that?"

"I'f you have any sensation, it will be dull and muffled. | expect the
battery to give you back gross nmotor skill but not nuch refined
sensation. | could be wong."



Delilah pillowed her head on her folded arns and cl osed her eyes. "I
expect nothing," she said, and drifted off to sleep

Nat han nodded. "Good. Let's begin. This shouldn't take |ong, but
there's no need to dawdl e.”

It was a strange, fascinating brand of engineering, Caleb decided, this
rewiring of the human body with its own circuits and cables. Nathan
Lowel | worked with painstaking care, knitting the living tissue to the
nmetallic to the dormant; and then he neatly sewed up every cut and
fissure.

"It's small enough and |ight enough that | can't inagine it will

di sturb her, but there will be a period of adjustrment all the sane,"
Nat han comrented. He gave a final pat to the small lunp that narred
the perfect fluid Iine of the white w ngs.

"I'f it works at all," Cal eb said.

"I'f it works at all," the doctor concurred.

"When will we know? How |long before she wakes up?”

"She may sl eep anot her hour or so, depending on the condition of her
body and the strength of her will. W rmay as well let her sleep in
peace. "

But Caleb lingered a monment after the doctor left, |ooking down at the
slunbering angel. "The strength of her will is inmreasurable,"” he
murmured. "But | don't know that she has ever slept in peace.”

He joined the doctor for a brief snack and to di scuss the possible
conplications fromsurgery. "You never told nme," Nathan said at |ast,
"where you di scovered these--batteries."

"At Mount Sinai, in an old library room" Caleb said, |ying snoothly.
"I wouldn't have recognized themif | hadn't seen a non functioning one
in a machine at the Eyrie."

"It's amazing. | wonder how t hey work--what their conponents are."
Caleb grinned. "I plan to try and find out."

Long before Nat han expected the angel to awaken, Cal eb took an

engi neering manual with himinto the operating room and sat beside
her, reading. He could not bear for her to wake up, alone and in pain
and choki ng down hope. He had brought her here; he would, to the best
of his ability, see her through.

It was early evening when she first stirred, murnuring wordl essly,
robbi ng her forehead against her forearms. Caleb laid his book aside
and scooted nearer, wondering if she nmight just be dreaming. But a few
m nutes | ater, she opened her eyes, rolled hal fway to her side and

| ooked around her.

"I feel horrible," she said in a slow voice. "Wat did you make ne
dri nk?"

"Some evil medical potion," he said, handing her a glass of water



"Are you in pain or just feeling groggy?"

"Both," she said, accepting the water and swall owi ng hal f the
cont ents.

"So | take it the operation was a failure.”
"Why do you think that?"

"Because you haven't greeted me with ecstatic smles and cries of good
news. "

"I don't think we can tell anything until you try to work your wi ng.
But you don't | ook strong enough even to stand."

She | aughed weakly. "Well, let us see what we can di scover." She
pushed herself to a sitting position, then closed her eyes briefly,
waiting out a dizzy spell. Then she sniled at Caleb and hel d out her

hands. He pulled her to her feet and kept his hold on her

"You could wait a little,’
you shouldn't--"

he suggested. "If you're so disoriented,

"I think I"'mwell enough to flap nmy wings," she said. "My wing. Now
wat ch ne."

And she unfurled her wings with a rippling, stretching nmotion, as a nman
m ght extend his arms to | oosen his nuscles after a long sleep. The
feathers nade a shushing noi se across the floor: the black-tipped edges
made a serrated pattern against the stark walls of the office. Right
side and left, the wings nade mrror inmages of thensel ves behi nd her
back.

"You nmoved it," Caleb said neutrally.

She gl anced automatically to her right side, where the damaged w ng had
never responded to her will, clearly expecting to see it trailing
l[inply on the floor behind her. Her breath caught; her pale face grew
chal ky white

"I cannot feel it," she whispered.

"Move it--flutter it--do whatever it is you do," Caleb instructed. "See
if it responds.”

Slowy, as if her feathers were made of glass, Delilah worked the right
wi ng, extending it, bringing it forward over her shoulder, folding it
backward toward the wall. The whole tinme, she watched in amazenent as
the wi ng advanced and retreated, as if it were animted by a power

ot her than her own wll.

"I cannot feel it," she said again. "At least--there is a sort of
wei ght there, like a pile of pillows--but I cannot feel it noving."

Cal eb stepped forward, ran his hand lightly over the portion of the
wi ng severed fromthe nerve. "Can you feel mny touch?"

She shook her head. "No. | can feel a kind of pressure if you push
agai nst the wing, but | cannot feel your fingertips--"



He noved the wing forcibly forward. "You nmean, you can feel that?"
"It's like that weight shifts."
"And you can shift that weight yourself."

Agai n, she shuffled the wing back and forth. "Yes, although |I don't
have a real sense of control--"
"That would take tinme, | imagine," he said calmy. He wanted to junp
up and down, to shout hallelujahs, but he was not sure of Delilah yet.
To learn to operate a nechanically stinulated wi ng, where she had no
sensation and little control, would be a trenendously difficult task;
and yet, it was responding, she could manipulate it. Wuld she realize
what a gift she had been given, or would she find it even nore bitter
to have only half of her desire fulfilled?

But this was Delilah; he had forgotten, for a noment, the bl azing
intensity of her soul. Even now she was frowning as she attenpted sone
i nvisible contraction of nmuscles. "I can feel that," she was sayi ng,
nmore to herself than to him "But if | nove that way--"

"I think, if you experinent and exercise, you will learn howto contro
it better and howto tell when it is positioned the way you want--"

She | ooked at himnow as if suddenly renenbering he was in the room
"WIl | be able to fly?" she asked directly. "WII it bear ny
wei ght ?"

"I would try to strengthen the nuscles before | attenpted to fly," he

said. "They have been unused for a long time, and | don't know how
much power they will regain--"
"Then why give ne back any novenent at all, if | won't be able to fly?"

she snapped.

"I believe you will be able to conpensate for the lack of feeling and
retrain your nuscles,"” he said quietly. "But | don't know. | have
done what | can for you. Dr. Lowell has a therapy program worked out
that should gradually inprove the muscle tone and your ability to work
the wing, but it may take nonths--"

She brushed past him so determned that he did not attenpt to stop
her. "I will fly by the end of the week," she said over her shoul der
headi ng out the door. "O | will never fly again."

Al t hough he should have left for the Eyrie the next morning, Caleb

post poned his departure for another day--and then another. He was
waiting for Delilah, who was nowhere to be found. The housekeeper

di savowed any know edge of her whereabouts, and Joseph, whom he
approached when all other avenues proved fruitless, merely shrugged his
di sinterest.

Wl |, she had clearly gone somewhere to try out her wings, to retrain
themif she could, and if she could not--then what? What if she were
to attempt flight too soon, before the shrivel ed nuscle had renenbered
how to react? What if she were to achi eve sone grand aerial height,
then tire suddenly or m sread her strength, and come somersaul ti ng down
a stairwell of cruel breezes? Caleb imagined her Iying on the ground
somewher e, bl eeding and broken, mles from Lum naux, hours from hel p.



| f anything happened to Delilah, it would be entirely his fault. He
wat ched the skies, and waited out the | aggard days.

It was mi dnight on the second day, and he had, reluctantly and

anxi ously, sought his bed, when he was roused by a terrific clanor at
his door. He had not actually been asleep, nor had he slept the night
before, but still he felt dazed and disoriented as he stunbled to the
door and opened it.

Delilah strode in like a stormcloud rolling through a valley; she
seened to throw off stray bolts of energy and churn |like a whirlw nd.
Everyt hi ng about her was alive--her skin, her hair, her eyes, her

wi ngs. She glowed |ike a hal oed wonman.

"You | ook tousled. Did |l wake you?" was her opening renark.

"\Where have you been?" he demanded. "I've been so worried about
you- - "

She | aughed and shook her hair back. It seened danp with sone kind of
celestial dew. "Flying," she said. "I love night flying--it's |ike
swi mmi ng anmong the stars. You can actually feel the starlight on your
face when you turn your head fromside to side. It feels Iike hot

rai ndrops or--no--1 can't describe it. And there are no words to tel

you what moonlight feels Iike across the feathers of your w ngs."

"So you've done it," he said, just now renmenbering to shut the door
He notioned her farther inside the room but it was clear she was too

excited to sit. Indeed, already she had begun pacing through the small
space, letting her wi ngs brush carelessly over tables, chairs, objects
on the floor. "Howlong did it take you? And don't you think you
shoul d have waited a few weeks as--"

"Ch, | waited a whole day. | did little practice flights down in the
low foothills just to see if ny wings would hold me. It was

frightening at first because | couldn't get used to not feeling ny
right wing. It would be as if you tried to pick up firewood with both
hands, but you had no sensation in one of them You could |ook at your
fingers, and watch them open and cl ose when you wanted themto, but you
could not tell by touch if they were responding to your will."

"Yes, | thought that's how it would be. So I think it's risky of you
to attenpt a long flight--"

"Ch, I've figured it out now. | got caught by a crosscurrent this
afternoon, and | had to adnmit that was a little unnerving, but | just
had to remenber how it was done and | was all right. And it was

tiring, I'Il grant you that--1 used to be able to fly five hundred
mles in a day! And today | was worn out after fifty or sixty mles.
But 1'Il get ny strength back. Quickly, too. In a few weeks, you
won't know that | was ever hurt. | won't even renenber."”

"Take it easy," he advised. "lI'mserious, Delilah, listen to ne.
You' ve just had a fairly major operation on damaged tissue that is
still sensitive, and you could harm yourself--"

She | aughed at himagain, swept himinto a breathl ess enbrace.

He could snell the starlight and raindrops in her hair. "l can't slow
down, " she nocked hi mwhen she let himgo. "It was always ny trouble,



Cal eb--1 wanted too nuch too fast."
"But now you know what that kind of attitude can cost."

"And | know what nmonths of worrying and hurting and hating can do to

the soul,"” she replied. "I will be alittle careful! Do you think I
want to |l ose ny wings again? | could not live through another year
like the one | just had. But | have to be happy again. | have to be

joyful again. O | may as well not be alive at all."

He turned his hands pal mup, a gesture of resignation. "So what wll
you do next, oh-so-carefully, as you get used to your wi ngs agai n?"

She | aughed. "I will go to Breven, of course."

"Breven! But surely--"

"No, | no longer plan to make the voyage to Ysral --though I rmust
confess | amconsuned with curiosity to see it. Perhaps | will fly
t here one day, though they say it is too far for an angel to go."

"Then why Breven?"

Her eyes chided him "Because | believe there is one Edori who will
not set sail if | ask himto stay in Samaria with nme."

He felt a malicious hand ease its constriction fromaround his heart.
"You're going to fetch Noah," he said, suddenly glad. "You're going to
tell himWat are you going to tell hin®"

"That | can fly, of course.”

"But--he |l oves you, you know. He may want to sail to Ysral anyway if
he t hinks you don't love himin return.”

Her face softened and she briefly stopped pacing; she was visited by a
nmonent of peace. "How could anyone not |ove Noah?" she asked. "He
deserves better than to | ove ne."

"He woul d not think so."

She tossed her hair back over her shoul ders and resuned both her
smling and her striding. "So | think I will be able to convince him
to stay. That will nake you happy, yes?"

"Yes. Alnost as happy as | amto see you whol e again."
"And | still have not thanked you, have |?"
"But you were doing ne a favor, renenber?" he said with a smile

She shook her head. "You will never be able to maintain that fiction,"
she said, and now her voice was serious. "But there is no way | can
put into words ny gratitude for what you have done. You have given ne
back ny life. You have given me back everything that gives nmy life
meani ng. |f you had saved me from drowni ng, you could not have nore
surely rescued me. There is no way such a debt can be repaid, but if
you can think of anything you need, anything | can give you--"

"The debt of friendship is never collected,” he interrupted. "And



nothing is ever owed."

"Still, I will remenber you with awe and affection every day of ny
life," she said. "And | will speak your nane when | ask for blessings
from Jovah."

"So now you | ove the god again," he said.

"How could | not? He has restored me. He has used you as a tool to
make ne whol e again."

Cl ose enough to the truth; perhaps she was even right to worship the
god who had done so nuch for her. "I will be glad to have you pray for
me, " he said.

She was shaking out her wings as if adjusting a fold of her dress, but

she | ooked up at himnowwith a rueful smle. "lsn't it strange? Just
because he has healed nme, | believe he can hear ne again. But | have
no proof of it. It is just a feeling."

"I would guess you're right," Caleb said solemly. "Maybe it will rain
tomorrow and gi ve you a chance to prove it."

She | aughed. "In any case, | have a great deal to do before | leave in
the norning. But | couldn't |eave w thout sayi ng goodbye. And--thank
you. "

"You're wel conme,” he said.

She took two quick paces forward and ki ssed himon the nouth. She
tasted like wind, night and wildness. No wonder the Edori |oved her
"For all the things I don't know how to say," she said, pulling back
Four steps took her to the door, and she was gone.

Caleb lay awake a long tine after she left, no | onger even attenpting
to sleep. He had not tested the repairs he had made to Jehovah, of
course, but he was sure they had worked, and the ship was now once
again able to respond to all angels. The stornms woul d cease; the

muti nies of the wealthy nen would die away to grumbles. The world was
back to normal. Tinme had reversed itself, and they stood now where
they had started a year ago.

Only he had changed. An incredible know edge had illumnated his nind
and a spectacul ar | ove had reshaped his heart. The one he must keep
secret; the other was to alter every current of his life.

He rolled to his side, content, and finally slept. 1In the norning, he
repacked his bags, saddled his mare, and set out once nmore on the road
to Vel ora.

Si x days of hard traveling took himto the Eyrie, but he needn't have
hurried: Aleya was not there. Sanuel gave himthis news but tenpered
it with glad tidings.

"I got a note fromher a couple of weeks ago, saying Jovah coul d hear
t he angel s again," the older man confided. "And sure enough, that day
when the stornms canme in, Tinothy and Asher went aloft and prayed. And
the rains cleared! And the news cane in from Cedar Hlls and

Mont everde--Jovah is listening to the angels again. He has renenbered
us. And | believe he will not forget us again."



Not in nmy lifetine, Caleb thought, but of course he did not say so.
"Did All eya say when she would return?" he asked.

"In about two and a half weeks, her note said. | expect her tonorrow
or the day after."

"She asked nme to do sone repairs on the nusic machines,” Caleb said,

bending the truth. "Is it all right if |I come back tonmorrow and start
wor ki ng?"

"You think you'll be able to fix themthis tinme?" Sanuel asked
skeptically. "I admit | find that noisy notor distracting." Caleb

grinned. "This tine, | think | can do it right."
"Then we'll be glad to have you."

So Cal eb spent the night in an inexpensive hotel (wondering, WII 1 be

living at the Eyrie in a few weeks?) and returned to the angel hold the
followi ng nmorning. Work on the nusic machines went fairly

qui ckl y--there was not hing nore conplicated than di sengagi ng the spent

battery and plugging in the fresh one--though it took hima little

I onger to dismantle his external notor. He smiled at it with a certain

fondness as he took it apart. 1t had done the job well enough, though
it was no match for settler technol ogy; and it had brought him closer
to Alleya. It had certainly served its purpose.

Around noon he was finished, and he rolled up his kits and left the
| abyrinth to emerge on the central plateau. The day was sunny and
fine--at last, true spring unmarred by the capricious storns--and he
dawdl ed as he made his way toward the grand stairway through the

i nevitable throngs of petitioners.

He was wondering when All eya m ght appear, and so he was not payi ng
much attention to those around him but suddenly a |l ow murnur in the
cromd erupted into scattered shouts. He glanced around, trying to
identify the source of agitation, and he saw a number of people

poi nting skyward. He |ooked up. Shading his eyes, he saw nothing nore
unusual than a single angel making a | azy spiral far overhead, and he
turned his eyes back to the people around him But now everyone was
staring at the circling angel, and excited whispers were swelling into
cries and cheers and expressions of disbelief.

He gazed upward again, wondering what had excited them so, and just
then the angel dropped a few yards closer. Those bl ack-tipped w ngs,

t hat ni ght-dark hair; suddenly he, too, recognized the vision overhead.
"Delilah,” he whispered just as soneone around hi m shouted out her
nane. |In mnutes, the whole crowd was chanting. Delilah, Delilah
Delilah ...!

There were hundreds of people in the plaza, or so it seemed, but when
she finally drifted down for a | anding, they parted spontaneously to
give her room Even after her feet touched the rock of the plateau
she seemed to be floating; she sparkled with her own inimtable

conbi nati on of urgency and delight.

Samuel and Asher were the first to approach her. Everyone el se seened
too awestruck to cone any nearer. Caleb edged his way through the
crowmd just to hear what they would say to her; the smle on his face
was as wide as the one on her own.



"It is amracle," Sanmuel said, his voice quavering. Caleb realized
the old man was actually crying. "You were broken, and Jovah has nade
you whol e. "

"Yes, the god has been good to ne and | thank himdaily."

"But when did this happen?" Asher demanded. "Wy haven't you cone
back to us sooner?"

She | aughed at himand laid a hand affectionately on his shoul der.
"Just days ago," she said. "I have been learning howto fly again,
| earning everything. | wanted to be sure | was whol e before
returned, before | cane to you, before |I told you all--"

"What ?" Sanuel said, and the sudden caution in his voice gave Cal eb
his one brief monent of warning. The angel's next words left both
Sanuel and Asher dunb, stunned the crowd, turned Cal eb sick and

di zzy.

"I have returned to the Eyrie to be Archangel again."



Chapter Twenty

Al l eya spent nore than a week in Chahiela, but there was not enough
silence in that place to satisfy her. The children, even the wordl ess
chil dren, managed to be noi sy and denandi ng, and everyone found a way
to ask her questions both trivial and unnerving. Even Hope's house,
whi ch she remenbered as the quietest and nost solitary of places,
seemed overfull of visitors.

Her not her was not one to ask questions, of course, not even why Alleya
had returned to this village so soon after leaving it, |ooking as

t hough she had seen precipices crunble away beneath her feet. Hope did
not ask how |l ong she planned to stay, what she was interested in for
dinner, if she would care to sing in the evenings. Certainly, Hope did
not ask her daughter to address any of the larger issues that mght be
t hought to concern her.

Have you found the nan the god wants you to marry? Have you di scovered
why the god has turned his face fromthe angel s--and have you | earned
how to recapture his attention? |ndeed, how do you find Jovah these
days--warm and | oving, or cold, efficient and mechani cal ?

Hope asked All eya none of these things. No one did. Still, the
guestions clanored in her head.

Now and then, during those four days, it nagged at Alleya that she
really should be back at the Eyrie. It was now so close to the Joria
that there would be hundreds of petitioners at the holds, bringing
speci al prayers for the angels to present to the god. And she had
spent so nuch tinme away fromthe Eyrie lately that these
petitioners--indeed, her own angels--could justifiably be annoyed with
her for not being present now. And she nust |earn nusic, and nake
arrangenents with the vendors who woul d organi ze supply tents on the
Pl ai n of Sharon, and oversee plans for the pavilion the Eyrie residents
woul d set up for their confort during the Goria. And no doubt there
were other matters to attend to--stornms blowing in over the Galil ee
River, plague flags raised in the mddle plains--the sinple day-to-day
busi ness whi ch she had negl ected so shamefully of late.

But Jovah could hear all the angels again, so there was no special need
for her to raise her voice; and until Caleb sojourned to the Eyrie to
choose his Goria mass, there was no need for her to practice any other
musi c. And she needed time to think, to gather her scattered wits, and
she could not do that at the Eyrie.

But soon enough it becane clear that she could not do that at Chahiela,
ei ther.

In fact, she knew of only one place in all of Samaria quiet enough to
all ow her to think.

So on the evening of her tenth day, Alleya told her nother she would be
| eaving in the norning. Hope took the news with neither reproach nor
surprise

"I"ll see you again, then, when you cone back," her nother said.

"Yes. Thanks for letting ne stay here so long."

"Of course."



In the norning, she took off at first |ight, heading northeast through
sublinmely cloudless skies in the direction of Muunt Sinai. The weather
was flaw ess for that entire trip, the wind still, the sun apparently
noti onl ess, the color of the heavens an unwavering blue. Alleya felt
the first true heat of spring settle across the feathers on her back
The sensation warned her all the way to her ~boues.

She was back at Sinai early in the afternoon. Instantly, she felt a
benefi cent peace gather around her. She had been driven by a sense of
urgency to get here as quickly as she could, but now that she had
arrived, she becane sl ow paced, |ackadaisical. Wat did she need to
acconplish, after all? She was nmerely here to relax and sort out her
t houghts. There was certainly no tinetable for that.

Lazily, she wandered through the corridors of the retreat, glancing
into roons she had not expl ored before, noting how big the place really
was, |arge enough to accomodate the oracle, the acolytes, visitors, a
few servants. All hallways led to the main chanber, of course, but she
refused to linger in there nore than a nmoment or two. She had no
business in this room no interest at all in the gl eam ng blue screen
faintly pulsing, seenming ~wii an alnbpst sentient presence to watch her
every time she crossed the floor. She escaped it a few tines by
ducking into the archives, lingering there to read passages from
various books (now that she could read any volunme in the library),
studying the nystifying maps on the walls. But always when she
energed, there was the living interface, intent, relentless,

beckoni ng.

She had nothing nore to say to the god. Nothing to ask him nothing to
relay. Not through this medium anyway. She would not go near the
screen.

The day whittled down to evening. She found the room she had shared
with Caleb and went to bed early, falling into a deep exhausted sl eep
the m nute she closed her eyes. Wen she woke, her senses told her it
was the follow ng norning, but she had no great desire to rol

i medi ately out of bed. She lay there an hour or nore, feeling rel axed
and at ease.

Per haps she shoul d have gone to Hagar's retreat instead of coming here.
That was a still, solitary place with no disquieting instrunment of the
god overseeing her every nmove. Instrunment of the spaceship, she
corrected herself, and got out of bed.

She fed hersel f, continued exploring, continued her investigation into
the archives. But every time she wal ked through the main chanber, she
turned involuntarily to glance at the interface; and every tinme she

| ooked at it, she lingered | onger

And took a few steps cl oser.

Until finally she was standing before it, close enough for her fingers
to touch the keyboard, wondering what Jovah would say to her if she
asked hi many of the questions revolving ceaselessly in her head.

It didn't matter what he woul d have to say. He was a nan-made machi ne,
not hi ng but a collection of circuit wires and electrical inpulses. He
coul d give her no divine guidance; he was no nore brilliant than Cal eb
than Noah, than Uriel or any of the first settlers who had col oni zed



Samaria. Men had built him men had taught himto speak; and nmen could
not give her the answers she so desperately needed.

But very. smart nmen had built him a voice in her head unexpectedly
interjected. Men who knew nore about the world, about the universe,
than you will ever know. Men who had travel ed who knows how many

t housands of miles, through acres of stars, through oceans of unlit
space, to cone to this one world and declare it home. This nachine
knows everything they knew. That is the know edge you want. That is
t he one thing worth having.

She had cone here planning this, which she only now realized. She had
not even noved the marker books fromthe pentagramon the floor. She
typed in a single word, which appeared in bold letters on the bright
screen, and pressed the Enter key. This time she did not hurry as she
wal ked to the center of the room This time she did not gasp or

gri mace as she was envel oped in that gol den haze and split into her
smal | est invisible conponents. This tinme she arrived on her feet as
she tele ported into the main comunication center of the spaceship
Jehovah.

The quality of silence here was different than anywhere el se she had
ever been. It was a living silence--not like the silence at the Eyrie,
when everyone paused to fornulate a private, unvoiced prayer; not |ike
the silence of Sinai, where even the enpty hallways echoed wth
renenbered conversations. Here, no one spoke or breathed, but
everywhere was the clatter and hum of machinery at work, strange
clicks, intermttent nmuffled chirps. It was an industrious silence,
she decided at last, or a thoughtful one; it was like listening to the
i ncessant cal cul ati ons of a very productive m nd

Wi ch, of course, she was.
"Jovah, can you hear nme?" she asked, into that waiting stillness.

"Yes, Alleluia. | can hear you fromany point in this ship."

"So you renenber me
"Your Kiss identifies you."

She fingered the ~nnrble cool ness enbedded in her arm It had neant
something so different to her for all of her life. "So it is true,

what the priests say," she said. "That you are only aware of those who
have been dedicated. That unless a person wears the Kiss, you cannot
tell who he is and how he fares."

"Or if he exists at all,"” Jovah acknow edged. "It is true. But there
are other ways to gather information about those living on Sanari a.

For instance, many oracles have, over the centuries, fed ne information
about the Edori--clan nanes, births, deaths, alliances. This has

all owed me, although in an inperfect fashion, to track the fortunes of
various tribesnen and to understand how they fit into the world."

"So if | were to tell you everything I know about the Edori living
today, you would then record their existence and--what? What woul d
that tell you? Wy would you need to know?"

"I't would hel p ne deduce how far they have travel ed al ong certain
predi ctabl e evol utionary paths. It would help me gauge their



popul ation gromh as it relates to the rest of Samaria, and how | ong
they are likely to remain what is essentially a separate race. Even
now, for good or iil, they are being absorbed into the mainstream
Samari an popul ation. "

"Not for long," Alleya said. "They are planning to migrate."

"Ah," said Jovah. "I did not know that. That is the sort of usefu
i nformation only an oracle can feed ne."

She had been making a slow circuit of the consol es as she spoke,
trailing her hands experinentally along the curves and surfaces of the
keyboards. "What does this do?" she asked suddenly, tapping her
fingers agai nst an opaque white screen

"It nonitors the nearest star systens to decode any interesting space
activity."

"What does that nmean?" she asked inpatiently.

"Expl odi ng suns, planets that have shifted orbit, space debris that
m ght sonehow head this way. As well as any potential human or
humanoi d space travel or |ong-distance transm ssions, indicating
wel | -devel oped |ife on one of these nearby planets."

She digested that a noment in silence. "W canme--our ancestors cane to
Samaria from another planet. FromEl eison. On this ship," she said.

"Yes."

"I always thought--well, | never thought about it. It never occurred
to ne that there were other planets where nmen lived. But there are?"

"Ch, yes. Maybe a hundred that men had col oni zed by the tinme they had
settled on Eleison. By now, maybe a hundred nore. And nmen are not the
only intelligent beings living in the universe. There were, when the
ship left Eleison, sixty-five identified advanced alien species, and
hundreds nore at a | evel so unsophisticated that it seemed unlikely
they woul d ever develop to a human | evel of intelligence.”

This was hard to grasp; she felt her mind crunch down in concentration
"Wait. So--so all over the universe there are planets popul ated by nen
and worren just like us. And nore planets with people who aren't really
people. W are--well, what are they?"

"The species vary too widely to make a generalization. Sone are
carbon-based, like you. Some are silicon-based. Sonme have a basic
structure of head, body, linbs. Sonme have no physical characteristic
that you woul d recognize. Most intelligent species have sone kind of
functional brain, recognizable as an organ that directs and controls
the rest of the operations of the body and that is capable of sustained
and | ogi cal thought."

She waved her hands to silence him probably a usel ess gesture since
she had no idea if he could see her. "Stop. It doesn't matter. |
don't care about them But humans. There are humans on hundreds of
pl anets? Did they all come from El ei son?"

"Ch, no. Eleison is a mnor planet colonized several centuries after
men first discovered space travel. Human life originated on Terra in



the M|l ky Way gal axy. That was several mllion generations before
col oni zati on on Eleison."

"And did they | eave Terra too because of war and hatred and
sel f-destructi on?"

"Well, war and sel f-destruction were certainly part of life on Terra,
but the original space explorers were notivated nore by a desire for
know edge than a need to escape the honme planet. Historically, once a
race beconmes conpletely at ease with its own environment, it seeks to
conquer or at least explore unfamliar ones--whether those are new
continents or new worlds."

She thought of the Edori, setting off any day now on a chancy,

ill-equipped voyage. "That's the only reason they |eave? To

expl ore?"

"Ch, no. |If a continent, or a world, has beconme too crowded to sustain
all the life forms extant, some menbers of the species will go off in

search of nmore land, nore roomto grow. Many colonists are seeking
religious freedomand a chance to live life on their own terns. Sone,
i ke your own, seek to escape intolerable conditions. But no

expl oration is possible w thout adequate technol ogy."

"So the settlers left Eleison |ooking for a place they could design to
suit them" she said. "Wy did they choose Samaria?"

"Because it was conpatible with their life form It had the right
oxygen mx and a soil base they were confortable with and a specific
gravity that was simlar to the one on Eleison. |Its only real drawback
was the violent weather, but once | was nodified to create shifts in
the air masses, upon request, that was easily controlled."

"And once the angels were created to conmuni cate with you," she added
softly.

"Yes, that, too. | can hear the angels npbst clearly when they are
aloft, but in fact ny satellite receptors are sensitive enough to pick
up the general prayers of ground-based citizens as well."

"So. The angels. How were they created?"

"Biological alterations. One of the scientists on board, Dr. Hoyt
Freecastl e, had been an expert in artificial linmbs and tissue
regeneration back on El eison, and he had | ong been interested in the
theory of creating a human being that could fly under its own power.
Once the colonists realized how essential it would be to communicate
with the ship on a regular basis, they allowed Dr. Freecastle to
experiment on a few volunteers to see if he could graft wings to their
backs. When the operation was successful, he created a whol e host of
angel s and, indeed, altered their genetic nmakeup so the w ngs woul d be
passed on biologically to future generations."

"I wonder if they knew," she said, nore to herself than to the ship,
"what woul d happen next. That we would forget how the angels cane
about. That we would forget how we cane to Samaria. That we woul d
forget ... everything. Even who Jehovah was."

"Ch, they knew," the ship replied, startling her somewhat. She had not
been expecting an answer. "At l|least, they theorized. As you know, the



colonists deliberately withheld technol ogy fromfuture generations.
They cut al nost every direct link with me, and they destroyed what few
technol ogi cal marvel s they had brought with them pl anet side They
sought a sinpler, nore primtive, perhaps nore innocent lifestyle for

t hensel ves and their children. But nore than one sociologist in the
group specul ated that ritualistic observance of such events as the

G oria, and the creation of superior beings you call angels, would | ead
to a theistic belief in the existence of an all-powerful being. In

ef fect, a personalized god."

"And that's what they wanted?"

"No. They had their own religion, of course, which had nothing to do
wi t h spaceshi ps, and nost of thembelieved that this was the religion
that woul d persist after colonization. |In fact, it died out within two

generations. "

Alleya felt her interest sharply revive. "And what was their
religion?

Was it the true one?"

"The true one?" Jehovah repeated. "I do not understand." She nade
anot her inpatient gesture. "M/ whole life, |I have believed that Jovah
is a god, a suprene being that watched over me and heard ny prayers.
And now | learn that Jovah is a machine, built by men, a thing, a--a

conputer. But | cannot erase fromny heart the belief that somewhere
there is a god who watches over nme, who hears ny prayers, who knows ny
nane. Perhaps the col onists knew who he was. Perhaps he is the one
who sent them safely fromEl eison to Sanmaria."

"Perhaps, but even on Eleison there was nore than one religion, and
fealty to nmore than one god. Those you call the Edori, who believe in
a nanel ess god who oversees the universe, have a religion that is
relatively close to the basic tenets of the faith the Christers brought
with themfromE eison. But that is not to say their religion is the
true one. And throughout the universe, fromplanet to planet, there
exi sts such a diversity of divinity that to set one aside and call it
the true religion is a task no sage or phil osopher has been w se enough
to achieve."

Alleya felt herself sag against one of the pristine white consol es.
"But then--no one knows who the god is, and if there is one?
Everywhere--in the whol e universe--there are people who believe they
wor ship the correct god, but have no proof--people who may not even
know that their god is false, or one of nmany?" "That is correct,"
Jovah sai d.

"But that is--that is disastrous!" she cried. "I thought you would
know -1 thought you would be able to tell ne--who the god was we had
forgotten and how we could reach himafter so many centuries of

neglect. But if there is no god, or no god that anyone can
identify--then what holds the world together? What binds the stars and
the suns, what turns the seasons, what gives any of us the will to
[ive?"

"These are questions that, over the mllennia, have concerned a great
nunber of nen and wonen," the ship replied. "People with far nore
education than you in far nore advanced societies have despaired when
uttering those sane queries. And |like you, they believed there was an



answer sonewhere--that there was a god, whose wi sdom knew no boundary
and whose strength could not be measured. They believed he was an
infinite being and their own abilities were finite, and so they could
never know him or define him or linmt him

"If it conforts you," he continued, while Alleya listened intently, "in
every society, on every planet, whether humanoid or alien, sone form of
religion exists. Sonme menbers of every sentient species believe that
there is a divine being, who, as you say, guards themand listens to

t hem and knows their names. They have different names for these
gods--and sone of them have nore than one god, and some have gods who
are cruel and some have gods who are benign. But they believe their
fates are not entirely in their own hands, and they believe their souls
do not go wandering undefended after they die."

"It conforts me. Alittle," she said slowy. "But perhaps they have
been as del uded as we have. Perhaps there were forces directing them
that were just as bizarre and inexplicable as--as a spaceship so
conpl ex they would not be able to conprehend it if they sawit.

Per haps they just wanted to believe that soneone cared for them and
believing nmade it so. Perhaps they have all created their own gods."

"I ndeed, you will find essayists and scientists on every planet who
make exactly those sane arguments. One of them has said that religion
is the soothing opiate of the conmon people. Another has said that god
is an advanced form of desire. Men have al ways, through the centuries,
found ways to create what they did not find in the natural order. And
men have al ways, through the centuries, sought to put themselves in the
context of the universe. The universe has remained too vast for them
to quantify. Thus they hypothesize an entity even nore vast as a
vessel to contain it. Men are, in the final analysis, agoraphobic.
They want a roof and a fence and a definabl e boundary. O herw se, they
are too afraid of what |urks outside."

Mich of what he said made no sense to Alleya; she wasn't sure if that
was because he used too many unfaniliar words fromthat foreign

| anguage or if her brain just refused to accept too many new concepts
at once. But one statenent she clung to, as if it were the only truth
in a sea of lies: Everywhere in the universe, nmen and wonen believed in
a god. It was not the same god, or at |east, not a god in the sane
contours; he bent to amazing nolds, took on radically different
identities. But fromplanet to planet, star to star, he extended; and
his fingers touched every believer's heart.

"I wish | knew nore," she said aloud. "I wish | knew all the nanes the
god went by, and all the ways he was worshiped."

"I have all that information, if you wish ne to download it," Jovah
said. "It is all in the Eleison tongue, but you have mastered that,
have you not ?"

"You mean, the | anguage the oracles use to speak with you? Ch, yes."

"In fact, you can call up the files fromthe interface on Sinai, if you
wish. It is nore material than you could read in a lifetime, but | can
gui de you to the texts you mght find nost interesting."

She felt a spurt of gratitude toward him nuch akin to the warm gl ow of
fell owship she had used to feel toward Jovah, back when he listened to
her voi ce al one, back when she had thought he was a god. It would be



hard to renenber that this voice belonged to a machine, that every act
she had consi dered divine had been progranmmed into a conputer by human
hands. And yet, perhaps it would not be wong to consider this
electronic brain, in sone sense, a friend. He had in many ways

befri ended her over the years--as she had befriended him

"Tell me," she demanded. "Wy is it you could hear nmy voice and no
ot her before Caleb repaired your circuit board?"

"The pitch was specific and singular, and could still be read by ny
receptors,” was the inmedi ate answer. \Which, again, made no sense.
And was not what she had wanted to hear.

She smled alittle sadly. "Oh. | thought it was because | had sone
special place in your heart."

"I am not constructed with enotions such as humans have. | do not have
what you would consider a 'heart." | thought you understood that."
She sighed. "I understood. It was a stupid question."”

"But you are, if it nakes you feel nore appreciated, unique. At |east,
your voice is unique. It resonates at a particular level that | have
not seen replicated, and | have heard every singer on Samaria for the
past six hundred and fifty years."

"Yes, that does make nme feel better," she said, smling nmore brightly.
"Al though I would not have expected it to."

"Every Kiss has a unique electronic pattern as well," he continued.
"Which is how!l amable to track and identify everyone who has been, as
you call it, dedicated. But that is a different thing entirely from
voi ce identification."”

"And do you really cause Kisses to flare when true |overs neet for the
first tinme?"

"I'n a manner of speaking. | amusually able to calculate, alnost from
birth, which offspring bear gene clusters that | think would be

val uably conbi ned with another person's gene clusters. For instance,
your friend Caleb Augustus inherited remarkable abilities fromthe
first genetic conbination of angels--"

"Nat hani el and Magdal ena, " she suppli ed.

"Yes. And it was inevitable that, several generations later, a nman
with a predisposition to scientific discovery would be created from
that gene pool. It could have been the generation before or the next
generation. These things are not exact."

"And you thought that would be valuable? To facilitate the birth of a
man who was a natural engineer?"

"It seened likely that sonme of ny nechanical functions would begin to
fail sometine in this century, and | thought it would be beneficial if
someone on Samaria had been bred to correct those problens."

"Do you al ways--breed people like that? Wth a specific goal in
m nd?"



"Not always. Sonetines."
"For what goal s?"
"They vary."

"But is there--sone kind of overall plan? For the devel opnent of the
entire race on Sanaria?"

"Not hi ng so grandi ose. Sonetimes | want to pair men and wonen of
obvious intelligence nerely to ensure that sone genius is stil
produced in this world. Oher times | seek to strengthen failing

bl oodl i nes or eradicate inherent diseases. But nmen and wonen are too
unpredi ctabl e and contrary to mate and reproduce according to sone
great schene of mine. They do what they will. Now and then | urge

t hem al ong. "

"So if--for instance--the Archangel did not marry the man or wonan you
sel ected, what woul d be the consequences?"

"Merely, offspring that were not as vital and gifted as they m ght
ot herwi se have been."

"But you woul d not--again, for instance--display your wath by sending
down thunderbolts if the wong angelico sang at the doria?"

"I's that what the angel s believe?"

"Ch, yes. It is what notivated Gabriel to search all over Samaria to
find Rachel, a hundred and fifty years ago."

"I did not realize the dictumcarried such weight, although I believe
your world is better served if angels heed ny words. In any case, only
one Archangel has not sought and followed ny advice about who to
marry."

"Delilah," Alleya guessed.

"Precisely."

"And she sang with Levi at her side, and the world did not end, so his
voi ce nmust have pl eased you," she added. "And her voice nust have

pl eased you as well, if you selected her."

"I expected a difficult decade or so, for | knew ny circuits were
burning," he said. "I believed Delilah had the strength of will to
shepherd fractious contingents through a great trial. | still believe
I was right, though she had physical disabilities that eventually

rendered her unfit for the position."

"Wuul d you know, " All eya asked, "if she suddenly regained the ability
to fly?"

"I's that likely?" he returned.
"It's possible,” she amended.

"If she takes wing again, yes, | will know | will be able to judge by
the variances in the pressure on her Kiss."



"Watch for it, then," Alleya said. "It may occur."

There was a nonent of silence while Alleya brooded over all the things
the conputer had told her in a few short mnutes. A nmpst too nmuch to
take in; and yet, in some strange, unforeseen way, deeply exciting. In
a few sentences, her world had expanded to the size of a universe,
densel y popul ated and uni magi nably di verse.

And, for her, largely theoretical
"Caleb said this ship was fantastical," she said suddenly. "May | | ook
around? WIIl you tell ne what everything neans and does?"

"Certainly," Jovah replied. "Just ask ne about anything that seens
uncl ear to you."

Al l eya | aughed. "Everything will seemunclear."

She started with the rest of the consoles in the chanber she was in
(the comuni cations bridge, he told her), which he explained to her
itemby item They noved on to the next room which appeared to be a
ki nd of casual anteroomto the bridge, and then outward to the other
corridors and | evels of the ship.

There was too nuch to take in; soon enough, Alleya felt her mnd begin
to haze over, to resist nore marvels, and she nerely nodded as the

di senbodi ed voice bid her ook at this special feature and that conpact
invention. |In the central |evels, where nost of the |iving had been
done, she viewed room after room designed for sleeping or washing or
play, until the walls and the furniture began to blend in her head and
she wondered how anyone could find his way to the proper suite if he
journeyed too far fromhis own door

About half of the lower |evels had been turned into vast greenhouses,
farmfields sown with standard crops |ike corn, wheat, barley and oats
in all stages of growh and maturity. Froma hallway w ndow, she

wat ched a slim nmechani cal arm harvest row after row of ripe yellow corn
whi ch, the conputer told her, would be processed and dried and stored
for seed against the tinme Samarians night request it. "And then an
angel prays for grain, and you release this over our farm and," she

sai d.

"Precisely,"” Jovah replied.

She glanced in only the nmost cursory way at the | ocks and storage hol ds
| ocated in the very bottomof the ship, and felt she was better off not
attenpting to exam ne the crystal core that powered the ship and that
coul d be found behind a | ocked door which, Jovah assured her, he could
open at will. But it was not something she needed to see. Her head
was stuffed full of wonders.

Surely it was her inmagination, but the civil voice sounded a little
di sappoi nted when she requested directions back to the comunications
bridge. Hard to believe that a ship could feel |oneliness; but Jovah
had had very few visitors in the past six and a half centuries.

Back on the bridge, where she felt alnost at home by now, Alleya did
one | ast slow pivot to | ook around. She had told Cal eb he could never
return here, and she had sworn that she herself woul d never cone back
but now she was not so sure. There was so much know edge here, nore



than she would ever think to ask about. Could she just allow the ship
to orbit austerely overhead, rich with gifts, but untouched and
unrerenbered? True, that had been the colonists' original intention
to separate thenselves and their children fromevery taint of

technol ogy; but hundreds of years had passed since that decision had
been nade. The world was a different place, inhabited by personalities
not even Jovah had been able to predict. Was it right to assune that
this society could not be trusted with advanced scientific know edge?
Was it fair to withhold that information if it was avail able? Eleison
had destroyed itself using sophisticated weaponry, but did that nean
Samaria would do the sane thing if the same tools were avail abl e?

She remenbered again the angry neetings with the Manadavvi councilors,
the sly conspiracy between the nerchants and the Jansai and the
Manadavvi elect. |If they were not forced by their belief in a vengeful
god to act in harnony with angels, with all peoples of Samaria, would
they do so? |If they believed there was a way to circunmvent Jovah's
wrath, would they not instantly attenpt it? |If any kind of weapon were
to be put in their hands, would they not use it?

She thought of the factories in Breven, dreary and desol ate and wor ked
by exhausted, hopel ess waiths. Wo wuld reap the benefits of any
technol ogy she was able to translate fromthe ship's circuitry to
Samari an el ectronics? Not the independent farmers, not the Manadavvi
serfs, not the Jansai work force

She had been suspicious of technology all her life, resentful of its
di spl acements, horrified at its outright ugliness. Jovah was not
frightful nor usurping nor homely; it was tenpting to allow his very
exi stence to seduce her into changing her lifelong beliefs. And yet,
even Jovah was a product of a world gone to war, and his efficient
beauty had been fertilized in a noxious bed.

Per haps all science bl ooned amd such di smal waste; perhaps al

progress was founded in squal or and gradual ly reshaped itself into
somet hing sl eek or even beautiful. She was |ooking at both ends of the
spectrumnow. It was hard to determine if what was beginning as a
Breven factory would be transnogrified into sonething as el egant and

br eat ht aki ng as the spaceshi p Jehovah

O nerely into the last fierce war on El ei son

They were a different people on Samaria now, but their fathers were the
same, or their fathers' fathers. They were guided, no doubt, by the
same primeval inpulses and led by the sane fears and desires. She had
no proof that the centuries had changed them She had no reason to
bel i eve they could maintain harnmony on their own.

"Jovah," she said al oud, her words slow, "when you were conbini ng gene
clusters and breeding for intelligence, did you ever think to breed for
somet hing better? GCentleness, for instance, or at |east an aversion to
violence. D d you seek to create nmen and wonmen who woul d be | ess and
less likely, with each generation, to want to kill each other or
destroy their entire planet?"

"I did not know a way to breed aggression fromthe human race," he
said, and his voice sounded al nost regretful. "There does not seemto
be a gene for pacifism even a recessive one."

"Then perhaps | would do best not to hurry this along," she said at



last. "Soon enough, as Caleb says, we will reach the point where you
will be a nmystery no longer. And then--farewell the ordered life on
Samaria. No nore god, no nore Goria, no nore harnony anong al
peoples. | hope | do not live |long enough to see it."

"It's doubtful,"” the ship said. "Gven the current |evel of technol ogy
your generation has achieved, | would expect a hundred years or nore to
pass before nmen of science are able to build or even theorize the

exi stence of an object like nyself. You will be dead |ong before
that."

She | aughed faintly. "As always, You offer grimconfort."
"It is no nore than the truth."”

So--deci sion made. Another incredibly difficult one. She grimaced,
renmenbering her arrogant words to Caleb: That is why the god named ne
Archangel . Although in fact he had naned her Archangel merely because
of the way her voice resonated on his .. receptors. It had nothing to
do with her ability to reason, or control the fate of an entire nation
She si ghed.

"I's there sonething el se you would like to know?" the ship inquired
after she had been silent for nore than ten mnutes.

"Not at the nonment. Anything else | wish to ask you | presune | can
ask through the interface at Sinai?"

"Yes, although at tines it is nore difficult for me to comunicate
through the witten word. That progranmi ng was |eft deliberately
primtive so that oracles did not accidentally stunble upon know edge
too vast for themto bear, and so my range of responses is limted."

"I'"ll remenber that. And if | need to know sonething that you cannot
answer over the interface--well, perhaps | will cone back. But perhaps
I won't. It would be an addictive pleasure, | think, and | should not

i ndul ge nyself where | refuse to admt others.”

"Then we will communicate as best we can. Be sure to renenber to tel
me how the Edori fare on their mgration."”

She sighed again. "I wish--1 wish there would be sone way to know if
they arrived safely. | wi sh there was sone way to know if Ysral exists
so | could know if they have a chance to actually find it."

"Ysral," Jovah repeated. "l assume you nean the small continent on the
far side of the planet?"

"You are aware of it?"

"Ch, yes. This world has only two principal [and nasses, and the
settlers originally considered col onizing the other one--Ysral, as you
call it. But it was significantly smaller than the one they chose, and
had much less diversity of terrain, and they felt that Samaria would
better answer their needs in the long run."

"Can you--do you know-is there sone kind of nap you could give ne,
showi ng where Ysral is in relation to this continent? W have nothing
but legends to tell us that Ysral even exists."



"Certainly, | can print out detail ed navigational charts for you. The
scientists mapped out the entire world when they were first exploring.
There will have been some geol ogi cal shifts, you understand, which will
have affected ocean currents and even sone subnerged | and masses, but
in general, these charts should give the voyagers a fairly
conprehensive guide to their destination."”

She was lit by a wild elation and shaken by a sense of relief so great
it made her momentarily faint. "And will there be any way to let ne
know if they nmake it safely to Ysral ?"

"Only if one of themis dedicated. | can roughly track the physica
| ocation of that person's Kiss and relay the information to you."

She thought hard. At the nonent, she could renmenber no Edori who wore
a Kiss in his arm but there nmust be one or two in that assortnent of
peopl e who had been, |ong ago, dedicated to the god. |If not, surely
she coul d persuade Thonas or one of the others to subnmit to having a
Kiss inplanted, if she explained. why she asked for the favor.

"Thank you, Jovah," she whispered. "You are very good."

"I exist to do your will," he said.
She smiled alittle. "And all this time, | thought angels existed to
do yours. The world is not at all as | had believed it."

"Yet the world is the same as it always was. It is nerely that you see
with new eyes."

"And might | live long enough to see the world yet again as a pl ace
conpletely different, through eyes that see another truth not yet
reveal ed?"

"I have given you the truth as | knowit," Jovah replied. "I cannot
predi ct what el se you might learn."
"I will try not to be afraid of it, whatever it is," she said, noving

slowy to the center of the bridge. She did not want to think too

cl osely about how soon, if ever, she would return to this place, and
she did not want to linger too | ong, menorizing details against the
possibility that she would never conme back. "Have you finished ny nmap
yet ?"

"The navi gati onal charts? Yes, they have been deposited in the silver
basket by the power reactor gauge."

She | ooked quickly for the silver basket and found a neat pile of
papers that carried an inpressive array of nunbers and diagrans. "I
wonder if these will make sense to ny Edori," she rmurnured.

"I have included a sinple map, drawn to scal e, which anyone shoul d be

able to read,"” he told her. "There are also star charts taken froma
| and- based position, which any navi gator should be able to decipher
They will do some good, | believe. You will have to translate the

words, of course, before you pass them al ong."

"That | believe | can do," she said, nmoving back to the mddle of the
room "And now, one final request, Jehovah." "And what is that,
Al l el ui a?"



"Tel eport."

Al l eya spent the whol e next day seated before the Sinai interface,
typing in nanes of the Edori and anything she coul d renmenber about

i ndividuals and fam lies. Wen she | ooked away fromthe sapphire
screen, her eyes saw pink rectangles on the cool stone walls. Tw ce,
she took | ong breaks, robbing away the soreness in her neck and her
fingers, shaking the stiffness fromher knees. She should have
dictated all this information while she was still aboard the ship; it
woul d have been nuch faster and at |east as accurate.

She had thought she would feel inpatience at this slow, awkward nethod
of speaking to Jovah, now that she knew how easy it was to ask a
guestion and have himrespond; but in fact, she rather l|iked the

di stance created by the flat screen and the buttons on the keyboard.
This gave her time to think, helped her reassess her own place in the
order of the world. This was a task, no matter how specialized, that
seened right and famliar. This was how Samari ans were supposed to
comuni cate with Jovah

When she had told himall she knew, she asked if he had any questions
for her, and he did not. He then asked if she had any questions for
him and she did, but only one.

"Who shoul d be angelico to the Archangel ?" she typed in. Hi s response
was i medi ate, the nane she had nost hoped to see. She sniled and
turned away fromthe screen. She must be on her way to Breven in the
nmorning. And after that, to the Eyrie.

Where Cal eb woul d be waiting.



Later, Caleb heard the story told with much enbellishment, sonme of it
ridiculous, but all of it eerily catching the flavor of the event. For
he was there, and it did seem a nomentous occasi on, and he was not
surprised to hear it described as if it were an event fromthe Librera
itself.

"And there was a crowd that day on the main plateau of the Eyrie, right
where the grand staircase enpties. For word had spread throughout

Vel ora, throughout the three realns, that Delilah was whol e agai n and
clainmed her right to be Archangel. And there had been nuch anger and
much specul ation, for there were many who had never cared for Alleluia
and woul d be glad to see her gone, and just as many who felt Delilah
had | ost her place and had no right to try to take it back

"And just past noon, as the crowd nilled about waiting to hear what the
angel s m ght have to say, a wild shout went out fromthe throats of the
peopl e gathered there, and many hands began pointing to the sky
overhead. And above them her arms outstretched and her w ngs
perfectly still, seeming to nerely float down to the earth, was the
angel Alleluia. The sun made a hal o of her golden hair and the air
around her seened to sizzle with a burning light. C oser and cl oser

she cane, so slowy she seened not to nove at all. Angels poured from
every door in the Eyrie to see what had caused the commotion, but soon
enough the howing crowd grew still, waiting for the angel to arrive.

"At last she cane to a halt, her feet just inches above the stone,
hovering in the air though not a single feather of her wings fluttered.
And from her spread hands, sunlight dripped in a jeweled display, and
she was too bright to | ook upon

"And she spoke in a voice so soft it would not have wakened a babe in
arms, and yet so clear that everyone in the hold could hear. And she
said, "Behold, | bring glad tidings. Wwo was lost is found. Who was
broken is nended. The angel Delilah is anmong us again, and she soars
on her glorious wings. Jovah, who has long | oved her, has clained her
as his own again. Let the word go out to all nmen and all angels, that
Archangel Delilah once again rules over Samaria."

"And then there was such a clanor that no single word, no single voice
could be heard, and not even Alleluia herself could persuade the crowd
to listen. And then, while the bright angel still hovered above the
pl at eau, a second shape, a dark angel, separated itself fromthe crowd
and rose to Alleluia's side. Those two enbraced as they soared above
manki nd, and it was as if the glory of the bright angel envel oped the
dark angel, and soon they were both aglowwith a light too fierce to
bear."

O ose enough, Caleb thought, the first tinme he heard the story; close
enough, for he had been there. He was anpbng the hundreds, the

t housands, of people packed into the Eyrie, awaiting Alleya's return
with an inpatience so great it alnbost ampbunted to a fever.

He had been unable to get close enough to Delilah to speak with her, to
upbraid her for her treachery and tell her to her face that, had he
suspect ed what she would do with her restored wi ngs, he would have |eft
her in pieces till the day she died. Delilah, after her one dramatic
announcement, had di sappeared into the naze of the Eyrie and had not
re-emerged. And, not surprisingly, no one who did not live there was
al | owed past the gateways on the great plateau



Cal eb had managed one qui ck, inmpassioned conversation with old Samuel,
who took his turn guarding the entrances to the labyrinth. "How could
she? How could she do such a thing?" he denanded, but Sanuel nerely
shrugged.

"She is Delilah. O course she would reclaimher own."
"And you will accept it? You will deny Alleya her place?"

"Delilah's claimis by no neans certain," Sanuel said somewhat bl eakly.

"There are those here, and in the other holds, who will refuse to
acknow edge her. Asher is livid--we have had to restrain him for he
swears he will accost the angel Delilah and nake her a cripple
again."

"It is what | would do," Caleb said fiercely, though he knew he woul d
not. But he might use words in an effect al nost as woundi ng.

Samuel smiled sadly. "Thus do angels lead nmen in harnony," he said.

"I cannot see to the end of this bitter day."

But the old angel (for to him Caleb attributed whatever anenities
continued to exist) was able to keep the throng under control and the
Eyrie itself peaceable. Al through that tense norning, soothing nusic
poured from above, angels and nmortals singing their incessant duets,
choosing (or so it seemed) the nost calmng nmelodies in their
repertoires. Refreshnents were passed anong the crowd, and there were
al ways at |east three angels available to answer questions. Though
they had no real answers, and there were only two questions: Were is
Al leluia? What will the angel s decide?

When, late that day, the small w nged formtook shape overhead, the
response was i nmedi ate and verbal. Caleb, staring desperately upward
like all the others, felt his heart contract with a new spasm of
wonder. He wi shed he had a minute to warn her, to give her a chance to
brace herself. But perhaps she did have sone kind of advance

know edge. Certainly, she nmade her descent in the nost |eisurely
fashion, as if to draw attention, as if to nake sure no one nmissed her
arrival. And indeed, she seened bathed in a divine light, as if she
had been dipped in opal, and it was hard to | ook at her for too |ong.

By the time she finally made her | anding (and her feet did touch the
ground, albeit on a small pile of stones that put her about a yard
above the crowd), there was dead silence and an al nost pal pabl e aura of
waiting. Even the angels, who had poured out of the Eyrie in response
to the uproar--even Delil ah--stood notionl ess, speechless, waiting to
hear what the angel had conme to proclaim

Al l eluia spread her hands as if in benediction; and she sniled. "Good
news," she said in that fey voice that everyone, even the god, could
al ways hear. "Jovah tells me that the angel Delilah has been nmade

whol e agai n and that she once again takes wing to offer him her
prayers. Celebrate with nme, good people of Samaria, for the Archange
Delilah is returned to us! dad tidings on this day of great joy."

Everyone around Cal eb surged forward with a roar of exultation. Caleb
hinsel f fell backward, stupid with surprise. Could she nean it? O
was she sinply feigning her pleasure, yielding gracefully to Delilah to
avoid the ugliest battle inagi nable? She had never wanted to be
Archangel, after all, but surely even Alleya would feel some resentnent



at giving up a position of such power and adul ation

He was forced fromhis nmusings at the next unexpected sight: Delilah
throwi ng herself over the cromd and into Alleya's arns. It was

i mpossi ble to hear what the two angels said as the dark head burrowed
under those gol den tresses, but surely Alleya lifted Delilah's chin and
ki ssed her on the cheek. Then Alleya said sonething else privately to
Del il ah, and she smiled; and Delilah, who now appeared to be crying,
sm | ed back.

Al l eya turned her attention back to the clanoring crowd and flung one

hand out for silence. Which she was instantly accorded. "Jovah has
entrusted ne to tell you of two nmore appointments,” she said, "which
hope you will like as well. For Delilah's angelico--"

And the instant before she said it, Caleb knew what the nane woul d
be.

"Jovah has sel ected the Edori called Noah, a good man with a clear eye
and a sweet voice. He will arrive in a day or two, and I want all of
you to wel come him for Jovah's sake, and the Archangel's and his
own. "

A polite smattering of appl ause went up while people | eaned toward

t hei r nei ghbors and whi spered their disbelief. An Edori? It had not
happened since Jovah chose Rachel for Gabriel, and even then she had
not been true Edori, only adopted by that indiscrimnate tribe.
Nonet hel ess, they would do their best, they seenmed to say; and for his
own part, Caleb could not repress a grin. How far this particul ar
Edori had traveled! Alnost as far, in a way, as he woul d have
journeyed from Samaria to Ysral, though the borders were invisible and
the hazards less chancy. Still, there would be plenty of both.

"Jovah al so asked ne to informyou that a new oracle has stepped

forward to fill the vacant post at Munt Sinai," Alleya was saying, and
the crowd quieted to hear her |ast pronouncenent. "And that oracle is
me. | hope this appointnent pleases you as well."

And now the response was thunderous for, although nost ordi nary men and
worren had only a hazy idea of an oracle's duties, they knew the
position was one of power and responsibility--certainly a respectable
post for a displaced Archangel. For his part, Caleb saw the
incredulity he felt mirrored on Delilah's face, on the faces of the
other angels and a few of the nortals who stood nearby. An angel as
oracle.9 It had never happened before.

Could such a thing be fitting? And yet, an oracle merely conferred
with the god. Surely an angel was well-suited for that task.

Wl | enough, Caleb thought as his initial astonishment wore off. In
fact, good--excellent--the best thing of all. She al one knows Jovah as
he truly is. And she alone can keep us all safe. And he lifted his
hands over his head and pounded them together, |oosing three wild

whi stl es of approbation. A faint smle crossed Alleya's face, and he
knew she had spotted himin the crowd, and was pl eased that he
under st ood her.

This time, the assenbly was quieted by Delilah's hand held out in a
gesture of supplication. But when, silence achieved, Delilah turned to
Al l eya, her tone and her stance still bespoke entreaty.



"The Goriais in five weeks," said the Archangel. "And ny angelico
and | must sing to the glory of Jovah. WIIl you sing at ny side on the
Pl ai n of Sharon? For the god | oves your voice--and so do |."

For a split second Alleya hesitated--clearly this had caught her by
surprise--and then she smled and nodded. "I will be glad to sing with
you, angel a," she said. "For the harnmony of the angels is what pleases
Jovah the nost."

At that, the crowd went mad, and there was nothing to do but submit to
the tide of joyous furor. Caleb fought his way to a back wall, out of
harm s way, to wait out the tempest. He was still recovering fromthe
mul ti pl e shocks of the afternoon, but it seemed to himthat Alleya had
orchestrated the event pretty much as she had wanted. And if she was

happy, then he had no quarrels.

He smiled broadly and then he | aughed, not with mrth but joy. For
this brief nmonment, at |east, everything in his world was in perfect
har nony.

Whi ch was just as Jovah desired.

Five weeks later, a crowd of nearly ten thousand gathered on the Plain
of Sharon. It was the largest group ever assenbled to hear or perform
the Aoria, though there had been very few of the problens usually
associated with setting up a substantial if tenmporary city. Days in
advance, vendors fromall three provinces had unpacked their booths;
enterprising hoteliers had arranged rows of tents to be rented out by
private parties; the angels fromall three holds had arrived with their
own wel |l -constructed pavilions.

It seened the whole world was here. Caleb, strolling through the
makeshi ft streets, watched a parade of people pass by, fromrich young
nmerchants' sons to the veiled Jansai wonen to the m schi evous brown
Edori children who played running ganes up and down t hese crowded
avenues. Despite the volatile m x of classes--rich Manadavvi

| andowner s brushing el bows with farnmers' daughters--everyone seened to
co-exist in smling good hunmor. For the weather was fine and the
Archangel was restored and all was right with the world; what was |eft
to quarrel over?

Caleb was glad to see the Aoria finally arrive, for the last five
weeks had passed in a blur of notion that sonehow | eft himon the
outside. The two people he cared about nost, Noah and All eya, had had
only monents here and there to spare for him and he had tried nobly to
refrain fromdemandi ng nore of their attention. Noah, of course, had
been cl oseted in the nusic rooms, learning a nass with Delilah's hel p;
Al'l eya had been half the tine in Velora and half the tinme away,
consulting with the other oracles. Caleb had entertained hinself by
visiting with the Edori engineer Daniel, working with himto try to
find new uses for the marvel ous batteries.

He had managed to snhag a few precious hours with Alleya, who was in
high spirits. He had been dunbstruck when she told hi mabout her visit
to the spaceshi p--dunbstruck and jeal ous.

"I can't believe it,"
ne- - "

he said, "after the prom se you extracted from



"1 know. | realize it was unfair."

"So now rmust | force a simlar vow fromyou? That you will not return
wi thout ne? Notice | do not demand that you never return.”

"I don't think I will, though, | don't think I should."
"But if you do--"

"But if I do. Yes. | will informyou, and we will go hand in hand
Does that satisfy you?"

He smiled dowmn at her. "Nothing will satisfy ne until | have you to
nysel f for a day or two,"

She actually took the time to blush, although, even as they spoke, she
was restlessly noving around the room packing items for the Goria. It
had seened to scandalize no one when he essentially noved into her
quarters at the Eyrie, and so he stayed there whether she was present
or not. "Hard to imagi ne when that m ght be," she said.

"After the Joria?"

"After that. But then, of course, there is all the work of making
Mount Sinai a functioning sanctuary again. Sone renovations must be
done, and | will need acolytes, and to find them| wll have to woo the
likely parents--nostly the nmerchants and the | andowners, but | want to
reach sone of the independent farmers, as well, and perhaps sonme of the
factory workers. And there is a child in Chahiela--1 think she would
make an excellent acolyte. Perhaps even a priestess, if she shows a
bent for it, though she's a little young to know-"

He stopped her with a hand laid gently across her mouth. "Tinme for
that later,” he said. "Surely we will have a day or two of rest before
you must conpl etely overhaul Munt Sinai."

She pull ed his hand away after kissing his palm "And what will the
famous engi neer Cal eb Augustus do while | amgetting Mount Sinai in
shape?"

"I will build a workshop at the foot of the mountain and conduct
strange scientific experinents. | want to figure out how these
batteries are made and see if | can make nmy own. |[|'ve already talked

to your friend Daniel here in Vel ora--he says he m ght want to cone
spend a couple months with nme working on sone projects of his own. Wo
knows, maybe we'll open a school to teach engineering. There has to be
a better way to learn it than the way he and |I did."

"That woul d pl ease nme, to have you so close,"” she said. "l have been
pi cturing you back in Lum naux or perhaps at Velora, a long flight for
me and a longer ride for you. But if you were right there at the edge
of ny nountain--"

"I could see you every day," he finished. "Yes. That was my thought
as well."

She ki ssed himon the nmouth, then turned away. "A good thought. But
we first have the Qoria to get through, and much to do before that.
Wrk before dreaning.”



But with those dreans he had been forced to content hinself these past
few weeks. Those dreans, and what diversions he could find. Once or
twice he was able to pry Noah fromhis nusic | essons, and they nade
their way down the grand staircase to a friendly Velora bar. Noah
seened dazed but happy, a man whose fortunes had veered so often and so
rapidly in the past few weeks that he was not entirely sure now which
direction he faced.

"Once | get through the Goria, then I'll start trying to reconstruct
it," the Edori told Caleb as they shared a pitcher of beer one night.
"A few weeks ago, 1'd expected to be halfway to Ysral at this point.

And now I'min Velora preparing to sing an unfamliar nmass before
t housands of people, side by side with the Archangel Delilah. Jovah
noves with great nysteriousness to bring us to a state of wonder."

"And how well have you | earned your piece?" Caleb asked. "Not well
enough! We've chosen the sinplest one in the repertoire, but it runs
nearly two hours. M solos are only about fifteen or twenty m nutes

worth of that, but it's formal nmusic. Not canpfire songs. | don't
know how well 1'll naster the technique."

"Jovah chose you," Caleb said. "He nust admire your voice."

"Well, he has listened to ny voice often enough these past nonths," the
Edori answered quietly. "For | prayed every day to see Delilah
restored, and | prayed every day to keep her fromthose ships bound to
Ysral. And he has answered ny prayers. So he nust |ove me even better

than | had hoped."

How to respond to that? Caleb thought about it while he lifted his

beer to his nmouth and swall owed hal f the glass. "I think Jovah | oves
us all equally,"” Caleb said at last. "If he answers a prayer, he has
his reasons for doing so--reasons that nmay seem obscure to us but
which, in ten or fifty or a hundred years, nake perfect sense. It is
hard for us to think in those terns, but for Jovah, tine is inmateri al
He sees all life as one continuous whol e, no begi nning, no end. And
the prayers that nove himare the prayers that will restore the

world."

Noah was | aughing. "Wy, Caleb, you old atheist!" he exclainmed. "Wat
phi | osophers have you been reading? | didn't think you believed in a

god, let alone a god with a purpose--such as it is."
Caleb smled. "I amrevising ny thoughts sonewhat,"” he said. "I'll
| et you know when I've worked out all the details."

"Do," Noah invited. "I would be interested to hear your treatise on
the divine principles. Though | doubt if I will agree with them"

"But then, when did we ever agree?" Caleb nocked, and they settled
into a friendly argunment on engi neering theories that had divided them
in the past.

That was rare enough; even rarer was the chance to speak to the
Archangel , who was never surrounded by fewer than fifteen people.
Feeling as though he was lurking in the glow ng hallways of the Eyrie,
Cal eb occasionally watched her fromafar. She seened alive, vibrant as
he had never seen her; it was as if she had | ong | angui shed on a

si ckbed and, suddenly cured, had been restored to full exuberant

health. Her dark hair was sl eeker, blacker; her skin was pearl escent



and fl aw ess.

But there was, in addition, sone subtle magnetismat work in her that
was even mnore conpelling than her physical beauty. Caleb saw how she
could, with a twist of her hand or a sideways |ook, unfailingly draw
people to her side. There was sonething about her joyousness and her
intensity that was irresistible. Mre than once Caleb saw petitioners
standing near her lift their hands as if they wanted nothing so nmuch as
to stroke her feathers or her skin. Mst of them dropped their hands
before they commtted the sacril ege, but one or two sinply could not
stop thensel ves--and they touched her, and she turned i nmredi ately, and
she smled. And they forever after adored her

Even Cal eb, who had consi dered hinself inured to her charnms, now and
then found hinself |onging for a brief nmonent of her recognition, a
chance to stand within her radiant circle. It amused him but it also
di scomposed him and he thought it was just as well that she was too
busy to notice him

But |ate one night, as he read hinself to a solitary sleep, he was
surprised by the chine at the door. Wen he answered the sunmmons, he
was struck into incoherence by the sight of Delilah standing there

al one.

" Ah- - angel a--she is--that is,"
She's in Mnteverde."

he stamered, "Alleya is not here.
Delilah gave himthat fam liar w cked grin. "I know she is. it is you
| have cone to talk to."

"Me?" he said. "Well! Then--yes, conme in." And he stepped aside to
al l ow her entry.

She strolled a few feet into the room but her stance nmade it clear

that she was here for only the briefest of visits. Still, she stalled
for a noment or two, |ooking around the roomas if to examne its few
adornments. "You nust think me rude beyond description,” she said at

last, not quite facing him "to have delayed so |ong in thanking
you. "

"But you did thank me," he said, "back in Velora."

"Then | thank you again, this time as Archangel," she said. "Wose

prayers carry nmore weight with Jovah."

He hesitated, then shook his head and spoke the truth. "Had Alleya not

been willing to cede you that title," he said, "it would have been hard
for me to rejoice with you now "
"Ch, you would have hated ne forever!" she exclained. "Just as Noah

hated poor Alleya! Don't worry--1 don't hold it against you. It is
one of your few virtues, in fact."

"What, that | can nuster resentnent?"
She | aughed. "No, that you have the wit to love the angel Alleluia.
Though you are the last man | woul d have expected to win her staid

heart."

"Ch, and ny friend Noah is just the man | had thought to see in your



arms,"” he retorted.
She | aughed al oud. "True. W have m smatched oursel ves, have we not?
Still, I cannot find it in me to be sorry."

Soon after that she turned to go, then paused at the doorway and turned
back. Despite her gaiety throughout this visit, he sensed a
seriousness in her, a famliarity with nelancholy that woul d never

conpletely evaporate. It led her, now, to give hima smle that was
tinged with sadness, and to hold her hand out in farewell. "Thank you
again," she said. "I do not feel |I can ever say it enough."

"It was an honor," he said, and took her in his arns. "Stay well. Be
happy, " he whispered in her ear. She kissed himon the cheek and

di sappeared into the corridor. He never had a chance to speak al one
wi th her again.

And now he waited on the Plain of Sharon with ten thousand others to
prove to Jovah one nore tine that harnony reigned on Samaria. From
where he stood, in the inner circle with the angels, he could not see
all the massed attendants, but he knew they were there: scores of
Manadavvi, Jansai, river nmen farnmers, mners. O Edori there were only
a few, maybe a hundred, for Edori did not consider the Goria a sacred
event, and in any case, nore than a thousand were gone fromthe
continent already. Those who were present seenmed happy and friendly as
all Edori did, but Caleb thought he caught an uneasy bew |l dernent in
their eyes fromtime to time. Maybe they nissed their departed
brethren, or wi shed they had not stayed behind, or wondered what the
rest of Samaria had to offer themthat would nake up for the |loss of so
nany.

Cal eb gl anced around once nore, wondering how qui ckly the nusic woul d
start, and forced hinself to swallow a yawn. They had all risen quite
early, since the doria was scheduled to begin an hour past dawn, and
it was no easy task to arrange ten thousand people in their appropriate
stations. Mrning still seened to have barely begun; the sky had a
fresh-washed |l ook to it and even the air seened to have wandered down,
new m nted, fromone of the encircling mountains. Only in one place
was the Plain of Sharon unguarded by a high peak, and that was at its
sout her nnmost poi nt, where once the mghty Gal o Mountain had stood. One
and a half centuries ago, when the Goria did not proceed as pl anned,
Jovah had | eveled that mountain with a single bolt, and even now t he
ground around it was bl ackened and di sordered fromthe heat and force
of that bl ow

But there would be no such theatrics today. Even now a sigh of
anticipation rippled through the crowd, for Noah, Delilah and Alleya
had finally nmoved forward to take their position in the center of the
angel s. \What conversation there had been cane to a halt; nothing but
the wi nd noved or breat hed.

Into that utter stillness a |ow, clear voice sang the openi ng notes of
a prayer of jubilation. Even Caleb recognized this piece, and he saw

t he angel s around hi m exchange sil ent | ooks of surprise, uncertainty
and then approbation. It was the sinplest of the holy nasses, the one
taught to school children, and it was al nost never used in any formal
cerenony. Yet it was a joyous piece, celebrating the common delights
of life and praising Jovah for his many goodnesses, and everyone knew
the words to it. And it seened, under the circunstances, appropriate,
as Samaria prepared itself for a spell of calmcontentnment after a | ong



season of storm

Noah's voice rose and fell liltingly through the playful intervals of
the nelody, and it was plain that this unconplicated mass was perfectly
suited to his style. He seened neither nervous nor afraid; he stood as
he m ght stand at an Edori canpfire, hands clasped before him face
upturned so that his words might flowdirectly fromhis nouth to the
god' s ear.

When Delilah joined with Noah for the first duet of the mass, Caleb
initially thought the angel's magnificent voice would overpower the
Edori's. But it was not so; hers soared and raved above his, but his
full, steady tones seened to tether her sublinme ones to the earth. It
was as if, without his voice in counterpart, hers would have

di sappeared in a celestial transport; he made a place for her to exist
here on the Plain of Sharon

The close of that first duet was the signal to the assenbl ed crowd.
They came in on cue with their choral response, a deep, ranbling sound
i ssuing fromso many throats. Even Cal eb, who had not planned to sing,
found himself joining in with the traditional, famliar words, the
musi ¢ that graced every nass no nmatter how formal or conplex: "Yes,
there is love ... yes, there is beauty ... yes, we believe in the

wi sdom of our god ..." Affirmation, exultation, absolute faith in the
ri ght ness of the divine.

And why not? Caleb thought as he intoned the stately, mgjestic words.
Why not believe with your whole heart, never for a noment doubt the
goodness of the god? Jehovah the spaceship was not at all | oving,
though in its way it was beautiful and it was certainly w se; but that
did not mean there was not, somewhere, as the Edori believed, a greater
god who informed the entire universe and held all the stars and planets
in place. The universe was grander than Cal eb had ever thought to
consi der, and there m ght very well be roomin it for a god. It was
hard to know, but there nmight be no harmin scraping out a small
foothold for belief.

The brief choral interlude ended, and now it was Delilah's turn to show
of f her ability. But she had anended this part of the nass; it was no
| onger her solo. Twi ning around the Archangel's voice like ivy around
a flowering vine, Alleya's voice rose with Delilah's in such perfect
harmony that it was hard to separate the bright voices one fromthe

O her. Cdearly there was a dom nant and a subordi nate note, but they
seenmed indivisible, as if neither could be sounded unless both were.
And the gorgeousness of that music! The sky seened painted with it,
the air was scented with it; Caleb felt himself inhaling it a

breathl ess stanza at a time. This was true prayer, then; hearing this
was what had made a machine divine. Caleb thought such nusic would
have deified anyt hi ng.

He conpletely nissed the next choral entrance, so enraptured was he
with the duet, and he was not the only one in the crowmd who funbled for
the note. This time, though, he sang out nore heartily; this time he
was nearly won over. Let there be a god, then, he thought, if this is
t he devoti on he conmands.

It was nore than an hour |ater before the last note of the nass was
sung, a long, achingly beautiful "Amen" which Delilah had reserved
entirely for her own. No one spoke or breathed or rustled for a ful
five mnutes after her last note died away, and then the crowd of ten



t housand erupted into poundi ng, whistling, ecstatic appl ause.
Archangel and angelico held hands and bowed to their well-w shers;

Al leya nmerely rai sed one arm and waved, though she sniled broadly. A
tangi bl e wave of euphoria swept through the crowd, noving people to
spont aneous enbraces and nonents of giddy |aughter. Another Goria
gl oriously concluded; the wath of the god averted, the friendship
bet ween nmen and angels reaffirmed. Truly, it was a day nade for

cel ebration

And the follow ng norning, Caleb left with the oracle for Sinai

He had thought the norning woul d never conme, for the day of the Joria
was endless, filled with music, filled with feasting. The formal nass
was only the first of a long series of mnusical offerings--anyone from
t he hi ghest angel to the hunbl est nortal could performto the god's
glory this day, and hundreds of people did. City choirs, Edori

t roubadours, angel trios--all took their turn before the appreciative
cromd, lifting their voices to the god. Meanwhile, mnor festivities
went on around them as people paused to eat, gossip, and play ganes at
boot hs and tents across the plain.

Eventually Caleb tired of it and retreated to the Eyrie pavilion and
the curtained roomthat had been set aside for his and Alleya's use.
He was sl eepi ng when, well past mdnight, Alleya slipped onto the cot
beside him He felt her feathers slide with a foreign silkiness

agai nst his exposed skin; it was a sensation that never failed to nake
hi mshiver with a shocked desire. The bed was small for two

peopl e- - especi al | y when one was an angel --but it was manageable for a
night or so. Certainly preferable to two separate cots.

"Are you happy?" he asked her drowsily, and heard her laugh in the
dar k.

"Yes," she said. "Are you?"

"I will be tomorrow,” he said, and heard her |augh again. She
resettled herself once and was soon asleep in his arnms. He kissed the
top of her head, and foll owed her down the shadowy avenue of dreans.

In the norning, there were endless details to attend to, and Cal eb

t hought they woul d never get away. But while Alleya made her
farewel s, he pared down their bel ongi ngs and rounded up enough
provisions for a week. He packed as lightly as he could, but still he
wondered if he m ght be expecting one angel to transport too much.

"Can you carry all this?" he asked Alleya anxiously as she finally

j oi ned him

She | aughed. "I've flown farther with nore. | can carry all this, and
you besi des. "

"But how far?"

She reached her hands up, placing one very carefully on either side of
his face. "To Ysral, if need be," she said softly. "To Jehovah and
back. Trust ne. W will be safe together."

After that, there was no need for protests. They |oaded up, and she
put her arns around him "Are you ready?" the angel asked.



"I have waited ny whole life for this," he replied.

It was |ike nothing he had ever known and everything he had dreaned of.
The great wings rose and fell around him the angel's slimbody tensed
and sprang forward. The world hurtled backward; the sky stooped | ow
Beneath him the | andscape was a dizzy blur of green and slate and
blue, but if he concentrated very closely he could nake out individua
features--trees, mountains, |akes. The air felt w nter-cool

snow danmp, and yet it glittered around his face with sunshine that had
not yet fallen all the way to the earth. There was a perpetual w nd
agai nst his cheek and a pl easant sense of vertigo, and with delight he
realized that this forward rushi ng novenent m ght not cone to an end
for hours.

He threw back his head and | aughed, for the world was a wondrous pl ace.
At this noment, he believed in everything, science, religion, and the
nmel ding of the two. He loved an angel and she loved him And he was

flying.



